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PREFACE. 


— 


Tue great zone of the Alps stretches from the French 
Mediterranean coast on the west to the borders of 
Hungary on the east. The western and central por- 
tions have been illustrated by numerous books of 
travel and adventure, but the eastern section has 
received very partial attention. Partial we may call 
it, since while Salzburg, the Salzkammergut, and 
Styria, on its northern side, have been, to a consi- 
derable extent, visited and described, the Venetian, 
Carnic, Julian, and Karawanken Alps, to the south, 
have been for the most part neglected by English 
tourists. The few notices of the Save and of the 
Isonzo valleys in the journals of Sir Humphry 
Davy, and brief descriptions of the Ampezzo route 
to Venice in the pleasant pages of Mrs. Trollope and 
Miss Sewell, are perhaps the only exceptions to this 
remark. There is, therefore, a distinct blank in 
Alpine literature, and this deficiency the present 
work claims in some measure to supply. 

We trust it will be seen that through no lack of 
intrinsic interest the South-Eastern Alps have been 
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left so long unexplored. The title of the volume 
points to one source of attraction in which these 
Alps have no competitor. The Dolomite Mountains, 
filling an extensive district in South Tyrol, and dis- 
tributed in blocks along the chain eastward, are 
unique in Europe, both as regards the character of 
their scenery, and the geological problems connected 
with them. 

All matters personal to the Authors, which it may 
be desirable to explain, are given in the Introduction 
to the narrative. : 

We are indebted to Messrs. Hanhart for the great 
pains they have taken, with a limited number of 
colours, to represent the general aspect of Dolomite 
landscape. Mr. E. Whymper’s personal knowledge of 
mountains has enabled him, with rare delicacy and 
precision, to render the forms of Dolomite from the 
original drawings: for his fidelity in this respect. 
we are under especial obligations. 


Lospos : May 21, 1864, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Sevenat years ago, when planning an excursion to Tyrol, 
we were struck by the following passages in ‘ Murray's 
Handbook: —‘ Here the traveller obtains a view of the 
Dolomite Mountains. They are unlike any other moun- 
tains, and are to be seen nowhere else among the Alps. 
They arrest the attention by the singularity and pic- 
turesqueness of their forms, by their sharp peaks or horns, 
sometimes rising up in pinnacles and obelisks, at others 
extending in serrated ridges, teethed like the jaw of an 
alligator; now fencing in the valley with an escarped 
precipice many thousand feet high, and often cleft with 
numerous fissures, all running vertically. They are per- 
fectly barren, destitute of vegetation of any sort, and 
usually of a light yellow or whitish colour.’ 

And again: ‘They, the Dolomites, ‘form a striking 
contrast to all other mountains in their dazzling white- 
ness, in their barren sterility. . . . Sometimes they 
take the appearance of towers and obelisks divided from 
one another by cracks some thousand feet deep; at others, 
the points are so numerous and slender that they put one 
in mind of a bundle of bayonets or sword-blades. Alto- 
gether they impart an air of novelty and sublime grandeur 





to the scene, which can only be appreciated by those who 
have viewed it,’ * 

Our curiosity was excited by these descriptions, yet we 
did not at that time think of making the district referred 
to a special object of the journey. Oar purpose was to 
visit the more frequented parts of Tyrol, but we arranged 
fa route which might perhaps afford a glimpse of those 
singular mountains We accomplished that journey in 
1856, and, in the earlier portion of this volume, have 
told how we then first saw the Dolomites. 

In 1858, some of our party, returning from Venice, 
directed their course through Tyrol by the Ampezzo road, 
then, and even now, very little traversed, It intersects a 
principal portion of the Dolomite region, but offers little 
more than intimations of the extraordinary scenery en- 
closed in the valleys, or displayed frum the heights on 
either hand. 

These two journcys convinced us there was much to 
see among the Dolomites, and in 1860 Mr. Charchill 
undertook to combine with botanical purposes a brief 
f the district, It was the first time 
for some years that we had been prevented from arranging 
our usual summer travelling party, but since circumstances 








preliminary survey 


so ruled it, there was some consolation in knowing that 
obtained, 
for the united expedition proposed for the following year, 


the way was being prepared, and information 





The tour thus concerted, and in which all again had 
the happiness of joining, took place in the unexampled 
summer of 1861. Its splendid weather afforded every 
advantage, and while exploring those wonderful ¢alleys, 
the intention, rather vagne at. first, of describing what 
wo saw for a larger circle than the home readers of 


* Southern Germany, pp. 329, 244. 
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our letters, took definite shape, and we used sketch-book 
and note-book with that view. We were encouraged to 
this no less by the peculiarity of the scenery, than by its 
singular seclusion from the tourist world. During eight 
weeks, and over a space of more than two hundred miles, 
we did not meet a solitary member of that restless frater= 
nity—English or forcign—and in many places were the 
first English people that had been eeen, 

In that journey we were tempted rather beyond the 
region of the Dolomites proper, into districts farther to 
the east, and scarcely leas remarkable, as will be seen from, 
our narrative. To the original scene of our researches, 
however, we determined to return another year, fooling, 
as learners do in other fields, more conscious of what there 
remained to know than content with what we had ae 
quired. A route was therefore laid down for the following 
season, which should utilise and supply the deficienctes of 
the previous excursions. In 1861 we bad passed from 
west to east, and rather upon the northern side of the 
principal chain. Tn 1862 we went from east to west, and 
southward of our former line. These two journeys form 
the basis of our volume. In 1863.0 final journey was 
undertaken to complete our knowledge of the district. 

‘The arrangement of the work is then as follow: 

1. First Glimpses of the Dolomites. A Tour in 1856. 

2. An Exonrsion to Val Fossa in 1860. By G, ©, Churehill, 

3. A Tour through South Tyrol, Carinthia, and Carniola, in 

1s6l. 

4, ATour through Carinthia, Friuli, and the Venetian Alps 

in 1862. 
5. Out-of-the-way Spots. .A Supplementary Journey in 1863. 
6. A Physical Desoription of the Dolomite Region, 


Te will be seen that different hands have been engaged 
im the composition of the work. Where not otherwise 
a 
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specified, the warratives are from the pen of the first- 
named of the authors on the title-page. Mr. Churchill 
contributes the account of his own solitary excursion, and 
the Physical Description nt the end. The earlier portions 
of the 1862 narrative, referring to parts of Carinthia not 
strictly connected with our subject, are extracted from the 
letters of A——. 

Of the travellers themselves it may be well to say # 
little more. They were two holiday-making Englishmen, 
each accompanied by his wife, This association necessarily 
affects the character of the narrative. ‘Ah!! swid Herr 
Tmseng, the climbing curé of Saas, to a friend of ours, 
*you have your mother with you ; when you come again, 
leave her at home, and then we can do something.’ English 
ladies—mothers or no—bave since then performed ex= 
ploits which should modify the ecuré’s opinion. Never- 
theless, we must at once admit that ours is not a story of 
Alpine adventure. We were not accoutred with hatchet 
und rope, and cannot boast of perilous ascents, or of 
spending our nights in slocping-bags If such feats are 
necessary to doing something—then we did nothing. Let 
it be observed, however, that the Dolomites are not par- 
ticularly adapted for climbers—as an experienced Alpine 
Club-man who made the trial confessed, expressing mmeh 
disgust at their evil qualities in this respect;— and, 
further, that the peculiar scenery of these mountains 
an, as we believe, be fully appreciated, and their confor- 
mation understood, without such extraordinary efforts; 
and we have, perhaps, sufficient justification for not at- 
tempting them. 

S— and A—— were therefore by no means ‘impedi- 
menta” in such excursions as ours, On the contrary, we 
owe to them many pleasant incidents of travel, and in- 
troductions to peasant hearts and homes we should not 


a | 





OURSELVES. xix 


otherwise have obtained. Had they condescended to tell 
all the story themselves, we cannot doubt it would have 
been found more amusing. 

We four, then, made the party. Churchill has a vascu- 
lum swung at his back, and a press-book under his arm; 
while, if en route, a bulky leather-case, the depit of his 
treasures, is a marked object among the baggage. His 
friend carries sketching apparatus, and fixes his three- 
legged stool wherever a subject tempts, and time and 
weather, too often very ungracious, will allow. A—, 
armed with brush and pencil, attacks quaint costumes and 
pretty faces. S— is constituted reader of the party, an 
important office not only on wet days within 2 doors, but 
when the sketchers are busy abroad. 

Our baggage—a leather bag apiece, and a couple of 
knapsacks, with the case already mentioned—can all be 
carried on one stout horse or mule, though more often it 
is divided among three or four men; with whom, filing up 
the mountain side, we make a respectable caravan. The 
tourist alpenstock became far too elegant an appendage 
for our use. Umbrellas, which will serve for walking-sticks 
or protection from the sun, and light cloaks strapped 
to the waist, form our travelling-gear. If need arises, 
sturdy staves are borrowed for the occasion. Our equip- 
ment is therefore very simple, lightness of carringe being 
a main consideration. After the first journey, two small 
tea-pots were added, and found extremely useful. 

Having so far introduced ourselves, we venture to offer 
our services to any who may desire to be conducted to the 
Dolomite valleys. We shall be happy if, in retracing 
pleasant days of travel, we can make the record of them 
agreeable to others, and by aid of pen and pencil place 
before them some dim reflection of those scenes of 
grandeur. We shall be glad also if we can interest any 
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of our readers in the curious geological questions attaching 
to the Dolomite district, and, by presenting some of the 
leading facts and differing theories, secure a permanent 
value for the volume. Nor, although cherishing the idea 
of seclusion, shall we grudge to a few select and kindred 
spirits the pleasure of verifying our descriptions by a 
personal visit, especially if they feel thereby the more 
indebted to us for showing the way. But we deprecate 
the intrusion of the noisy, idle stream of tourists, who, 
indeed, are little likely to turn aside from the substantial 
comforts of the high road. 

















FIRST GLIMPSES OF THE DOLOMITES. 


1856, 





CHAPTER § I, 
TROM THR PANUNE TO THn PRAYER. 


‘The Lake of Halletult —Goldamith in Caristhis —Mef and Bad 
Gastein—Arcent of the Gamskar Kogel— Bechstein and bud 
Westher—The extortionste Parmer—The Death Pictures and 
Chalets of Naméeld —Cleod and Seow—Tho Tanermbans, and De- 
sent npen Malnits.— Ober Villach—The Podlar Bedroom, —Wiak- 
Jern aad n glimpwe of Dotomite, 


Omnard, where the ride Carinthian bor 
Aptinat the heumteas stranger shuts the Boor, 


Few rrorte, perbnps, attach anf very distinct goo- 
graphical idea to the sbove familiar quotation from 
Goldsmith. We readily confoss to w time when wo were 
in that peodicament ourselves. Some yoars ago, we saw 
‘Nach Kirnthen” on a sign-post, and that naturally 
brought with it some enlightenment. Afterwards we 
Jearnt a little more as from the summit of the Gamskar 
Kogel, in Salzburg, we surreyod the dark serrated line 
of the Noric Alpe, which forms its northern boundary ; 
ot lost, having crossed that barrier by the Pass of Nas- 
feld, belitad Gustein, we found ourselves in Carinthia 
itself. How far the Carinthian boor bas improved in his 
manners since Goldemith with a travel-worn flute stood 
‘nt his door, our story will declare; and it will soon be 
fen how far that first journey wns connected with our sub- 
sequent explorations of the Dolomites, 

Te was the summer of 1856. We had left the Danube, 

Fith itt rapids and gloomy woods, and far«weeping 
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mountains at Linz, travelling southward by Gmiinden 
and Ischl, till we reached Hallstadt, that little lake town, 
disturbed by no sound of wheels, on a roudlees shore. 
Here was our first rest, Here, returning one evening at 
dusk down the staircased footpaths—there are no other— 
we happened upon an incident well suited to the scene. 
The lake was full of boats gliding from the deep shadows 
of the mountains towards a lange gondola, occupiod by 
peasant musicians, attired, like everyone elée, in conical 
cockaded hats, and ornamented belts and breeches. They 
were giving a werenade in honour of a visit from the 
director of the mines; and the effect was so exquisitely 
scenic, that one might have expected the dark procipices 
toon to fall softly aaunder, and disclose a bevy of pink= 
petticoated damsels tripping out for the ballet. ‘The 
performance ended about ten o'clock with the Austrian 
National Anthem ; and then the crowd of boats separated 
—somé passing back into the shadows—some disappearing 
along tho glistening ripples of the moonlit water. Crossing 
by Abtenau through solitary gorges of rock and forest 
into the main south road from Salzburg, we waited for 
the next morning's diligence at Golling, a small town, full 
of wagons and wagoners—and merry wagoners too, for 
from fumerous deep-arched inns, there was noise of 
music and of stamping feet all night long. 

As a party of four, we easily obtained a ¢ scparat wagen, 
‘or supplementary carriage—one among seven or eight 
of all sorts and sizes accompanying the diligenceo—for 
the baths of Gastein. In this motley procession of 
vehicles we descended into the tremenilous forest-filled 
gulf which forms the gramdeur of the Pass of Luegg, 
where white faces of masonry in the woods, and em- 
brasures in rocky buttresses, show that Austria keeps 
guard aguinst invasion. The town of Werfen succeeds 


ind 
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after a fow miles, picturesquely perched on a rock in the 
midst of the valley, with fine backward views of the 
Tannen Gebirge, a lofty implacable barrier of limestone, 
whowe turret ridges command the landscape in every 
direction. At St. Johann everybody dined ; and at Lend, 
the bext post station, turning abruptly to the left out of 
the valley of the Salza, we ascended o pass, the Klamnm, 
offering a fair resemblance to the Via Mala. By evening 
light a wide and verdant basin opened to view, closed at 
the farther end by that wall of Alps towards which oar 
day's journey of about fifty miles had been conducting us 
The Carinthian valleys lay beyond; but there was no 
Pawage to them but by foot or horse-paths over the 
glacierglistening ridges. Bad Gastein is at the extremity 
of the cul de sae: short of it by five miles is the old 
mining town of Hof Gastein; and we had contemplated 
@ stroke of shrewdness in securing quarters there at a 
distance from the gay centro of attraction, though near 
enough for its sconory, and better situated for tho ascent 
of the Gintaskar, a mountain from whose top we hoped to 
survey the borders of our promised lind, Unexpectedly, 
even Hof Gastein was full: a «mall inn was the only 
Tesoureo; aml our wives, who did not yet know what 

” *roughing it" was, reccived their first lesson in that useful 
acquirement, 

‘Oarinthin, or Kirpthen ax it ix called in German, is a 
mountain-girdled land. The high range now in front of 
w formed tho vastern limb of that great dividing chain 
which, stretching longitudinally through Switzerland and 
“Tyrol, takes iu the latter country the name of the Norie 

Alps ‘They guard Carinthiaon the north; and on the 
math two ranges of almost equal impertauco, the Carnio 
and the Kamyanken, separate it respectively from Ve~ 
‘Carniols. ‘Two or threo subordinate ridges divide 
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it lengthways, and render it altogether mountainous in 
character. The long valley of the Drave intersects the 
province, and is a leading feature in its geography; but 
Klagenfurt, the capital, rather singularly, occupies a situa 
tion apart, in a plain of its own, northward of the Drave 
valley, but nearly in the centre of the country. Speaking 
generally, Carinthia lies directly north of the Gulf of 
‘Trieste, and between ‘Tyrol and Hungary, though sepa~ 
rated from the latter country by a portion of Styria. It 
is immediately enclosed by Salzburg and Styria on the 
north, by Venetia and Carniola on the south, and by Tyrol 
and Styria on the west and cast. 

How came Goldsmith—in days before travelling was 
invented, as we are apt to think, except as regarded the 
* Grand Tour,’ and when mountains were thought of only 
as a horror or a plague—how came Goldsmith to visit so 
remote and mountain-guarded a region ? To us ite aeclte- 
sion was an irresistible attraction; but the surrounding 
countries were not then thronged with his countrymen, 
and he could have found seclusion at far less cost of shoo 
leather. We may find some explanation in the fact that 
Carinthia was at that period more on a footing with the 
rest of the empiro. All roads were alike then, and those 
of Carinthia therefore not worse than others, while the 
chief events of its history were of nearer interest them 
than now. People bad not. forgotten the fearful strngglea 
of Germany with the Turks, in the latest of which 
Eugene, the friend of Marlborough, had obtained so much 
renown; and the battle of Villach, in 1492, when the 
Carinthian nobles defeated them with great slaughter, 
would be more notable to the students of history in the 
eighteenth than in the nineteenth century. Soe to Gold- 
smith, though it led him ‘onward’ far, Carinthia might 
have been as much known as Tyrol is to us, and not lems 
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accessible, though it is scarcely probable that he took the 
mountain path by which we entered the country. 

We arrived st Hof Gastein on a Tuosday evening, 
August 19, and it was necessary to gather information, 
and arrange plans for our future progress. Some of us 
were then new to mountain travelling—I smile as T thiok 
of their ample experience sinco—and the others found it 
perplexing to estimate the real amount of difficulty in 
prospect. We were deprived of the abundant aids which 
surround the traveller in Switzerland and other frequented 
routes, in the shape of guides, horses, side-naddles, d&e,, 
and the people knew nothing of the capabilities of English 
women when they chooso to be adventurous, Moreover, 
our stock of German at that time waa ¥, y 
now that discussion and 1 
only resource was the m 
table, and ex-waiter from Vienna, who by virtue of a 
little French acted as interpreter, but whose erratic visite, 
and dixjointed and careless pieces of information, wore 
very unsatiafactory. 

Tro rather difficult Alpine passes,’ says Murray, ‘lead 
from the valley of Gastein into Carinthia,—the Malnitzer 
Tauern, and the Pass of Rauris.. How we scanned and 
discussed that epithet of * difficult,’ and the details which 
should cxplain it! The moat attractive of the two paths 
was the second, which, crossing the mountain b 
our front by a slant to the right, com 
of the Gross Glockner, the loftiest. of 


The thirteen hours of continuous walking might have been 
broken into a two days’ journey by slecping at, the village 
of Bucheben. Our intention of proceeding by this route 
was reluctantly abandoned under assurances of recent 
andw, prognostications of doubtful weather, and hints of 
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uncertain aceommodation. There remained the 
alzo called the Pass of Nassfeld, which, leading 
over the mountains, would bring us in a single day to Ober 
Villach, Reserving two days for Gastein and its meigh- 
Lourhood, we fixed upon Friday for the expedition, that 
we might have time to reach some pleasant spot in the 
southern valleys for a Sunday's rest. 

Our first excursion was to Gastein, Winding gradually, 
and with the excellent finish of Austrian workmanship, 
the road ascended by the sides of green hills, and through 
pitie woods, with the verdant valley deep on the left, till 
the ‘Bad’ disclosed itself in a series of scattered white 
houses, dispersed among gardens, and woods, and sheltered 
nooks. Where the houses were thickest a thundering 
cascade tumbled through their very midst, splashing its 
foarnon roofsand balconies. The church, with an English- 
looking country spire, stood on one of the green mounds, 
and walks and seats were plentifully distributed about the 
receares of the hills, which, soaring into forest-crowned 
summits, and higher still into jagged rocks streaked with 
snow, hemmed the scene closely in. It was ensy to spend 
here some pleasant hours till the fable d’héte bell sounded 
from Straubinger's, where a vast Jength of board was filled, 
as faras we could judge, entirely by Austrians, mostly 
military, and generally old men, upon whom the waters! 
are said to exercise a rejuyenating power. If so, the 
specimens we saw must have been in an early stage. On 
returning to Hof Gastein, we agreed, that notwithstanding” 
the chance deficiency of necommodation there, and the 
attractions of the Bad, we did not regret our choice of 
quarters, The valley is more open, the outlines finer, the 
situation can be better commanded, and the massive old’ 
houses of the small town giveit the historic air appropriate 
to its celebrity through Roman and Venetian times. 





















To climb o well-seclected mountain, and sve the lie of 
the country, was Dr. Amold’s first care in a new neigh- 
beurheod. The Gamskar Kogel (7,400 feet), which 
overlooks the town, offered an oxcellent opportunity for 
following his example, Thursday was devoted to the 
ascent, in which otr wives declined to take part, having 
saffered severely from an attempt a few days before, when 
fresh from England, to reach on foot the summit of the 
Blassenstein behind Hallstadt. They contented themselves 
with fluttering their white bandkerchiefs encouragingly 
es, led by a lad of a guide, we breasted the bill side in 
front of the little inn, 

‘The mountain was like all mountains that I know of 
which are ordinarily accossible. First, there was a steep 
shoulder to sarmount by zigmgs, through pastures and 
bath; then « long slope leading to o plateau or basin, 
under tho final penk where, sheltered in the hollow, the 
topmost chilet was ensconced. Beyond, a steep and shaly 
path, flecked with snow, wound upward to that portion 
of the basin-rim where the summit reared its bead. A keon 
wind Awept the ridge like a scythe, but descending a few 
steps under the finit lodgo wo had perfect shelter, and 

leisure to survey a striking prospect. On that side, look~ 
ing south, and deep in the abyss below, lay Bad Gastein, 
j Above, stretched the magnificent array of the Norie Alps, 
| darkened liy heavy storms which filled their recesses with 
| an awful gloom. Glaciers clutig to their sidea, * plastered? 
“up close under their peaked summits, and hanging down 


On the other points of the com- 
) aspect was wholly difforent. To tho cust, the 
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mountains of Styria, to the north those of Salzburg, to the 
west those of Tyrol, were clear in sunshine or eareering 
shadow, and glorified the whole horizon. From a scene 
like this it would be mournful to descend to the holes and 
ruts of earthly existence, but that such an altitude is con- 
venient only for the eagles, and that an hour of it lasts a 
lifetime. By six o'clock we had again reached our tan. A 
fate] accident has since occurred on this mountain. Two 
gentlemen and a lady, attempting to descend by a shorter 
eut, were stopped by precipices, over one of which the 
lady slipped, and was killed. There is no danger in the 
proper route—about four hours up, and three down. 

‘The sun's last rays shot with a golden gleam over the 
valley, and we still trusted to accomplish the Malniteer 
Pass on the morrow. Our hopes fell to zcro as during the 
night an ominous wind howled over the roof, and shook 
our casements furiously, Morning broke with chilling: 
flirts of rain. Yet when we met in council, at an early 
breakfast, some flying lights above were held to be suffi- 
cient warrant for a start. In truth we were not sorry to 
leave our quarters under apy conditions, and the greasy 
billiard-marker bad become simply a nuisance. At the 
worst, we could limit our day's journey to the ten miles 
which intervened before the commencement of the mule-~ 
path, and make Bochstein, at the foot of the pase, our 
starting-point for the morrow, So the carriage was 
packed, though under protest from all concerned. ‘ Oni,’ 
said the ex-waiter, as we moved off, ‘ oui, vous aurez un 
* and the driver, when, seated nt his 
fide, I sought to obtain his private and friendly opinion 
upon the prospects of the weather, answered only with a 
surly monosyllable, like a vicious sneeze, which my come 
panion translated us an emphatic ‘bad.’ And bad it was 
to be. Soon, driving rain obscured the valley; at Gastein 


gout des montagne 
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‘every roof was streaming; those under the cascade were 
‘no wetter than the rest; and as we slowly climbed into the 
upper basin beyond, the sweeping gusts left us no thought 
bat shelter at the Bochstein Inn. The driver was of 
another mind; drawing up to the blank gable-end of a 
hous, he declared that he bad fulfilled his contract. Not 
@ soul wns visible, not ghost of a Gast-haus; and we re- 
monstrated with such effect that, exploding a power of 
ill-humour in a jerk of the reins and a cut with the whip, 
be started off sgain, ‘Three miles farther, crossing « 
Iridge of pine logs to = group of well-to-do pensant 
houses, we were set down at a small inn, whero the road 
came to its end. 
Here perforce we must epend the and, if the day, 
also the night, for which there was to 
tion, Dinaer ix an event in the mon 
it was served to us in a large room e: in 
Baloonied all round, for the use, apparently, of excursion 
iets from Gaatein. Now, the rango of windows only gave 
Prospect of the rain-drops, and rattled in the gusts; and 
there was but one guest besides ourselves —a picturesque 
figure in Tyrolean hat and feathers, broad embroidered 
Delt, and loose breeches, too short to reach the stockings, 
rolled up below the knee. After a while a skotch-book 
tlid from. tho stranger's pocket, and he proved to be a 
Viennese artist of remarkable facility in the ue of the 
Tend penell, though in no instance had his delicate touch 
been spplied to the delinestion of mountain forms, or the 
“cloud chariots’ so dear to Mr. Ruskin. His subjects, 
rith win disregard of the majesty around, were con~ 
to bite of detail among chilets and pine trunks, A 
burst of thunder interrupted an inspection of his 


di within half an hour the grey veil of rnin was 








lifted, the clouds aeparated and fell between the hills, and 
all the higher tops, including the Gamskar, upon whose 
summit we had been seated the day before, were seem 
sheeted in bright «now. 

My friend and I took the opportunity to explore for 
some distance the Anlauf Thal, a lateral glen, once the 
principal line of traffic over these mountains, dating even 
from Roman times. That of Nassfeld, by which it has now 
been superseded, joins it again on the southern side. We 
did not. reach the ‘cirque’ with which the Anlauf valley 
eloses, but our walk left an ineffaceable impression of wild 
beauty. The slanting sun showering gold upon the wet 
grass, and pine-tree tops, and creamy torrents; the woods 
about our heads ‘like cloud on cloud,’ and the bare domi- 
nating peaks, composed the vivid picture, 

Darkness brought us back over the white, roaring 
stream—that invariable accompaniment of a mountain 
village—to the tea-table, which our wives had busied 
themselves in arranging, ander-cestain difficulties common 
to districts where English travellers are unknown, TL was 
a successful transaction, and the Kellnerin, released from 
ite unwonted requirements, could devote herself to the 
Vienna gentloman, who, with one patronising hand on hee 
shoulder, and deliberately smoothing ber fair hair with the 
other, discussed hix intended supper; she, in frank inno 
cence, looking up at his handsome face, and enumerating 
the dishes. 

When people leave the mapped-ont routes of Tourist- 
dom, they must be content to abandon also its luxuries 
and conveniences. We met in the morning all jaded from 
a bad night. A—— had xpent here upon three bony 
chairs, which yet she preferred to her bed; and instead of 
the guides and horses in waiting at the hotel door, we had 


to seck ours three miles away at a farmor’s house, A’ 
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messenger despatched to him over night, had returned with 
terms too exorbitant to be submitted to without remon- 
strance; so, leaving our wives to pack and breakfast, we 
brashed the morning dew through the long grass of the 
water-meadows to the farm—the spot our driver would 
have left us at the day before, which explained that mys- 
tery alittle, From among his barns and wood-stacks out 
ame the sturdy owner; his slouched hat, loose doublet, 
baggy binek broeches, and wrinkled boots, completing a 
considerable personal resemblance to Oliver, the Lord 
Protector, And a Lord Protector he was,—of his own in- 
terest. The man wan as fixed in he cule, ‘aa bo stood 


to @ certain oxtent, by refusing to engage | 
destined for our wives farther than to the top 


tation about the weight of the bag which ended in 
‘weighting the farmer's pockets with another guiden, de- 
layed our departure till nine—far too late, as all col 
climbers know. 

‘We started neither fresh nor lively; but the sun glinted 
through the clouds, and the morning air, the rmpid scent, 
the knowledge that we were now attacking that wall 
of Alpe whieh had barred the way so long, and that, if 
fortune favoured, we should dip that day Into remote 

\r —all helped to brighten our faces with the 

waa. The clammy beds, the fly-pestered broak- 


there-was s dash of anxiety to flavour the adventure, 
1 Of coun it wns not a road, only a steep and 





























thing, was mounted, pannier-wise, on a large and ill-fae 
voured beast, who, casting asly eye behind him to select his 
opportunity, seemed bent upon grinding her against every 
projecting rock. A. -» new to the scrambles of @ 4 
mountain track, the abrupt turns and sudden depths, clung 
tightly to her saddle, glancing from right to left in unmis 
takable alarm, Of the two guides, one was loutish and 
careless, a mere servant of the farm, owning none of the 
guide's esprit; the other, a cheery old man, considered 
himself attached only to the baggage mule—a wonderful — 
little fellow with thin legs, inclined to compound 
earrying a heavy burden during a long day by various: 
eccentricities, and a frequent lifting of hia heels, of 
‘we were warned to beware. 
lh Matters smoothed with use; not so the path, whieh, 
stony and steep, crossed and recrossed the stream by nare 
row bridges, and was bordered by numerous mementos of 
_ frightful deaths, carefully set forth in small pictures, with 
namo and date inscribed to bespeak the travoller's prayers. 
Here was a poor wretch crushed in a timber-slide; there, 
a man drowning in the torrent; and agnin another perish= 
ing in the snow. Yet, despite the tragic nature of 
incidents portrayed, and our real pity for the sufferers, i 
was impossible to restrain a emile at the care with wi 
| the victims were depicted in clean shirts and best © 
and with their hair neatly brushed, as if they had all n 
their sad fate on a Sunday; while a gaily-dressed figure 
the Virgin in an upper corner, Jooking on with a 
countenance, and feet nestling in what were meant 
clouds, but were more like muffins, by no means m 
the thing look graver. 
‘Mounting in this manner for a couple of hours by ro 








THE HUTS OF NASSFELD. 16 


and stream, we entered a basin among the mountains into 
which ecveral glaciers fell, none of them very imposing, 
but sufficient to give a dreary grandeur to the place, and a 
sternly isolated character to a group of huts at the further 
extremity of the plateau, where a few shepherds tend the 
herds of cattle which in summer seek these elevated mea- 
dows, This is Nasefeld, the wet field, which names tho 
pass. Reaching the huts about an hour later, the men 
led to a door behind a dunghill as the usual place of halt, 
Within, two pedestrians were drying their socks and shoes, 
and warming themselves with excellent coffee—the more 
weleome since they had pussed, they told us, through snow 
above, These gentlemen were Austrians who, returning 
from In¢lia, had landed at Trieste, and were making their 
way to Vienna by this remote route, Goat's cheese and 
bread were the only additions to the coffee, and when we 
included in one payment the still more humble fare of the 
guider, a sudden soizure and kissing of our hands ox- 
pressed an unexpected gratitude in a very unexpected 
manner. Words were necessarily few, for the patois of 
the people is nnintelligible to any but themselves. 

But it is past noon, and the summit of the col is up in 
the clouds yonder; our wives mount again into their 
baskets, and the poor mule receives his marching orders, 

Asstranger might easily take @ ravine to the left, and 

F find himself ‘nowhere’ after an hour or two—a serious 
matter in these wolitudes. The proper course ascends 
immodiately upon the groon hill-side, which is scored by 
many pathe, as the individual fancy of cows, goats, herds 
men, and travellers has led them many a your. The grass 

ends in shale, where poles, leaning from the blasts of 
nter and pressure of snow, mark the upward way, Tt 
‘was steep climbing; the huts beneath were already but 
y toys, and the Vienna travellers, issuing from them, 
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looked like pin-points on the sward, Then all was Jost in 
clond—cloud that was rolling in masses across the track, 
and boiling in a black abyss on the right, its rocky walls 
alternately hidden and displayed, as the awful silent bil- 
lows surged and fell. Suddenly, snow glimmered through 
the eddying mists, and we floundered in slashy footsteps, 
whieh led to bare and glistening shale again, whenee the 
path was still seen aweeping upward to a rock-strewn crest. 
It gave promise of the summit; but beyond there was a 
dip into « vast chasm, the bottom filled with cloud, and 
then another ridge, where a cross stood clear in vapoury 
light. That waz the col, and a few minutes of rapid 
descent brought us to a rude block of masonry, the 
“Tauern-haus,’ or hospice; a solitary keeper, watehing at 
the heary-lintelled door, dived in as we approached to 
stir the embers of his fire. We had been two hours from 
the hats. 

But from that low door-way what a prospect! The 
ehapes and colours grew before our eyea. A far vista of a 
deep blue valley opened under the arching clonds, and 
peaks bright with sunshine stretched in long array, melt~ 
ing into a lovely haze. That valley pointed into the heart 
of Carinthia, upon whose frontier we now stood; deep at 
our feet, as yet unsoen, lay Malnitz, its first village, and 
white dots in the distance marked Ober Villach, in the 
Mill Thal, our night's resting-place. The stone dens of 
the forlorn hospice had small attraction, now that sunlight 
shone upon our way. ‘The horses and the sulky guide 
were dismissed, and the merry old man and eccentric mule 
prepared to accompany us to Malnitz, where we expected 
to find a road, and with the road a carriage. Then, down 
the splintery shale we went, rattling and sliding upon the 
slabs, and coon distancing the mule, who, prudent now, 


was steadying himself at the sharp corner, 
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There is never more gleeful hour than the first after 
crossing a col; and when grassy knolls and hollows suc- 
eceded to the shale, wo coursed and frolicked down them, 
@ mad and merry party. As the shadows slanted and 
Jengthened in the afternoon sun, and it was still down, and 
down, and steeper down, our spirits rather sobered; and 
when Malnitz was pointed out for a moment, still a speck 
at an immense distance, we grew graver, more silent, and 
slower-footed. Once, a clustor of buts touched by the last 
sun-ray, and backed by the intense gloom of the still- 
descending valley beyond, convinced us Malnite was at 
hand; but, on nearer approneb, the supposed village 
dwindled into swineberds’ huts, surrounded by swiniah 
filth; and from the brow on which they stood was visible 
only the long perspective of a deep-troughed valley, filled 


‘The drearinoss deeponod as the path left its course to 
cross an enormous landslip—a scar—s wound in nature's 
sides that had scarcely healed. ‘The trees, still standing, 
Tout: towed and reeling in din confusion, sent through one 
athiver of insecurity. It wus five o'clock, and no Malnitz 
get! Soon, however, our cars were naluted by the min- 
gied tinkling and jangling of goat and cattle-bells; the 
hent were coming in, and must be nearing home. Not 
0 pleasant an indication was the state of the path, which, 
now shut into a narrow way by the familiar Alpine fence 
of pine-rails, was almost knee-deep in mud. But it was 
‘the last diffieulty. At an angle of the valley, where it 

| suddenly to the south, the bluc smoke of the 
suppers was rising above the trees; and at half 

Peet etx, undlemonstrative and muddy, we filed into the 
‘Village, apd reached the door of a bumble, but clean- 
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looking, inn. Churchill and myself had been on foot, 
with slight intervals, for twelve hours: S—— and A——, 
after riding five, had walked four. They have done better 
since, but were very tired then. ‘To all, the rest was 
welcome—not least, doubtless, to the mule, who, when 
unburdened, soon had his heels in the air, and his back 
upon the cool grass.* 

*A carringe to Ober Villach?’ The tone was more 
than doubtful; but they could find something, it seemed, 
that might serve. Enjoining haste, lest we should be 
caught in the dark, we reated on the benches at the door, 
to see what Malnitz was like, The houses about were 
poor and scattered; but on the wooded heights above, a 
village here and there was shining softly in the twilight, 
and looking charming in the distance, 

At the sound of wheels we started briekly to our feet, 
only te welcome two shallow, springless trays—wheel- 
barrows was the first suggestion, A heavy cart-horse was 
attached to each, at the end of long shafts, and the drivers 
sat dangling their legs behind their horses’ tails, Seats 
there were none, only a little hay considerately spread at 
the bottom of the carts, A—— had solaced her eom= 
panion, during the last hour of the walk, with the 
prospect of a luxurious drive from Malnitz to Villach; 
but the vision of a cushioned carriage was gone,—not into 
thin air, but hard wood! Fortunately, she was not too 
tired to laugh, and mounted gaily into her wheel-barrow 
with her husband, built up with baggage, and squatting 
in the hay. Nor should we have fared ill on a tolerable 
road; but this one was not tolerable. We were bumped 
down staircases of rock, tilted over projecting shelves, or 


* Murray is confused in his statement of distance over this pass, calling 
Malnita right bours from Gauteis, while his Iunersry makes nine and aha 
‘Tho latter seconds more with our experience. 


OBER VILLACH. Ww 


pounded among hears of stones. The so-called rond was 
much more like the bed of a stream, which it probably 
was in winter time. Baggage squandered about, hay 
drifting into ridges, left us in cruel contact with the bare 
boards, and in the midst of it darkness came down upon 
our distressed and divided party. We of the hindmost 
vehicle could just discern the glimmer of A.’s straw bat in 
erratic morement in front, and by its jerks, and jumps, 
and plunges, received some warning of the jolt to come. 
‘Twn hours of this took out all the fam of the thing, and 
reduced {t to mere misery. 

A distant gleam, such as might come from a hospitable 
fun-loor bursting with light, promised spee elie but. 
the Jeading car passed on, and was lost, bi 
further darkness. The next moment we had entered the 
radiance of a small way-side shrine, stuck full of candles, 
‘and illuminating tho faces of some score of peasants 

y it into the road—a 

nglish type. We had 

scarcely recovered from the dazzle, when, deep on our 

right—very deep, for we were stumbling along several hun- 

Airis} feet above them—appesred the lights and roof of a 

town, which were speedily left, as it seomed, irretrievably 

behind ; yet soon returning upon a lower level, we began 

to understand our destination, and were presently jogying, 
Be weary 2s you can fancy, into Ober Villach. 

To thove in ailennee bad been left the final choice of 

inms, previously » matter of some discussion. One was 
pod, and another, and still the straw bat was discerned 

et ‘sounding on its dim and perilous way.’ Then 

pand our driver was at once bewildered in 

a figure or two, issuing from a door-way, 

‘up candles, guided us into the hollow vaulted 
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‘Our friends were in active conversation with host and 
hostess. Beds, it seemed, were no difficulty; and up the 
broad creaking stairs we limped, aching in every bone, to 
a Jarge square apartment, where six or eight beds, ranged 
round the walls, offered, as was supposed, ample accommo- 
dation. Our enquiry for another room, however un- 
reazonuble to the Carinthian mind, was nevertheless: 
promptly answered by the display of a second exactly 
similar chamber, similarly furnished, though « shade more 
dingy. We were obliged to appear excessively fastidions, 
and take possession of both rooms, one of them fitted with 
8 raised orchestra at the ond, being evidently the scene 
of many a village festival. Supper was the next matter 
of importance: it proved a dismal failure, and, tired, if 
not cross, we separated for the night. To S—— and 
myself was allotted the dusky concert-room, where the 
faded effigies of drums, trumpets, and violins, looked 
exceedingly incongruous with repose, and the rows of 
beds, like those of an hospital ward, scarcely less so. 
S— insisted upon a strict examination, to assure herself 
that no stray pedlar waa under any of the coverlets, before 
she consented to occupy the least objectionable couch in 
the corner. It was an inauspicious first night in Carinthia, 

A glorious morning drew me out before anybody else 
was stirring—a summer Sunday morning already promise 
ing heat. Seeking that central point of interest, the church, 
I found the churchyard crowded with people. Mass was 
being celebrated in the open air, in front of the principal 
entrance, and the banners and vestments were chequered 
with the shade of noble chestnut trees, The organ pealed 
from within, and a peasant multitude, kneeling, filled the 
ground, and each open gateway, and as far beyond as it 
‘waa porsible to witness the ceremony. A Protestant may 
yet look reverently on such a scene as thie, But the 
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mingled odour of incense and ancient garments was too 
pungent even in the open morning air; and after re~ 
maining « fow minutes, I prolonged my walk beyond the 

village, among the softly wooded hills of the valley. 
Returning at the appointed hour for breakfast, I found 
my friend assembled, but not in happier mood than the 
night before. They were discussing speedy flight, which 
the misemble meal on the table, and the prospect of a 
second night in the pedlar bedrooms, seemed to justify, if 
better quarters could be had within reasonable distance. 
We wonder now whether it was so bad after all! and are 
visited with some compunctions us we remember the little 
old landlord, very submissive and anxious, standing with a 
bunch of feathers at the end of a stick to disperse the 
clond of flies, The alternatives offered w dowa 
the valley, where it joins the Drave, lern, in its 
Upper course; and as the poor man assured us of n Gust= 
haus *eehr gut’ at the latter place, some twenty miles 
distant, wo agreed to proceed thither at once. So, instead 
of dewending the Mill Thal, which we had entered at 
‘Ober Villach, and which would have led us directly to the 
Drare, we turned towards the Alpine range agnin, intend~ 
ing to reach the Drave by « short cut over the hills from 
Winklern to Licnz. We started as soon after breakfast as 

@ carriage could be prepared. 

Thave mentioned the ancient track across these moun= 
taing, whieh struck up the Anlaaf Thal from Bochstein, 
4 Tt fell in again with ours at Malnitz, and once mnde 
‘Ober Villoch o place of great importance. Its prosperity 
shod ita Iwightin the middle of the fifteenth century, 
relic of | times remains in the name of its 
street. Troops of pack-horses, lnden with corn, 
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leather, wood, linen, and salt. The street where those . 
horses were daily collected before starting is still known 
ng the ‘Samgnsse,’ from sammeln, to collect. 

The road to Winklern kept along the bottom of the 
valley. It was thickly studded with erncifixes end pic- 
tures, all of a gloomy, some of a disgusting character, 
their fidelity to the details of bodily torture obscuring all 
that might be tonching or sublime in the spectacle of 
human suffering. ‘They kept our driver in full oceupa- 
tion, for he doffed his cap to every ona The heavy 
vehicle swung slecpily along through the sultry hours, 
Sometimes extra jolts, and a still slower pace, indicated 
the rough street of a village; once or twice we found 
ourselves suddenly in the midst of swarthy faces, and 
recognised Italian speech and features, Bands of labourers, 
we learnt, were en route from the south, to make good the 
road at various points for an expected visit of the Kaiser. 
‘Through the sun-glare little could be seen of the landscape 
but wooded steeps above, and a glittering stream below, or 
the elopex of arid débris through which it wandered. 

‘Three or four hours of this somnolent progress, and still 
no Winklern. Waking up to look about us, a romantic 
Village, *bosomed high mid tufted trees,” appeared in sight. 
It oceupled the corner of the valley, where it bent abruptly 
northwards, and conspicuous among the topmost honses 
was a lange chateau-looking building, the beau-idéal of a 
countey-house for its commanding, and yet sequestered 
situation. Nothing could be more charming than to pay 
a visit to the owner, had we but the pleasure of his 
acquaintance. The village was Winklern, ‘the little cor- 
ner, that was certain; and for the inn, the driver really 
scemed to point to that very mansion in its midst. ‘The 
notion was too extravagant; imagine, then, our surprise 
when, after many turnings of the steep ascent, and as 
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many halts to rest the panting horses, we found ourselves 
entering the barn-surrounded court-yard of the edifice in 
question f 

‘Two or three peasants drinking at the entrance, cer- 
tainly gave something of an inn-door look, but quite out 


stood there to receive us. Her neatly-brided bair, and 
the large bunch of keys at her side, brought to mind 
Retseh’s young mother in his ‘ Outlines to the Song of the 
Bell;" and the close-fitting caps of the batch of female 
servants, the ainple and wainscotted staircase behind, and 
the dark carved presses on the landing, looked like a scene 
from one of his interiors. The mystery of such a Gast- 


thrown open to us, the windows displaying a lovely pro- 
spect up and down the valley. Dinner, served by an 
elderly but assiduous kellnerin, well sustained the charne- 
ter of comfort which pervaded the establishment; and as 
wwe sat that evening at the open windows, what could be 
weeeter than to watch the purple shadows filling up the 
valley, hilotting out the sparkling villages one by one, and 
ereeping towards the golden uplands and crimson crags, 
til), when the flood of uhado was full, the purple changed 


to grey! 
Yet one more indident of this first day in Carinthia 
Soe tah takes: bed srnportant results to ourechves, 
directed’ the course of several after-journeys, and 
M@ wk an object for our tours in which we hope to in- 
our renders, While sunvhine yet lingered in the 
and fouched with silver the upper portion of a 
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waterfall which fell, like the Staubbach, from a wall of cliffs 
behind the village, we bad sauntered out, crossing the 
mendows towards the foot of the cascade. Presently, 
turning for a backward glance, we were surprised by @ 
strange array of bare distorted peaks, peering over the 
hills to the southward. They had only become visible 
within the last few steps. ‘Why, Churchill,’ said I, « what 
on earth are those?’ ‘Those,’ sid my friend, *those!" 
and then, after a pause, ‘those must be the Dolomites!” 

Now, it has been already said that we left England with 
some notion of seeing the Dolomites in the course of the 
journey. The passages from ‘Murray’ which we bave 
quoted, an outline of the Lang Kofel on one of his pages, 
and the mention by a friend of the Marmolata, nearly 
12,000 feet in height, of which he had long desired, but 
never obtained, the sight, had all concurred to invest them 
with peculiar attraction. We knew something of their 
general position, extending for a considerable distance 
through South Tyrol, and we contemplated a detour from 
either Brunecken or Botzen to see them. But we did 
not expect to find them anywhere in Carinthia, nor that 
they would come into view from any part of that provinee. 
Yet, such needle-pointed, pale, and altogether weird-look= 
ing pinancles as now appeared, soaring into the evening 
sky, could be none other than the wondrous Dolomites, 
We longed to surmount the ridge behind Winklern, which 
hid all but their tops and separated the Mall Thal from 
the valley of the Drave, that seemed to lie at their feet, 
‘We were impatient till we could explore them, and from 
that moment the Dolomites seized upon us with the spell 
of witchery. 


ail 


CHAPTER II. 
FROM THE DUAYE TO THE RISACK. 


What xxl Where the Dolomiten are—The ‘Great Bell’ — Ifeilix 
grablat, sre the Story of Briorins — Tho Chevalier of Winklern — 
"Tie Winards wuchant is, but we arrive st Liens — Amman takew ux 
in Chazge— More Dolomites — Tyrol road-side Inay—Branecken — 

Amumaa's Disaster—Beinen and the Brraner road—Rotzrn Somory. 

Ix the last chapter we introduced the Dolomites, and it 
may now be deaimble, without anticipating the fuller 
description, which will come in its place, to devote a para- 
mph or two to the general character and whereabouts of 
this remarkable mountain group. 

‘The question, ‘what is Dolomite?’ opens up a large 
wubject; bat it is an enquiry likely to be first on the 
Hips of those who intend to xccompany ux on our journeyn. 
‘We will simply my at prosent, that it is magnesian lime- 
stone, existing in a peculiar condition, the origin of which 
ia matter of great controversy ; and that it derives its name 
from its discoverer, M. Dolomieu. The term, bowover, 
may be familiar to many who are nevertheless unacquainted 
‘With Dolomite mountains, for beds of it frequently oceur 

__ without inducing any peculiarity in the scenery, and the 
fact of our Houses of Parliament being constructed of 


has brought the name often of late before 
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presents features altogether remarkable, and the Iandscape 
is unlike any other landscape, That is the region with 
which our excursions are principally concerned, though 
they were extended into adjoining districte where dolomite 
ia only a subsidiary, though a marked, goologic feature. 
The Dolomite region proper, lies in the south-eastern 
portion of Tyrol, a little to the north-west of the Gulf of 
Venice. It be described as bounded on the north by 
the Pusterthal; on the west by the valleys of the Eisach 
apd Adige; on the south by a line drawn from Trent to 
Belluno; on the cast by the valley of the Pinve, and a 
line extended northwards to the Pusterthal. On the south 
and east, however, these boundaries are not strictly cor- 








rect. Dolomite does not predominate quite so far south, 
and it does possess the landecape considerably further east 
than the Piave, or we should not have obtained that start- 
ling glimpse of dolomitic forms narrated in the last 
chapter, The kernel of dolomite scenery may be, in other 
words, described as within the ‘quadrilateral” formed by 
the cities of Brixen, Trent, Belluno, and Lienz; or again, 
as bounded on the west by the Brenner route, and imter- 
sected on its eastern side by the Ampezzo road, which last 
is the only road that passes through it. Taking the length 
of each of its sides at about sixty miles English, the entire 
area may be computed at 3,600 square miles, 

The loftiest and most noted mountain of the district, 
the Marmolata, stands nearly in the centre. North-wext 
of it is the Lang Kofel, and to the south-cast of it the 
Sasso di Pelmo. ‘These are the three of greatest name, 
but there are several of almost equal importance distri- 
buted among the mountain blocks which are charactersstic 
of the Dolomite region. The Hohe Schlern stands out as 
the most western member of the whole; the Antelao, Mal- 
cora, and Tofana majestically overshadow the Ampezzo 
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route; and the Civita rears itself superbly abore the 
charming Inke of Alleghe, almost the only lake that 
adorns the Dolomites. 

Now, if the reader will refer to the map, he will see 
that at Winklern, in Carinthia, where the last chapter left 
tt, we were fir away from the district just roughly 
described, and be will understand why we were quite un- 
prepared for the sudden apparition of dolomitic mountains, 
We did not then know that they were to be found in iso- 
lated groups, distributed along the ranges of the Carnig 
and Karavanken Alps, and were, therefore, distinctly a 
feature in Carinthian landscape. 

Into the Dolomite district itself we did not, in our pre- 
sent journey, penetrate at all, and in this second chapter 
I bare only to record how we akirted its northern and 
western sides, and how successive glimpses of its strange 
seenery were afforded us, each increasing our desire to 
enter and explore. i 

But to return to Winklern. We did not yield at ance 
to the Dolomite infatuation, of which our fricnds nccuse 
ue That Sunday evening spectacle impressed us much, 
§et Monday morning found us leaving wnclimbed tho ridge 
which shonk! disclose it fully, and indeed turning our 
‘Tacks upon it to ascend the Moll Thal, towards the main 
Alpine chain, which two days before, at a different point, 
we bad cromed from Gastein. Still, there were good 
-remsons, on this splendid day, for postponing acquaintance 
even with the Dolomites. At the head of the MOl!l Thal 

standin the superb Gross Glocknor—the ‘Great Bell'—the 

moontain of the Norio Alps, the eastern rival of 

ant and Monte Rosa, and the pride of Carinthia. 
nee it and return in a day. 

alr of light single-seated phactans, and accom- 

the lanilord’s son, a very intelligent lad, we 
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went at a lively pace along a rather rough road, though 
little to be complained of after that of Malnitz. A week 
later we might have travelled more smoothly, for gangs of 
Inbourers were at work, cndeavouring to tame the rug- 
gedness of the way, and at every dangerous corner putting 
down heavy rails, all in preparation for the Emperor. 
They were Italians, such as we had seen the day before. 
As we passed, they stood in rows, bareheaded, on each 
side of the way, an attention rather distressing to our 
modesty; and at one spot, where the level of the road 
was altered, they lifted us and our vebicles bodily over 

i the difficulty with all the good-nature in the world. ‘Nor 
were the peasantry of the valley less courteous in their 
way—a fact which, after Goldsmith's disparaging line, we 
feel bound to mention. 

Rounded hills composed, for some distance, the near 
landscape: and the principal feature was the singular 
Carinthian pine, which has no lateral branches,* or rather 
such short ones that they form only a fringe to the stem; 
and the appearance of the woods at a distance is almost 
that of a hop-garden. Neat villages and numerous 
waterfalls enlivened the scene, and glimpses of rocky sum= 
mits on the left, rising behind the woods and pastares, 
gave tokens of a fine mountain range. It is that which, 
desvending from the Norie Alps southward, here divides 
Carinthia from Tyrol. 

The drive to Heiligenblut, at the head of the valley, 
occupied nearly four hours, over a distance of about 
sixteen miles; and not till two-thirds of this were passed 
could we obtain a eight of the Gross Glockner: then, 

* So we believed, in nccordanco with Mz, Murray and other authorities 
at the time the above was written; but upon enbsequent enquiry among the 
peasants, we found that the teve is mo distinct variety, but owes ite prosliagiey 
to the pruetice of lopping the branches every fir youre, The object is to 
provide winter bedding for the cattle. 
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just before a sterp ascent, the white cone stood out, pure 
and dazzling, against a dark-bine sky. A little later, and 
the spectacle was complete—one to which we always reeur 
as among the most beautiful and striking in our alpine 
panorama. The pointed summit, as it here presents 
itnelf, perfectly answers to the ideal of a snow mountain. 
Towaris the base itexpands gracefully into that semblance 
of a bell which has suggested its appellation, and at its 
foot nestles the singular little village of Heiligenblut, 
This, s meagre hamlet in itself of red-brown chilets, 
shoving sboulders together ax if for protection from the 
cold of winter, possesses a remarkable feature in ite 
church, which, placed apart on a small circular terrace, or 
bastion, outside the village, looks, from o distance, with 
its high-roofed apse, narrow windows, and tall spire, like 
a mediaval model set out to view—such an one aso 
pictured saint is sometimes seen carrying under his arm, 
his mantle gathered up beneath it. 

‘The shrine is celebrated for containing » phial of the 
baly Mood, whence tho village takes ita name. It was 
brought from Constantinople more than a thousand years 
ago; and of course there is an accompanying legend, 
which I was amused to hear an honest Tyrolean repeating 
‘im the year of grace, 1862, to a passenger in the train 
hetween Augsbungh and Munich. I caught only the 
commencement; but a legend must surely be on its Inst 

it gets upon the rail. 

‘As collected from a more nuthentic source,* not very 
| acoomible to English readers, the story runs thus:—A 
| gertain Dane, of the name of Briecius, having, like many 

Rorthmen, botaken himself to the Byzantine Court, 
distinguished in the service of the Emperor Leo, 


iterch Kiarnten, veo Wagner eal De. Hartmeza. Kl 
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no less for valour and ability in war than for bis unusually 
pious life. After many years, an unappeasable desire to 
sve hia native land arose in his mind; and be besought 
permission to return to Denmark, that he might introduce 
Christianity anong the heathen. ‘The request wax granted, 
and some parting token of the personal friendship of the 
Emperor offered for his acceptance. ‘This be prayed 
might be a few drops of that sacred blood once shed upon 
the cross, and now preserved ns the venerated treasure of 
the Chureh of St. Sophia in Constantinople. 

With difficulty he obtained the precions drops, and 
departed on the long journey to hie home, clothed in 
pilgrim guise. Landed in Italy, he passed over the Julian 
Alps on his way to the Noric. On foot, and alone, a 
stormy night of snow overtock the unfortunate man in 
the neighbourhood of Heiligenblut; and there he met his 
death. Ere long, three ears of corn in flower on the spot 
where he lay beneath the snow betrayed the body to some 
peasant miners, who found a writing in his bosom explain= 
ing his name and errand. ‘Thereupon, with all reverence, 
a yoke of oxen was employed to draw the body to « place 
of burial. On reaching the other side of the Moll, how- 
exer, the beasts suddenly halted, and could be urged no 
farther. The intimation was obeyed, and the corpse 
interred upon the spot; the people appropriating the 
parchment and a ring. 

After n few days, it was noticed that one foot of the 
dead body had started out of the grave-mound, On exa~ 
mination, under a bandage and enclosed in a deep flesh 
wound was found a small greenish bottle, containing a 
few drops of dark liquid; it was forthwith detached, and 
the corpse again committed to the earth, The singular 
circumstance reached the ears of the Archbishop of Salz— 
burg, who, applying to the Patriorch of Constantinople, 


i 












“THE STORY oF BRICCIUS, a 





Iearnt the true value of the discovery. For many hundred 
years the little chapel originally built over the grave of 
Briceins remained oxtant, and tradition affirms that it 
was long the only, as it was the earliest, place of Christian 
worship in the neighbourhood. Tho present fine Gothic 
eburch dates from the year 1443, and is now the great 

boast of the solitary village. 
So far the story, which is not without its touches of 
| nature and suggestions of truth. The whole scene is 
alpine as well as medimval. The track of the pilgrim is 
& likely one, for orer this portion of the Alps several 
ancient rows are known to have crossed, The incident of 
perishing in the snow is too fumiliar to every inhabitant of 
these valleys; oxen are still the beasts of burden there, 
snd the protruding foot might well occur under the vio~ 
| lence of alpine storms, which so mpidly denude the soil. 
| ‘The batile unier the bandage is appropriate to the time 
| when a precious treasure might be more anfely carried hy 
means of such a device, and its insertion in a deep flesh 
wound ix not without parallel ns an act of penunee. Let 
the old Iegend live, then, and shed its gleam of light upon 

a distant age. 

What is now to be sven is thia:—On the left of the high 
} altar i a pyramidal pillar, above forty foot in height, 
renehing to the roof of the church. It consists of three 
portions—marble, gypsum, and wood rcepectively. Within 
ty a contly pyx, which protects, by means of several 
doors, one within another, the Holy Blood, contained in a 
le, broad-abaped, greenish bottle, about an inch and a 


in the middle of the church ix the descent into 
which is supported by two pillars. Here is the 
ef Bricoius, It ix in tho form of a coffin, with an 


@ elevation at the head, and supports a wooien 















a 
2 THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS, 


figure representing the eaint, At an cartier period this 
efigy must have been frequcutly renewed, as numberless 
fragments were carried away by pilgrims; at present, a 
trellis-work protects it from further mutilation, Tn the 
year 1724, by the authority of the Pope, the tomb was 
opened ; it revealed the limbs of a man of middle height, 
and in his prime, for not a single tooth was wanting te the 
skull. 

‘The grand glacier of Pasterze is not in sight from the 
village. Churchill reached its foot whilst T sketched this 
Austrian Chamounix, as it is called. We devoted but a 
single day to its grandeurs, and must not be detained by 
them here. At the time of our visit the place was known 
to but few English tourists; now every year adds to their 
number. Charnock, in his ‘Guide to the Tyrol,’ quotes 
from the stranger's book in the homely inn (whieh will 
soon flannt into an hotel), how ‘John Smith’ already 
patronises it, and how ‘Sir John and Lady'—somebody 

condescend to state that they ‘were perfectly satisfied with 
- the scenery.” In the last volume of the Alpine Clab 
there ia an account of an ascent of the Gross Glockner, 
which does not represent it as particularly difficult. 
Returning to Winklern in the evening, we found our 
elegant hostess receiving the coppers from what might be 
called the ale-house bench at the door. Not the lew a 
lady for all that, and we admired the simplicity of mam= 
ners it betokened. A fortnight later she entertained the 
Emperor and Empress on their way from Heiligenblut to 
Klagenfurt, It was not, however, till the next day that 
all the singularity of this establishment was explained. 
After a cordial farewell to both master and mistress, we 
were slowly ascending the hill behind the house on our 
way to Lionz, and conning the items of a bill #0 exeeed= 
ingly modest in amount that’ ~ almost thought ourselves 
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bound to return to have it corrected, when a passage in 
Murray, which had hitherto eecaped us, let in unexpected 
light :—' The inn at Winkler is kept by a wealthy Cheva- 
lier, whose most moderate charge of one florin per diem 
includes everything.” Here was an explanation! We bad, 
fn feet, been almost on the footing of guests, and were 
heartily vexed not to have known it sooner. All we could 
do now was to feel much obliged to Chevalier Aichenegg 
of Winklern, and to dub him henceforth par excellence 
“The Boor of Carinthia,’ who, as far as our pet: can serve, 
must redeem his country from the imputation of the poet. 
Lat the reader remember, however, the date of our visit 
before he packs his portmanteau for the residence of the 
Chevalier. He may be dead and gone by this time, or Sir 
Jobn and his lady have frightened him out of his wits 
For aught we know, the inn may now be only an inn: all 
its romance departed. 

T hope it is understood that the hill we were now climb. 
ing was to show ts the Dolomites, and then our excitement 
ax we tolled through the woods, and approached the 
open pastures which form the summit, will be properly 
appreciated. S—— and A—— had occupied at first a 
woall bay-eart, something like those of Malnitz; but aa 
the track, winding amongst roots of trees and stones, was 
also too much like that of Malnitz, they were soon glad to 
Join us on foot. It is but o low ridge which bere separates 
the valley of the MOll from that of the Drave, and at the 
same time divides at this point Carinthia from Tyrol, 
Upon the mummit ure traces of « Roman road, the sume, ne 
doubt,tha poor Briccius trod. Murray, in his scattered and 
Tnsief notices of thin district, mentions ‘the mnguificent 
wlews of the singular Dolomite mountains on the other 
ide of the Druve, which it commands,’ and I quote the 
Paamge to. justify our antifffations, Had we recollected 

v 
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it sooner, we should have been Jess surprised at what we 
saw on the Sunday evening. Now, as each step lifted ms 
higher, we were on the tip-toe of expectation; nor were 
we disappointed. A perfect clearnces of atmosphere car- 
ried the eye to the utmost limit of the horizon, which, 
south and south-west, was studded with peaks. The full 
effect, however, was not disclosed till, descending a littl 
from the first burst of view, the valley of the Dye 
opened at our foot, a flat and narrow plain, in the soft 
beauty of distance, and, rising from it, the grand Dolo- 
mitic precipices, jagged, splintered, riven, dark in the 
shadow of noon, and filling the prespect like a wall. The 
highest eastern summits of the series, exceeding 9,000 feet 
in height, bear the appropriate title of the Wizard— 
*Unholde.” T could not sketch them then; five years 
afterwards, from an inferior point, and on a less favour- 
able day, the view here given was obtained, which repre 
sent but a small portion of this striking scene, and misses 
that flatness of the valley which gave so much effeet to the 
abruptly rising mountain wall beyond. ‘This fatness is a 
characteristic particularly continental, for our valleys are 
generally basin-shaped; yet nowhere on the continent, I 
think, is the opposition between the horizontal and the 
perpendicular more finely shown than in this view from 
the Iselsberg. 

In the sketch upended, the Drave is visible, a white 
fine along the valley, and the thin forms of the so-called 
Carinthian pine are conspicuous in the middle distance. 

‘The descent, through luxuriant orchards and by craggy 
paths, was charming, It was a Paradise of Pomona bask- 
ing in the autumn sun. At the village of Doleach we 
touched the plain, and S—— and A——, remounting the 
cart, were spirited away through ficlds of maize and bright 
irrigated grass towards Lienz, the first town in Tyrol, of 
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whieh the towers had been for some time visible at the 
head of the valley. It is closed in thore by mountain 


masses; the Drave falls into it from a ravine to the sonth, 





and the Ine! descends through an upland valley from the 
Dorth-west: near the junction of the rivers stands the 
tewn. 

Following our wives, who had vanished in dust along 
the high road, we had a hot walk of five s After 
erimipg a picturesque bridge over the frightfully rapid 
Teel, and passing the gateway of the town-house, we 
entered the broad street, which might answer for a * plats,” 
sed found S— and A—— cated on a bench outaide 
the *Post:’ as it was not the inn we had selected, they 
would not compromise ws by entering, and kept their seats, 
‘while all the windows filled with gazers, We were soon 
satisfied, however, that it would be comfortable, and ite 


best of fellows, 
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Here we had entered Tyrol, so that this visit to in 
had occupied but three days, and shown us only 3 comer 
of the country. We shall haye much more to say of it im 
the sequel. Its fine scenery, secluded valleys, unsophisti- 
cated manners, and cheap quarters, no less than the 
Dolomites dispersed on its borders, have tempted us there 
during three successive years; following, in this respect, 
the example of that excellent judge of landseape, Sir 
Humphry Davy, who, as his journals show, was con- 
tinually returning to this and the adjoining provinee of 
Carniola. 

Of Lienz, which upon one of these occasions we visited 
again, it is not necessary to say more than to confirm the 
description of it as foccupying one of the most charming 
situations in all Tyrol.’ It cannot fail of this, when that 
situation comprises the majesty of the Dolomite mountains 
on the one side, the beauty of verdure-covered hills on the 
other, the junction of two such streams as the Ise] and the 
Drave, and the commencement of the noble valley to whieh 
the latter gives its name; while villages and castles are 
sprinkled over every wood-crested height. To one of these 
castles, that of Gorz, commanding the town, we directed 
an evening stroll, and enjoyed the perfection of its pro= 
spect. It belongs to the Counts of Gorz, but is held at 
the present time by that well-known personage, Sir John 
Barleycorn—it is only a brewery! Lienz was a Roman 
station; a Roman rond, which we afterwards explored at 
the point where it crosses the Carnic Alps, proceeded hence 
to Aquileia on the Adriatic, At the present time the town 
appears to contain nothing particularly remarkable. Its 
population is only 2,000; but it left an impression of 
quiet cheerfulness upon our minds which a second visit 
did not dispel. 


Perhaps it owed some of its agrecablencss to the good 





INTRODUCTION TO AMDIAN. a7 


fandlord of the *Post;" he took a friendly interest in our 
welfare, though an unfortunate lisp added greatly to the 
difficulties of conversation. We were discussing with him 
the menns of reaching Botren, and half his speech seemed 
to consist of the word * Ponicken,’ which was sufficiently 
Purzling, till » casual touch of his finger on the map 
showed that he wes all the while speaking of Brunecken, 
the best place at which to divide the journey. Of course, 
was the plan whieh, to a postmaster, was mest 
feasible; but he readily yielded to our preference for a 
Lobnkatachor, or voiturier, and recommended a neighbour 
of the name of Amman. 
We could not moet with this man in the afternoon, but 


from our walk we found balf the town a 

man’s door, and the nogotintion had the advantage of being 
earricd on in at least four languages at once— German, 
French, Italian, and English —reaulting, in 

Aimiman’s engagement to convey the four ‘ Engliinder’ in 
two days to Botzou, - 

Trust pass mpidly over this journey, since portions of 
it are retraced in later pages, and my object of introducing 
the Dolomites ix nearly accomplished. We had received 
‘ong ineffuceable Impression of their grandeur, and though 
fp the route to Botzen through the Puster Thal, and down 
the Brenner roi, wo coasted round the district that 
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yeller is too near, and too much below them, to see 
peculiar turreted tops. 

Further on, at Sillian, the valley becomes open, iad 
might be called bleak, were it not for the bright corn 
crops and cheerful villages. It is in fact the watershed, 
crossing which we lose the Drave, and begin, a little 
beyond Innichen, to descend into the long valley of the 
Pusterthal. Here again Dolomite shapes showed them 
selves over the nearer hills on the south. One in par= 
ticular rose, crowned with pinnacles, a most imperial 
presence; we named it the ‘Dindem.’ Still no opening in 
the hills occurred to satisfy our curiosity, until, at Tob- 
lach, the pass of Ampezzo broke through them, and then 
the gloomy gateway of precipices only excited it the more, 
It was the direct road, not only to Venice, always an 
enticing vision, but through the heart of the Dolomites, 
How tantalizing to leave it unexplored! Since then 
we have done it ample justice, and all its secrets are 
ours. 

At Niederndorf we dined, and there the epiked forms of 
Dolomite, guarding the Ampezzo, still stood out to view. | 
Tt must have been to these principally that Sir Humphry 
Davy referred in his journals of travel in 1819: ‘June 
20th. Below Brunecken a magnificent chain of moun- 
taina is seen on the south, or Itulian side, and accompanied 
my view all the way to Sillian. These mountains appear 
to be of granite, and excessively bold and precipitous 
—very like the needles in the Valley of Chamounix, and 
bearing almost the same relation to snow, which lay in 
immense masses, even at their juncture with the pine- 
‘covered hills.’ 

It is singular that he should have supposed them gra- 
nite: Dolomite was evidently unknown to him; but he 
might have recognised their limestone character. Snow 
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wo did mut see; but the difference between August and 
Jane might account for thie, 

Tyrol is s pleasant country for its rondside inns: 
»pacious, cool, and clean, they welcome the traveller with 
old-fashioned hospitality. On the large upper lauding, 
upon which the bedrooms open, they usually spread your 
table, if you are ‘quality’ Flowers in pots adorn the 
wooden balconies; and the landlord's daughter will present 
you with pretty bouquets when you leave—a finishing touch 
to the little bill, which ix hardly a bill ab all in any seta: 
it is chalked on the table in items s0 small as to convince 
‘You these people possess every virtue under heaven. The 
mid-day halts of the voiturier give many pleasant experi- 
ences of this sort; and when you stop_ for thi 


ax need be—beautifully kept, and without an 
eee cnt tags un. ‘The furniture 
is often walnut-wood; neatly framed prints are on the 
walls, and crimson coverlets on the beds. But the Tyro- 
Jese country inn, in its charming and kindly simplicity, 
will probably not long survive. It is already disappear- 
ing on the principal routes, where English tourists indulge 
in the ‘bounces’ peculiar to their nation, and shout 
*Gargon’ to the modest, self-respecting Kellnerin, To 
seenimmodate much tastes hotels xpring up, and the real 
* Garon’ is provided. 

‘Sueh an inn ns those I have described was the one at 
Wiederndor!; and after a tedious and dusty afternoon 
‘rive, always descending this long Pastertbal, such an~ 
‘ether we occupied for tho night at Brunecken. Here 
again the atirsction of the Dolomites was strong upon us, 
for the Gader Thal, one of tho great inlets to their 
“Fecemet, Opens on the south. In connection with Val 
Fases beyond, and the lateral valley of Griden, it is the 
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only route given in Murray for exploring these moun= 
tains, though, as we afterwards discovered, by far the least 
interesting. I believe we were ungenerous enough to 
accuse our wives of preventing the exploration of the Gader 
Thal at that time, on the ground of their discontent at 
Ober-Villach, and the expectation of still worse accom= 
modation in the valleys in question, In view of thelr 
late achievements, we beg to render them our humble 
apologies. 

Tt was again a beautiful evening, and the views from 
the old Castle of Brinecken, rising steeply above the 
pleasant little town, which with its quaint towers abuts upon 
the swift river Rienz, were rich in beauty, and lustrous in 
the mellow light, The Valley of Taufers, joining the 
main valley from the north, affords a fine vista towards 
the central Tyrolean chain, and renders the situation com- 
manding as well as beautiful. Remote as it is, it has its 
place in European history. When Charles the Fifth fled 
disastrously from Innsbrack, where he was so pearly sur= 
prised by Prince Maurice, his firet refuge and resting- 
place, after crossing the Brenner, was this Castle of Bru- 
necken, which thus became for a brief space the centre of 
authority for almost half the world. Was it on such an 
evening as this that the gouty old Emperor was carried in. 
his litter up the castle hill 7 or was it by night and toreh= 
light that they bore him groaning through the gateway? 

Amman, our driver, was the politest of coachmen. His 
carriage was not. yery roomy, and his horses not very sleek ; 
but they went at a good pace, and their master appeared 
slong the road in the light of a gentleman conducting a 
party of friends, We were quite on an agreeable footing 
by the time we started on our second day's journey; yet E 
fear our company proved a snare to our good friend's 
conscience, We had observed that, unlike the Carinthian 
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drivers, he took no notice of the numerous religious effigies 
we passed on the way; or, if he did, it was skilfully dis- 
guised under pretence of settling hix hat more comfortably. 
We bave noticed thie shyness in our presence on other 
occasions, and always with regret: if the faith be there, it 
is better it should be expressed; and we should regret 
heing thought capable of turning it into ridicule. A little 
incident gave ux some insight into what was going on in 
Amuman's mind. In the course of the morning one of his 
horses stumbled and cut his knee badly. Amman passed 
it off lightly, but from that moment paid marked respect 
to every crucifix and picture. No doubt tributed the 
misfortune to hix previous neglect, and felt, perhaps, that 
his four Protestants bad brought him no ; good. 

‘The frequency of these religious m 
produces a favourable impression as 
people; but it is a complicated qu 


than exists among our own Protestant populat on, I think 
we may demur. Let the traveller consider how soon he 
conses to be himself affected by these representations, 
iret considerably im- 

premed by therm, and must not this be still more the 
exse with those who live among them? 

Th a village near the Stelvio, you wil 
figure of our Saviour under a canopy in the 
the wounded side flows a stream of wa 
‘women fill their pails all day long. That sucred symbol 
“thus serves the purposes of a common 
‘put suppose that the truth intended to be t 
brought nearer to daily life. It is an extreme instance; 
‘Wat, like the pious phrases which from some lips come so 
‘freqoently and glibly that thoir import is clearly forgot- 
fess, it lusteates the dangers of familiarity, Still more 
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to be borue in mind, in estimating the real value of these 
things, is the * Fetish’ character which so soon attaches 
to 2 eacred object. Though that figure may long have 
ceased to teach its lesson or to awaken emotion, its 
removal would no doubt be regarded as a great calamity 
by the village. It has become the Palladium, the mys- 
terious guardian of the place, To sink the thought in the 
thing is too common to human nature everywhere. 

Yet Tyrol is a religious country. A more striking 
circumstance than the abundance of its sacred memorials 
is the morning and evening litany, in which every house~ 
hold joins. The motley establishment of the large inns 
assomble thus regularly for prayers, and may be seen om 
their knees, men and women opposite to each other, in 
the common hall; and in the gloaming the decp-toned 
Tecitation is heard from under every cottage roof At 
Stersing, which, as a convenient halting-place at the foot 
of the Brenner, is composed almost entirely of inns, and 
where, on a subsequent occasion, we spent a night, not = 
wagoner or loiterer was left in the street by seven o'clock 
in the evening; and from every inn-door came a low 
thunder of responses, All honour to simple and pious 
Tyrol! 

Our borse’s broken knee, which delayed us a little at 
the next village, has delayed aleo our narrative We 
are at last coming to the end of the Pusterthal, which, 
upon the whole, is not remarkable for landscape beauty, 
ov beauty of any kind; for the women disfigure themselves 
by the most astonishing head-dress anywhere to be seen— 
more like’ a beobive than anything elee—large woollen 
contrivances, appropriate rather to Kequimaux. ‘The val< 
ley contracts to a gorge as it approaches the great Eisach 
Thal, into which it enters at right angles, Whenever you 
come to such a gorge in Tyrol, you may be sure that 


a 
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some scene of the famous year Nine was enacted there: #0 
‘it was here, and « ruined castle across the road marks the 
spot of one of the severest struggles with the invwling 
French. 

Emerging from this, an open hilly space ia reached. 
To the right is soom the doep and wooded entrance to the 
gorge of Mittewald, up which passes the Brenner road to 
Tansbruck. The white lines of an Austrian fortress—the 
Franzens Feste—show that it is one of the gates of Germany. 
Down on the left ie the continuation of the same road 
southwards to Brixen and Botzen, ‘This was our route. 
Having through the Pusterthal skirted the northem side 
of the Dolomite region, now, in turning southward, we 
were to skirt its western border. At Brixen, an old 


Eisach becomes continually grander <a its features ‘and 

richer in its vegetation: the whole is more or Jews of a 

ravine. After pasing Klausen, « narrow street pushed 

close to the side of the rushing stream, thy Gréden Thal, 

already mentioned, opens on the left, but ab too great an 

‘elevation to disclose its scenery, which, as we have said, is 
es hy for 


There the porphyry rocks rise dark and 


trail over every shelf and terrace, filling the 
‘the valley. At point where four valley 
thence descend in one broad trough to 















Traly, stands Botzen, distinguished by the bright 

roof and red towers of its cathedral : the tinge of porphyry 
ie upon everything, making gorgeous colour in the after- 
noon, Here you find symptoms of the south. Italian 
accents catch the ear; Italian heavily arcaded streets 
arrest the eye; campanile towers are set out on every 
knoll of the rich landscape; freseoes tint the walls; and 
from the roadside shrines the terrible or tragic in art is 
banished. Graceful Madonnas, or full-robed saints, super 
sede souls in agony or the horrors of the road to Calvary,* 
while even in the crucifixes resignation takex the place 
of mere physical suffering. A softness seems to prevail 
over both art and nature, 

Yet this softness is not luxurious, Botzen may pat in 
its claim beside Innsbruck and Salzburg for the striking 
character of its landscape; and T have reserved mention 
to the last of its most remarkable feature. From the 
windows of the * Kaiser Krone, or from beyond the bridge 
om the Meran road, or better still, from one of the emi- 
nences at the foot of the Mendola, you will see, looking 
eastward by evening light, spires and towers of Dolomite 
overtopping everything, and illuminated when all else ix 
dark. It is a sight both beautiful and mysterious. 
rise with such lofty independence of the 
scenery, are shattered into shapes so strange, cut the aky 
with such sharpness of outline, and gleam with so un- 
earthly a light, that you are riveted by the spectacle. — 
You cannot but long to explore those fastnesses, and 
touch the bases of those awful walls. That Val fy 
which lies behind them, how wild and solemn it must bet 
What a fearful place to live in! To these imaginings the 
actual Val Fassa does not answer, as it will be our task 


* Since this Lime the stations of the Calvury havo been repainted, and in 
8 coarser style. 


























“ROSENGARTEN DOLOMITES. 45 





to show, but such is the impression that glimpse of its 
bulwarks must produce, 

‘Those Dolomites are the ‘Rosen Garten’—the Rose 
Garden!—a name you would never associate with their 
almost ghastly aspect, The flush of sunset may, indeed, 
for a moment suggest it in its rosy tint; but that passes 
and leaves them stark and cold. The * garden, if there 
be one, lies on the further side, where the slopes of Val 
‘Fossa, at the foot of the precipices, are in their season a 
mass of rhododendrom bloom; but that is a secret of the 
vale I ought not yet to disclose, and a far more romantic 
origin ix assigned for that singular name. 

Amman drove us, not to the ‘ Kaiser Krone '—an exeel~ 
Jent inn of the hotel class—but to ‘Der Mondschein.’ 


‘Surely the German mind must have been strangely con- 


\ 


fused when it reversed the sexes of the heavenly bodies, 
and called the moon a man! This ‘ Moonshine’ is in a 
narrow street, and certainly possesses more character in 
ita interior than its modern rival. On the landing between 
the doors of our bedrooms, a life-size figure of the 
Saviour on the cross, sculptured in wood and coloured, 
looked startling enough at dark under the gleam of « 
single lamp, and gave it the air of a convent cloister. But 
there was not conventual silence. The heavy trafiic of 
the Brenner wos continually passing through the strect ; 
wagons, with a dozen horses apiece, were arriving or 
departing all the night through, and diligences with their 
lamps—effectual disturbers of deep. 

Tn the morning Amman came to take leave, and begged 
to see the ladies, who happened to be in their rooms. To 
‘each of them, as they appeared, he dropped on one knee, 
_ mod taking » hand put it to his lips with all the grace of 
4 cavalier, It was the last touch of romance in our 
We were now on the beaten track. The day 
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but one after our arrival we left Botzen by the early 
diligence for Meran, and as we turned up the valley of 
the Etach the Dolomites passed out of sight—not out of 
mind. 

Five years elapsed before we saw them again together : 
and meanwhile the Alps of Piedmont, the Pyrenees, and 
the bleak hills of Sutherland occupied our summers. In 
1858 my wife and I took the Ampezzo road, on our way 
from Venice to Innsbruck, and as we passed through 
Cadore, Cortina, and Landro, saw enough to sustain the 
interest in these strange mountains which had been so 
strongly roused. In 1860, Churchill made them the 
special object of a brief solitary tour, and he now takes 
the pen to tell how he fared. 


AN EXCURSION TO VAL FASSA 


In 1860 


BY @.C, CHURCHILL, F.G.8. 


CHAPTER IIT. 
‘THE DOTZEN DOLOMITES. 

Appmests to Botees — The First Dolomite — Ratzes Bath-House — 
‘The Seimert Alp and ite rim of Dolomites — Haueastein Castle and 
Gowsld the Minzrslnger— A Legeod — The Porphyry Plateau tn Ro- 
smaam aund Modaeval Tier —The Hay-Dath— Pass of the Duron Thal 
ts Camplcetlo — Village Art —Tho Marmolate — 
Feats — Vigo — "The Rosengarten — View fram th 

semi — The Volcanic Theory —The Karneld Thal, and Legend of the 
Kareell Hekioes — Return to Dotaen, 


‘Tux Dolomite district of South Tyrol is complicat: 

construction, but the general direction of its main valleys 
ie from north-east to south-west. It is penetrated by one 
remarkable valley from the south-west, near Trent, for 
pearly eighty miles, ‘This ie usually known in its upper 
part as the Passa Thal, in its middle portion as the Fleims 
‘Thal, and in its lower section ax the Cembra or Zimmers 
‘Thal. The river Avisio traverses its entire length, and 
falls into the Etech or Adige at Lavis, a little above Trent. 
‘Nearly meeting this valley from the north is the Gader 
‘Thal, and the sme point is also closely approached from 
the west by a short valley named the Grixien Thal The 
space lying botwoun the heads of thes: valleys is a moun= 
“tain not or plateau, and the routes given in Murray for 


rood with this one spot anil its approaches. Another 
F, however, on the eastern side of the district, is quite 
for access to the Dolomites as the Fase. 
from the neighbourhood of Belluno, and trend~ 
ft Jeads at Inet to the base of the mune 

£ 
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mountain knot. In its lower course it is called the Vs 
Agordo; in its upper, the Livinallongo, or from the 
name of its stream, the Cordevole; bath portions exhibit 
some of the finest Dolomite scenery. Then, still more 
to the east, is the valley of Ampozzo, affording the only 
carriage road, Cortina on this route, and Botzen on that 
of the Brenner, are the two most convenient points of 
departure for the Dolomites, if the object be to cross the 
country, and see the finest portions of the Fasm and 
Agordo valleys in the shortest time. Geographically, the 
three valleys, the Fassa, the Agordo, and the Ampeazo, 
may be called the main arteries of the Dolomite system. 

Connected with the above-mentioned plateau, are some 
of the best-known Dolomite mountains. The Hohe Schlern 
stands on its western border, near Botzen ; the Lang Kofel, 
and the Sella Spitze are not far bebind, and near them, to 
the south-east, separated only by the Val Fasea, is the 
Marmolata. In other parts of the Dolomite district, how- 
ever, there are mountains, as we shall show, quite as de= 
serving of a reputation. 

In the season of 1860, circumstances prevented the 
formation of our usual travelling party, and I was the only 
member at liberty to proceed to the Dolomite region, 
which, after the long interval referred to in the last chapter, 
we had fixed upon as the next object of our tours. As at this 
time the only available information dealt principally with 
the western group of Dolomites, and the valleys connected 
with it, I naturally selected Botzen, at the foot of the 
Brenner, as the point of departure, and the head of the Val 
Fassa.as my first object. Wet weather and other hindrances 
narrowed the visit to the short period of a few days, and 
LT ecarcely went farther than the threshold of the district, 
What I saw and learnt about it I will now submit to the 
reader. 





VALLEY OF THE ADIGE. a 


On Wednésiay, August 16, I took the train from Veronn 
to Botzen, up that long deep trough, which, penetrating 
almost to the foot of the Central Alps, has admitted to 
@ greater degree thaa any other inlet of the southern 
range the influence of Italian speech and manners, Here 
Longobards, and after them Venctians, from the south, 


Val di Non, and in the presence 
tian general in the Cathedral of 


up the Dolomite peaks ‘that pkey the abject of my 
journey. Coming nearer to Botzen, « little above Ni 
‘markt, the eye ix canght by a striking and 
between the forms of mountain and plai 
‘berg, «long and narrow mountain iskand 
the level valley, running parallel to its main direction, and 
‘Fising nearly 1,000 fect above it, Whatever functions it 
‘way fulfil in the general economy of the Botzen district, 
it does at least serve to intensify tho effeet of the rich 
porphyry amphitheatre in which Botzen is placed, 
the evening of the following day, a walk along the 
ry slopes on the south side of the impetuous Eiauch 
ad the range of Dolomite peaks, some twenty miles 








distant, which we had seen so finely from Botzen in 1856, 
and brought also prominently to view the Hohe Schlern, 
whose nearer acquaintance I expected to make on the 
morrow. The effect of these bare pinnacles and walls was 
much enhanced by the rich grassy promontories of the 
porphyry plateau, each with its shining little village, which, 
forming the middle distance, stood out in relief against 
them. : 

After a night made sleepless by the quarter-hour clang 
of the cathedral bells close to ny window, I was thoroughly 
aroused at four o'clock by the simultaneous discharge of 
the whole peal, and the booming of thirty-one cannon in 
honour of the Kaiser's birthday. Looking out of the 
window, Venus and other stars were shining brilliantly 
above the dark Dolomite line, and I hastened to join the 
Eilwagen, which left for Brixen punctually at five o'clock. 
But Brixen. was not my destination; the journey in the 
Eilwagen terminated at Atzwang, fourteen miles from 
Botzen. This is asmal! roadside station in the heart of 
the gorge of the Old *Kunter’a Wog,’* with space bat for 
road and stream, and where the steeply rising porphyry 
slopes on either hand are richly fringed with patches of 
vine, wood, pasture, corn, and orchard. It is famous for 
its good red wine, 

Vigo, in the Fasia Thal, appeared more accessible from 
this direction than by the circuitous route through New= 
markt ond Cavalese. The map indicates » course more 
direct than either—from Botzen to Vigo, up the valley of 
the Karneid to its origin at the foot of the Carese Pass. 
But I could not learn anything in Boteen of its praction~ 


* The road between Botson and Kollmann is to named, taving beem 
cunstructod through the gorge at the side of the Rissch by Heinrich Kanter, 


citizen of Botzon, about the year 1314, Before thix, and in the Rema 


potiod, the read traversed the plateau of Soins and Custelruth, 
Yo the stream at the catraace of the Griden Thal. 
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bility, and the alternative presented, therefore, was either 
that of visiting the Dolomites of the plateau, or Seisser 
Alp, in the first instance, and thence descending to the 
more southern groups, or reversing this course. I chose 
the former plan, 

A horse being provided for my impedimenta, I was 
soon mounting the slope, breathing the crisp air, and 


‘The occasional distant booming of cannon indicated that 
the day's festivities below were proceeding. At last the 
Alp plateau was reached, and in a pes the Hohe 
‘Schlem fronted me high in air, looming 


a deeply lying narrow ravine, that separates ii 
precipice: from the scoond and higher plate: 

Seimer Alp. The level summit of the Schlorn itself forme 
the third nud highest plateau of all, standing aloft and 
feolated, for it is connected with its nearest neighbours in 
“the rear—the Mittagskogel and Rosaiihn Berg—only by 
Jong and narrow isthmuses, Its massive and unbroken 
this point appeared to be relieved by but one 
at the northern end, whoo roots lay hid 
pine forests that clung to the base of the 


stood boldly out to view. A young girl, 








who was on her return from an errand to ber Botzen home, — 
here left me to rejoin her parents and an invalid sister, at 
a snug-looking cottage, which she pointed out up the slopes 
at the base of the Schlern, ‘This fresh and smiling Alp 
must be indeed a fit place of invalid retreat from the sum-= 
mer heats of a town situated in a basin so hot aa that of 
Bowen. Coasting round, I left the prettily nestled village 
of Seis in the distance to the left, and entering the gonge, 
and winding up a steep and devious track through the 
thick woods, suddenly came to the edge of a amall clearing, 
opening to my expectant view the white walls and green 
shutters of the little Bad and Gasthaus of Ratzes, 4,120 
feet above the sea, 

‘The establishment consists of two small buildings, united 
by a tiny chapel, where a friar of the Franciscan monastery 
of Botzen leads the devotions of the guests and household, 
morning and evening. A covered balcony, running alomg 
on the level of the first floor in front of this chapel, and 
connecting the salle with the bedrooms, is a convenient 
lounge for patients in wet weather, The ground-floor is 
principally gecupied with bath-rooms, and gives forth 
various splashing sounds at intervals during the day. 
‘The rooms are very small and gloomy, and the bed- 
rooms equally spare of space and of furniture, Yet the 
salle is cheerful. Its windows, directed to the four points 
of the compass, yield variety of prospect, either towards 
the dark fork of the gorge, sprinkled in its sheltered upper — 
nooks of rock with snow; or at the Schlern close opposite— 
so close that one must crane his neck backwards to include 
the highest erag;—or in the two other directions, to the 
wooded slopes which complete the seclusion of the retreat. 
‘Two springs, one sulphurous and the other iron, issuing — 
from the depths of the gorge, supply the healing waters, 
carried to their destination in the basement of the buil 
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throngh hollowed pine trunks. Everything about the little 
spot is plain, simople, and rustic, and the peasant guests— 
for they aro mostly of that class—are equally 90. A 
more quiet corner of the world does not exist. Here man 
has not yet learnt to contend with nature, and build those 
“grand hotels" that surprise the traveller in the recesses of 
Eaux Chaudes and Eaux Bonnes. Long may the shadow 
of the giant Schlern fall upon nothing more artificial than 
this humble roof, concealed among the dark pine masses 
that fill the base and sides of the gorge! 

I joined an carly table ahdte at half-past eleven, served 
in brown earthenware with pewter plates, in preference to 
‘waiting for a separate meal, and the remainder of the day 
‘was occupied with a stroll in the neighbourhood. Next 
morning promised fino weather, spite of the ¢ 
south wind—the great carrier of clouds, — 
planta having been cared for, I selected the f 
rising close above Ratzes, and immediately opposite to the 
Bebler, for the day's excursion. This Alp, the largest in 
‘Tyrol, at an average height of 6,000 fect above the sca, is 
the plateau so often mentioned as the central point of 
‘Gnterest for the western Dolomites, 

A winding track up steep pasture and corn plots, led at 
‘Tast to a narrow, rudely paved road, the means of access 
to the summit from the village of Scim. Rough vehicles, 
Balf ear, half sledge, bring down the hay from the Alp 
-pbove along this row, and bad worn deop rut-lines into its 
thant and slippery surface. Following them ploddingly for 
sn hour, they were lost: finally in the rocky edge of the 

Alp, aud.a few steps farther opened out to view its wide- 
antl undulated surfice, covered with the richest 
Variegated with many flowers, and dotted with 

wis hay-chilets. Immediately opposite, about five 

to the south-east, rose up grandly out of the 








and its twin brother the Platt Kogel. Their savage isola— 
tion, the sharp contrast, between their lofty precipico-walls, 
crowned with jagged peaks and pinnacles, among whieh a 
glacier is seen suspended, and the softly swelling green 
slopes at their feet—giving the spectator the impression 
of their having been shot up from below in their present 
form, perfect and complete—impress the eye and fascinate 
the imagination, Few other peaks, even of that weird 
family, the Dolomite, can compare with them in this re 
spect. Beyond these, to the left, the walls and ledges of 
i the massive and equally isolated Sella Spitze ran back 
into the far distance, facing another loity isolated mass, the 
Guerdenazza group; and on the right of the Lang Kofel 
and Platt Kogel the green ridge continued to rise west 
ward, until it mengod into the Rosszithn Berg, a line of red. 
rocky teeth which, in turn, were lost in the long crescent: 
eurve of the Schlern plateau, now lying behind me. Beyond 
the green rim, to the south-east, appeared the culminating 
peak of the whole district, the Marmolata (11,200 feet), 
with ite flattish snowy dome, ending in a sheer precipice on 
ite southern side, aod running into long glavier slopex on 
the northern, ‘To the north, the high grassy mound of the 

Puflatsch Alp, a continuation of the Seisser Alp, prevented — 
all view beyond itself; but the whole interval between it 
and the Schlern to the south-west allowed the distant 

___ horizon to be visible, and the entire quadrant was filled up 

with’ the snow-fields and peaks of the Adamello, the 

Oertler, the CEtzthal, and the Stubay groups. To the 

north-east a depression in the Alp, ending in = deep 

ravine that carries off some of its plentifal surfsce-water 


* 9,995 foot abovw the wa, acconling to ‘Trinker. 
t Ite Sighee apd more western poak has boos lately determined to be 
LAGE fort above the sea, ; 
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into the Griden Thal, let in, as in a brilliant green setting, 
another equally noble view of xnow-peaks, These formed 
part of the Norio chain. ‘The whole day was spent in 
wandering over these delightful slopes, enjoying the keen 
fresh air, the variety of plant life, and the grandeur of the 
touvtain forms, until dask compelled me to slip rapidly 
down to the lower plateau, and seek in the de 

woods for the little « Bad.’ 

In the Speisesaal dancing was the order of the evening. 
‘The old folks wore set behind the long tables all round 
the room, and young couples were whirling in waltzes to 
the music of a guitar and Jew’s harp, danc 


moment at intervals, to supply the ‘courses for my sapper 
as they were required. 

‘The next day, as the Schlern which I wishod to 
ascend was concealed in clouds, I resol 
Mines of débris near the wild gorge, 2 
‘between the noble pinnacles already noticed, The return 
path led me past the ruins of an old castle—the Castle of 
‘Hoavenstein—that formerly occupied a huge block of dolo- 
mite which hed fallen from the mountain. Within ite 
‘walls Once lived a man renowned in his day as knight 
and Minnesinger, Entering its broken towors was like 
“putting on the spectacles of history, and peering into the 
‘remote past of the middle ages. I never thought to ox= 
Perience a personal interest in any of the Minnesingers, 
“get here I found myself upon ground trodden by one of 
‘them year after year, and looking down on tho sumo dark 

eH ‘pine woods and smiling hamlets that formed his 

rota these castle walls The following narrative, 
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condensed from an account of Botzen and its neighbourhood, 
embraces the principal evente of bis yaried history.* 

The poet Oswald von Wolkenstein was born in the year 
1367, probably at Trostburg, an old castle at the entrance 
of the Griden Thal, where lived bis mother, Katherine 
yon Villanders, the only daughter and heiress of Ekart IL 
Being the second son of his parents, he left home at an 
early age to put in practice that knightly romance which 
had been the only intellectual food of his childhood. He 
travelled in company of a Tyrolean troop of horse in 
the direction of Prussia, where the Teutonic order of 
knights was carrying on a constant struggle with the 
heathen Lithuanians and other tribes. Here he remained 
eight years, and won his spurs. Thence he made a journey 
into the Crimea, crossed the Black Sea, suffering shipwreck 
in its stormy waters, and escaping only by clinging to a 
mast. He then visited Armenia, Persia, and Asia Minor, 
and was even reduced for several years to serve as a ship's 
cook at Candia and in the neighbouring islands, Yet, 
when Sigismund, King of Hungary and Emperor of Ger- 
many, with whom he had made acquaintance in Prussia, lost 
the battle of Nicopolis, in conflict with the Turks, we find 
Oswald in his company, escaping with difficulty from the 
slaughter. Towards the year 1400 he returned home to 
arrange his affairs, and his father having died about this 
time, the brothers Michael, Oswald, and Leonhard, divided 
the inheritance. Michael took Trostburg and Wolkenstein 
{at the head of the Gréden Thal); Oswald, Hauenstein 
and Castelruth; and Leonhard, goods and money, with 
which he afterwards bought Aichach, a castle on the por- 
phyry plateau, near the south faco of the Schlern. Oswald 
then appointed a steward over his property, und recom- 
menced his adventures as a volunteer in the wars of that 


* "Dic Stadt Bowen und ihre Vmgebungen,’ von Beda Weber, Hotzen, 1848. 
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period. He served at first under the Emperor Rupert, in 
Italy, in 1402, and later in Spain, Portugal, England, and 
im the Rhine country, distinguishing himself especially at 
the storming of Ceuta, ou the African eoust, by the Por= 
tuguese. On his return home, in the year 1410, he found 
‘Tyrol in a disturbed state. The nobility of the Etsch Thal 
had united together to protect thei ancient privileges 
against the encronchments of | Frederick of the empty 
pocket,’ Count of Tyrol. Hitherto they had been con- 
sidered his peers, and had held their } 
tmediately from the Emperor, except where som: 
ert tio required it to be otherwise. 

ments gave rise to continual disputes, | 


took the side of the nobi 


yy | 
steward and man of business, and |: 
got Tyrol out of the hands of the i 
Of the Austrian Archduke, whose d 


® suitable opportunity for completing their 
‘not being properly supported by the Emperor 


were at last, about the year 1426, ; compellel to acknows 
Tedge his mperiority, and abandon their pretension to hold 
their fiefs immediately of the Empire. Oswald, in the » 
contest, was twice taken prisoner, and in danger of losing 
thie bead; and it wax not till the following year that the 
Archdake, desirous of preserving to Tyrol its poet, granted 
him a pardon. 
‘These calamities, which bad involved the loss of a great 
part of hix fortune, as well ax injury to his health, were 
eted with domestic experiences of the bitterest kind, 
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He had im early youth become acquainted with 
Jager, of Tens, and had fallen madly in love with her. 
Sho, beautiful and coquettish, did not, however, recipro- 
cate the affection of the one-eyed poet. It seems that an 
accident at a carnival in the Castle of Trostburg had de- 
prived him of his right eye by a shot, when only seven 
years old. Upon his return from a pilgrimage to Jerusa- 
lem, where he was made a Knight of the Holy Sepulehre, 
he found Sabina married to an old man of the name of 
Hauemann, living at Hall, a town in the lower valley of 
the Inn, upon whose death she carried on a liaison with 
Frederick at Tnnsbrack. 

The Hauenstein property, which it will be remembered 
had formed part of Oswald's inheritance, was originally 
held of the bishops of Brixen, and Inter of the counte of 
‘Tyrol, but hed passed from the Hauensteinera, who had 
died out with Leonhard von Hauenstein, in the year 1307, 
to the Wolkenstein family. A remnant, however, of the 
purchase money (6000 florins) had never been paid by 
the latter; and it was Sabina, the widow, who, aa heiress 
of the Hauenstcins, claimed that sum, Her comity having 
thus a very substantial basis,she plotted to bring about 
Oswald's rain; and enticing him into her power, gave 
him up to the Archduke Frederick, probably in this man= 
mer enforcing payment. This woman became therefore 
& sources of the bitterest trouble, both in carly and im 
 maturer years. Yet he was happy in his first marriage, 

in 1416, with Marguretha of Schwangau; though, after 

she had borne him his eldest son and heir, sfter- 
wards Orwald I1., and several other children, she sank 
mto © premature grave, By his second wife, Anna of 

Emba, he bad also several children; but he outlived her, 

and was left to endure a solitary and joyless old age 


in this Hauenstein Schloss. Dying in 1445, he was buried 
il 


A LEGEND, OF 


at Neustift, near Brixen. There still exists a collection of 
his pooms, which include love-songs (minnelieder), and 
historical and religious pieces. ‘The first will secure him 
an abiding fame among the poets of tho best times of 
the Minnesingers. They bave lately been publisbod by 


from the lips of an old dame at Casteln 


bably, refers tos period a little later than 
A certain knight lived at the Hanensteia | 
baring bound himself to depart for 


eer ances p 

Tater became the mother of a son. 

cares of nurture, she aw the year abou! 
the provisions nearly at an end: but the knight came not. 
Day after day she watcbed from the tower to see whether 
‘deliverance were nigh ; but in vain! Hope and strength 
declined together, and at last she was seen by the villagers 
Teaning over the window-sill dead! ‘The infant and the 
maiden who had been the companion of her im- 
shared her hapless fate. Shortly afterwards 
was observed riding swiftly to the castle, agony 
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depicted on his countenance. He unlocked the 
door, mounted all too late to his wife's apartment, and, 
stricken with grief and horror, fell lifeless to the ground 
by the side of those whom he could not survive. The bodies 
were all buried in the church of Seis, not far distant. 
* Often since,’ mid the old dame, ‘has the figure of the 
Frau been seen to wander from her grave to the rains of 
the Schloss, and look out of her window townrds Seis, 
the wind throwing her loosely flowing hair acrost her pale 
countenance.’ 
A novel now is nothing more 
‘Than an old castle and a creaking door— 
A dintant hovel— 
Clanking of chains — 4 gallery —a light 
Old armour —and a phantom all in white— 
And thers's a novel! 








This description, appropriate enough when Colman 
wrote, does not, fortunately, apply to the novel of our 
days; but, if it did, this castle ruin of Hanenstein would 
evidently upply all the materials enumerated. 

‘The porphyry plateau, upon which Sciss stands, with 
the red sandstone derived from it that runs along its 
eastern border at the base of the Puflatsch and the 
Schlern, gives rise to a most fruitful soil. Its villages 
and hamlets are very numerous. Seldom in the Alps are 
go many flourishing human habitations crowded together 
im s0 small a space as in that which ‘extends from the 
Gréden Thal on the north, to Tiers and the Tierser Thal, 
immediately eust of Botzen, on the south. Its fertility must 
have been known of old, and as the Roman road before 
the cutting of the Kunter’s Weg appears to have led over 
it to the foot of the Brenner, we may infer, as very pro-~ 
bable, that its population during the Roman period also 
was flourishing and numerous. Several distinct facts 
tend to this conclusion, Some of the villages are red 


adh 
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by local authority to a Roman origin. Thus Seiss ix 
derived from Susa; Vals, from Velites (Vellis, Velles), as if 
it had once been a settlement for light troopa; Présls, 
from Prasidium, o garrison; and Costelrath, from Cas- 
tellum ruptum (Castel Rotto), the ancient name of a 
castle, which was itself erected upon the ruins of the 
original one built by the Romans. The castle of Trost 
burg, too, still the property of the Counts of Wolkenstein, 
was originally a Roman castle. Some antiquarians go 
further, and would sce in such names as Tagusens, from 
Taguntum, situated close to the mouth of the Griden 
Thal, and Kardaun, from Cardunum, close to Botzen, an 
indication of Etruscan or of Keltic origin, according’ to 
their views of the Etruscan or Keltic derivation of the 
Rhetian aborigines.* At Tagusens, near Castelruth, 


bronze armour, with fragments of swords and Jances, have 
been found; and at Priwls, Lares and coins, with neck 
and ear ornaments and armlets of Roman workmanship ; 
some of them now preserved ‘in the Ferdinandeum at 


Acommon name or two—fossils of a ‘iiimcasié period — 
in the words madol for a cheese dairy, gleir (glis, glires) 
for a squirrel, and vill for a park or preserve laid down 
with grass and wood. These indications, 
into the more general one presented by th 
Romansch language in the neighbouring v 
and Gader ; for we muy readily imagine 
ing Roman settlements, when attacked by the Bavariana 
(Bojoarit), who passed southwards through this district: on 
* A Homan ovigin may bbe prodioated of many of the villages around 
itsolf, ‘Thus in Eppan we may 
‘Rentach, Auroneo; in Kaltern, 
‘Caldare; in Girlan, Cevilsnum; in Firmian (Formignr), Formienrin; in 
Kasepill, Carppitla; in Marotach, Mures, from Muruzeo ; in Kitten, Rittena ; 
in Pfatten, Vatina; and in Villa, the Latin Villa, 








their way over the Brenner, would grdually retreat 
the high lands to the east, and into the recewes of the 
Gréden ond Gader valleys, and there, mixing with the 
native Rhoctians, give rise, through subseqnent isolation, to 
the peculiarities in language which these valleys present. 
After the Roman period, Botzen and its neighbourhood 
became the seat of a Bavarian Margrave, under the Dukes 
of Bavaria; and the platean on which Sciss and Castel- 
rath stand fell into the bands of Bavarian Barons (Edle). 
Trent was then the northern boundary town of the 
Longobardie kingdom; and between the two rival races 
many a conflict was waged in the valley of the Etsch, 
success variously inclining to either side; but more than 
once the Longobards succeeded in plundering Boten, and 
driving the Bavarians before them up to Klausen. No 
doubt the district round the Schlern participated in these 
alternations of fortune; and the old stories of the Helden- 
buch, which allude to the ‘Griine Tan’ of the dark 
Hauenstein woods, and describe how the little king 
«Laurin the Dwarf, encompassed and defended in his 
* Rosengarten’ with so much magic art, was taken prisoner 
by the Lombard hero, Dietrich of Bern (Verona),—the 
same hero who afterwards figures in another part of the 
Heldenbuch as the conqueror of the twelve champions of 
the Rosengarten of the Burgundian Princess Kriewhild, af 
Worms, on the Upper Rhine, and in the Nibelungen-Lied 
appears as a friend of Etzel, King of Hunland (Attila),— 
may be but the dim and flickering shadows of stirring 
events to which the ancient Schlern and the thence named 
Rosengarten Dolomites were witnesses. An old writer 
relates that the peasants of the Etsch were able to tell 
many stories of their King Laurin; but now hardly any of 
these traces of the past remain, exeept the name of “Ro- 
sengarten,’ applied to the Dolomite precipices at the bead — 
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of the Tierser Thal, which are so striking a featare in 
the view from Botzen," to a partof the Schlern, and to a 
Joeality at Gratech, near the Schloem Tirol, close to Meran. 
Antiquity of an okler sort, and which human records do 
‘not illustrate, has given renown to another locality on this 
plateau. The limestone and other beds of the Puflatscls 
Alp immediately overlooking Castelruth, have yielded a 
rich supply of minerals and fossil shells to the indofati~ 
ugable search of tho priest of St. Michacl, a small village to 
the north-east of Castelruth. Herr Clara is described os 
man of few words, and most diligent as a collector. With 
great tenacity he holds to the resolution of never parting 
with any object for money, or receiving a present from 
any person, Yet be is Jiboral of gifts; and if in this way 
he often clears out the contents ob Kis ‘cabinet, bo 
ready with bee-like industry to go again to the 
and refill his drawers, The Innsbruck Museum possestes a 
fine collection of mineral treasures, of which he is the 
donor; and it is through his industry that the geologists 
ef Earope were first made aware of the riches of the 
Seisser Alp beds, examples of which may now be seen in 
most of the great European collections. One of the fossil 
shells of the ilistrict, Posidomya Clarai, will hand down 
hie name to future generations of palwontologists. 
‘Our little Bad of Rotecs belongs to a quite modern 
order of thiagn It became known onl; 
the deseription of a Botzen physician, A\ 
teat been recommended by the Faculty of Botzen since 
hat date, It is useful both for inflammatory diseases and 
arise from debility. But another and more 
mode of cure is resorted to during the seaeon in 
‘chillet situnted on the heights of the Schlern 


heeivation af this mame is locally givrn, ami it ie that referred 
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plateau, not far from the little Alpe mel 
Cyprian, and near the source of the Schlern Bach, 
forty to eighty men may sometimes be seen crowded 
within its narrow walle, and so deeply buried in the fresh 
hay, that nothing but rows of heads are visible. In this 
moist, warm medium they continue night and day, except 
during the time necessary for taking food, which is sup- | 
plied from a neighbouring but. ‘The violent perspiration 
thus induced is the means of cure. The hay of the Schlern 
is esteemed moro valuable for this purpose than any other 
in the district, and is said to be injurious only to patients 
of consumptive tendency, - 
But to return from this long digression to my personal i 
narrtive. Next day, feoling the behaviour of the Schlern 
to be doubtful, I abandoned the idea of ascending to its 
platean, and engaged a horse and guide for Campitello, 
in the upper Val Fassa, consoling myself the more readily 
that [ hoped to revisit the district with greater leisure ab 
command the following year. Spite of the changing 
clouds which mercifully played about the peaks without 
concealing them, I enjoyed once more the novel aspect of 
those isolated bergs, aground, as it were, amid the rolling 
green waves of the Seisser Alp. There was nothing to 
break or interfere with the long swelling lines, until, in 
breasting the grassy ridge that runs between the broad 
white back of the Platt Kogel on the left, and the jagged, 
ruinous-looking obeliaks of the Roesziihme on the right, 
T came upon buge masses of bard olive-black rock, peep= 
ing forth here and there upon the flanks of the gully, and 
suggesting a comparison with the fossilised remaings— 
skin, fleah, and all—of some mighty mammoth. The 
geologist, however, will tell us prosaically that they are 
nothing more than veins of augite porphyry, which, on 
this ridge, break through the volcanic ash of which 
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uppermost layers of the Seiser Alp are composed. And 
yet there is poetry even in this aspect, if we will but have 
patience with the crust of hard fact, and place ourselves in 
presence of the living forces that lie dormant beneath, 
On the first slopes of the steep descent, Salvia Hor 
vainem (or Horminum pyrenaicum) grew in enormous 
profusion, while abundance of Liliwm Mertagon was being 
ruthlealy cut down bya band of mowers in fall activity. To 
iy right the bare white limestone precipices of the Falban 
Kogel, the northern termination of the Rosengarten Dolo- 
mites, came suckienly to view, and uniting at a narrow 
sangle with the Rossihne enclosed a desolate-looking 
‘corner, in whieh large patches of snow found shelter, From 
the bese of the slope the Duron Thal stretched before me 
wn almost level trot, its stream wandering at leisure, 
margined by plasby meadows. ‘he Falban Kogel rotired 
behind the green slopes, and its place was taken by bosses 
of dark rock of eruptive mh, which formed the southern 
wall of the valley to its outlet at Campitello. [n these 
watery meadows, along with Sedum villovum, I gathered 
Pleurogyne (Swertia) earinthiaca, an interesting and rare 
form of Gentian. Right in front, and grandly filling up 
the gap Ieft by the concave Lincs of the ridgos towards the 
end of the Duron Thal, roso up the snowy head of the 
“Marmolata, its base lost among the forests in the middle 
distance. Presently the gliding stream had changed ite 
selmmeter: a narrow and rapid gorge lay before me, and at 
the foot of it war Campitello, nestled in an angle of the 
Wal Fass, with an outlook to the south towards Vigo, 
eastwards to the bead of the valley. 
itello ties not far from the head waters of the 
fide, whieh, running for upwards of seventy miles 
“ south-west direction, debouches into the 
p off the Adige at Lavis, a few miles above ‘Trent. 


aa 















‘The place presenta none of those signs of thrift 
ness visible in the German villages over the ridge to | 
north. It is dirty, disorderly, and has a shiftiess physix 
ognomy, like too many of those in Italy. Its height above 
the sea, probably 4,500 feet, may be some extenuation ; 
till I incline to think that if the next village up the 
valley, Gries, with its Teutonic church and bright green 
bulbous spire, were Teutonic also in its people, its superior 
cloantiness, nestness, und prosperity would be at once 
apparent, This last stands out of the direct path, right 
under the Rodela Berg, a part of the south face of the 
Seiseer Alp plateau, so I did not visit it, 

On enquiring after supper of my Jundlond, Giovanni 
Bernard, I found his larder was a box on the stairs, con- 
taining an antiquated tongue or two, looking much more 
like wood than flesh. These I declined, and was fain to 
be content with a mélé: of very indifferent fare. While it 
was preparing I sallied out, taking a quiet stroll up the 
valley towards Penia, the last village in the pass leading 
over the shoulder of the Marmolata towards Cuprile, The 
bottom of the valley here is nearly level, from the alluvium 
brought down by the numerous streams; and the Avisio, 
the main stream, takes to itself a wide bed, meandering 
among Dolomite débris, and margined by numerous elumpa 
of alder and willow, interspersed with bushes of > 
tamarisk (Myricaria germanica) at this time in flower, 
and in their shade abundance of the intensely white bloom 
of Silene alpestris starred the eward. The contrasted 
forms of the mountains; the hatchetelike blades of the 
Lang Kofel bending to each other, and peeping over the 
Fidgo of the Scisser Alp; the giant bastion mass of the 
Pordoi portion of the Sella Spitze group, and the towering: 
hoses of the Colatsch and other outliers of the Marmolata, 
combined to render this corner of the Fassa Thal excess 





























CAMPITELAD ART. 69 


ingly interesting. The rich green of the alluvium terraces 
tio, upon the highest of which stands the little village of 
Alba, held in shadow by steop slopes of eruptive ah, and 
irrigated by numerous runuels of cool water, came out in 
strong opposition to the bare-looking burnt-up slopes on 
the sunny side of the valley. 

Centuries of habit have accustomed the traveller-to look 
for some manifestation of art in most Italian scttloments. 
Campitello is not without ambition in this respect. T 
found my bedroom a perfect picture gallery, The ceiling 
hada grand ornamental centre, the colours fresh and good, 
and round the walls, and between the three windows, set 
in frames of lines of various colours, were ten scenes from 
‘nature, painted with a certain rude vigour, each with ita 
Tegend underneath. One was styled ‘Valle di Lanter- 
brunnen in Swixzera;* another, ‘Campitello in mezzo 
giorno, in which the Dolomites Sgured hugely; a third 
‘war a grand mountain scene suggostive of Chamounix, but 
the bed-head, too heavy to move, was in the way of the 
legend; a fonrth, the most attractive of all, represented 
= wild array of Dolomite peaks with an old castle in the 
‘ridat, and was Inbelled *Primiero. It put me upon 
enquiry, and in another year (1862) we realised all that 
this picture seemed to promine. 

‘Twat now in the near on of the Marmelata, 


ht 
‘eotnpared in general form to one of those mahogany cases 
‘for stationery, which are to be found in most counting- 
Bonuses of the prosent day—has its slope, a very steep one, 
‘to the north To the south, cast, and west, it is perfectly 


the springs of the Avisio which takes its 
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rise immediately below them, Standing in the centre of 
a Dolomite world, the view from the summit must be one 
of the most marvellous panoramas of isolated individual 
Rock Massives to be seen in the Alps, unclothed as on the 
day they first came into existence. Ita height, variously 
ited, but which may be taken at about 11,200 feet, 
raises it far above its loftiest neighbours, It stands in a 
line of ridge that runs from north to south through the 
western Dolomite district and marks the point where the 
divergent valleys of the Avisio and Cordevole originate,” 








MARMOLATA, FROM THT SA680 DI DAMM 


‘The following day I botanised upon the Fedaia Pass, 
on the north flank of the Marmolata. The ascent com- 
menoces after the last village, Penia, is passed, and I soon 
encountered a kind of chaos like that near Gavarnie in the 
Pyrences, with fine trees growing upon many of the huge 


* Tho view of the Marmolata inserted wax obtained fn 1862 The presi 
thew from which it wae taken is deserited in the 16th chaptee, 
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‘blocks, and dead stems standing here and there, slanting 
at different angles. Beyond, the azcent was divided into 
a series of sudden steps, ending in a basin immediately 
helow the summit of the col. From this spot the desolate 
whitened rock-slopes of the Marmolata, running steeply 
down below ite three glaciers, were before me. The 
glaciers are parted from each other by lines of bosses as 
smvoth-looking as the slopes, ond the whole face suggests 
the idea of a remorseless and most complete removal of 
every sharp edge or crag, Does this indicate a past ex- 
temsiin of the glacier? The contrast between this general 
sracothness and the jagged character of the Lang Kofel was 
remarkable, It is quite possible to conceive that the 
Mannolata glaciers, favoured by cloudy summers and 
snowy winters, might unite below in one sheet of ice, and 
fill the basin partly occupied by the tiny Fedain-See, or 
‘even the upper valley of the Avisio as far ns 

» ‘This fine pass is full of contrasts, Here nature 

hor fairer mood for the sunny side; for the 

stretch in Jong, rich, green sheets up to the 

of the ridge of eruptive ash bounding the pass to 

th, and in the Padon Spitzo, attaining a height of 

6 | feet, or 2,000 feet above that of the pass itself. 
‘is thie all. The upper basin was a natural flower- 
garden, where every colour had its representatives, and 
even the larger blocks scattered on its surface became, 
through the Iuxuriance and variety of the plants growing 
‘Upee them, miniature gardens in thomselves. Pinguicula 
(r with Pyrola wniflora, and Epipactis rabi- 
y were frequent on the ascent, as also Senecio 
alevlanifolins; and, on rockn, Achillea Clavena, In the 
basin, Sempervivurn Wulfeni, Pedicularis verti- 
tuberosa, awl fasciculata? Anthemia alpina, 
erratophylloides, Hicracium villorum, Senecio 
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Doronicum, Chrysanthemam montanum, Oxytropis pilo~ 
a, Primula longiflora, Myosotie alpestris, with Gentiana 
nivalie, tenella, and utriculosa, were among the more 
interesting species. 

The grandeur of thix near view of the Marmolata is 
much enhanced by climbing to the summit of the ridge to 
the left, and eo doing away with some of the foroshortening. 
Its snowy dome and vast bulk and height are thus much 
better appreciated. Rows of mowers and haymakers— 
men and women—were busy upon this slope, the Alpine 
garden quickly disnppearing under their scythes, They hadi 
come from Salzburg, and complained that the Inst two 
months had been unusually wet. In the evening the inevi= 
table lean fowl and bread, without vegetables, awaited me 
at Campitello, 

The reader will have probably already inferred that I 
shirk ice-work, and am not a member of the Alpine Club; 
my willingness to ascend ceasea with the disappearance of 
the last phanerogamous specimen. The snow and ice 
yion of the Marmolata I therefore leave untouched, but 
in good hands; a late president of the Alpine Club” 
having long ago made it his own, and we may hope some 
day to welcome from his pen a full description of ite 
features.* 

Taking a porter, I left Campitello the next morning for 
Vigo, the principal village of the upper Fassa, and about 
six or seven miles lower down. On this route the great 
objects of interest are almost out of sight. The crags and 
pinnacles of the famed Rosengarten Dolomites, at the foot 
of which Vigo liewsre hid behind the long slopes of the 
half-grnssy, half-recky spines that project forwards from 
their baze, Tho Sella Spitze and the Marmolata disap- 









* Tn the Sth chapter will be found an nccount of a recent ascemt of tbe 
‘Marwolata by Ierr Grohmann. « member of the Vieuna Alpine Chih: 
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pear, and nothing peculiar is visible but the solitary 
retreating masses of the Lang-Kofel and Platt Kogel. 
ven they are reduced to the minimum of effect, for they 
now exhibit neither the majesty and loftiness of their 
aspect from the Seiser Alp, nor their weird charucter nx 
ween peeping over at Cuampitello. On the left, rocks 
formed of volcanic ash, clothed in forest, rise up steeply, 
continuing as far as Poza, at the entrance to the Monzoni 
‘Thal, and completely shut out all distant view. 1 walked 
‘on in expectant. mood, capturing a solitary specimen of 
Papaver pyrenaioum, growing in the glucier-water of the 
Aviso, one of the froquent illustrations of the descent 
ef alpine plants to lower regions when favoured by the 
cool banks of an alp stream. Its nearest alpine habitat I 
met with only on the highest débris of the Monzoni ridge, 
about 8,000 feet above the sea. On approaching Pera, 
® glimpeo of the Dolomite world showed itself; m long 
narrow ravine, with enormous masses of stony débris heaped 
up om cach side, penetrated deeply into a distant amphi- 
theatre of precipices of bare white rock, and allowed a 
momentary vision of a lofty wall rising upwards of 5,000 
‘feet abxive its base, and then all was closed again to the view. 

Vigo i not far from Pera, and the road now leaves the 
Javel of tho river to reach it. Situated on the finest expanse 
of alp pasture in the upper Fass, it possesses the elements 
‘ef alpine wealth in abundance, and hus a flourishing aspect. 
‘The bouses are large, well built, and seem tolerably clean. 
‘There is no church in the village, bat there are two, with 
‘Teutoniclooking spires, standing at some little distance — 
eee Tae, Bt Julians, and the other, the 

" one, St. Johann, below. A fine bald Dolomite 


uff, Bolted with forvst, rises on the othor sido of tha 
ly from the bed of the river, and, facing the village, 
| principal feature in the near landscape. W 
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bears the name of the Sasso di Loch. ‘The lofty line of 
Dolomitic bosses and peaks that runs in this direction from 

the Sasso di Val Fredda and Sasso Vernale, immediately 

to the south of the Marmolata, terminates with this Sasso. 
The appellation is a frequent one in the district. 

‘To many readers the name of this village, * Vigo,’ may 
possibly bring reminiscences of certain early lessons in 
geography. Vigo Bay, and Vigo, on the north-west coast of 
Spain, will rise to their remembrance, and the coincidence 
will soon pass from their thoughts, as it did from mine. 
But if I point out what I afterwards discovered, that there 
fare at Jeast half « dozen villages of this name in Southerm 
Tyrol, curiosity, perhaps, will be awakened. Who or what 
is responsible for the frequent occurrence of this name ? 
‘The family, too, is an increasing one, for is there mot a 
Vigolo (or little Vigo) near Trent? I regret my inability, 
at present, to satisfy a legitimate curiosity. I can only 
establish the fact, and raise the question; commending the 
subject, however, to the author of ‘Words and Places” 
Three of these Vigos are in the western half of South 
Tyrol —the first being in the Val di Non, a little above 
Mezzo Lombardo; the second in the Val di Sarca, between 
‘Trent and Riva; and the third in the Val Rendena, to the 
east of the Adamello. The three others are in the eastern 
half, the most: remote being in the valley of the Piave, 
above Pieve diadore; and the one nearest to our present 
village being in the lower Fasea, or Cembra ‘Thal, near the 
point where the Avisio unites with the Adige, ‘Then close 
to Trent, and a little to the west of the Lago Caldonazzo, 
we find Vigolo! ‘They are all set down in Mayr's “Karte 
von Tyrol.” ; 

Antonio Rizzi’s inn, at Vigo, furnishes comfortable head- 
quarters for excursionists, and I had intended, weather 
permitting, to explore the whole district from this central 
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‘northwards, beyond the limits of this amphitheatre, unt 





But the main line of the ridge of the 







it merges into the Falban Kogel, already mentioned as 
facing the head of the Duron ‘Thal. In the interval, the 
Keawl Kogel rises above the average line of the ridge, and 
standing at the head of a second and smaller caldron, 
where there is o tarn, the Antermoja See, thence derives 
its name, This I should have visited had weather allowed. 
‘The main line runs southwards also, until it: terminates in 
the Kalbl Eck, where the saddle-shaped depression of the 
Caressa Pass, at a height of about 6,100 feet, leads out of 
the Fasea Thal towards Botzon. 

The Dolomite ‘Massif’ of the Rosengarten Gebirge is 
one of the most complicated in the upper Fassa. But its 
wildernesses, caldrons, nnd other complexities are all on 
its eastern side. The western face of the wall runs in a 
simple single line, and is seen with that aspeet from Bot- 
zen, awakening that fecling of awed curiosity which my 
friend has already described, and which is not dissppointed, 
if the recesses just referred to are explored, though the 
Val Fassa itself may not answer to expectation in this 
respect. The rock is of the eame creamy colour as that 


| 
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of which the Schlern and Lang-Kofel are composed, and | 


is also like that in its cellular and crystalline characters. 
By the latest writer upon thin distriet, Baron Richthofen, 
it is referred to two beds, both belonging to the Upper 
Trias, These themselves repose conformably upon a 
series of beds of the Lower Trias, that form the slopes 
both sides of the wall, and yield the rich pastures in the 
inidst of which Vigo and its neighbouring villages stand. 
Underlying the whole is the great porphyry plateau, the 
grand starting-point for all geologic time throughout this 
region. I merely glance at these facts hore, and refor 
reader who desires to enquire farther to*the summary o 
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tained in our final chapter, and to the geological map at 
the ond of the volame. 

From the elevated point at which I stood, the Lang 
Kofel and Platt Kogel, to the north, recovered some of 
their grandeur, appearing seated at the edge of the south 
rim of the Seiser Alp, which slopes down very steeply 
towanls the interior of the basin of the upper Fasm. At 
& little distance from them, on their right, the Sella Spitze 
platean stood out, as isolated from all its neighbours as the 
TLang-Kofel, and rearing its massive bastions, devoid of all 
‘vegetation, to a height quite sufficient to give grandeur to 
its vast expanse. Two great arma stretched out to the 
south, overlooking the village of Gries—the portals to an 
umknown rocky wilderness in its interior—and its summit 
was crowned by numerous more or less truncated cones, 


rising from their débris-covered bases, and flecked here 
and there with beds of snow. 


‘The most prominent impression left on the mind by 
these Sewer Alp Dolomites was that of complete separate- 
wees und isolation, not only in relation to each other, but 
te the green slopes on the summits of which they are 
placed. Though ignorant, at this time, of Baron Richt- 
hhofen’s theory of their origin, and therefore with a mind 
unprejudioed on the subject, they seemed to me to be so 
Tittle a part of the green slopes on which they rested, that, 
more thatl anght else,—they suggested the idea of icebergs 
‘of rock, which might float. away and leave the country 
‘unaflected by their remoral. They appeared to have no 

- roula in the beds below them. This impression is assisted 
horizontal, aud spparently undisturbed, lines of 
which are here and there visible when the light 
thom at n favournble angle." As little did they 
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look like the ruinous portions of some continuons platean, 
or ridge, that had been broken up by denudation. On 
such a supposition there would have been left, in parts 
not fully exposed to the destructive action, more or less 
evident lines of ridge with outliers; bat of these there 
appear no traces, An impression similar to this I have not 
received from any other part of the Alps. It was the 
first, and remained the predominant one. For some 
account of Baron Richthofen’s theory I refer the reader to 
chap. 18, at the end of the volume. 

‘Turning more to the east again, the eye rested on the 
lofty profile of the Marmolata, rising up beyond and abore 
the verdant slopes of the Colpelle and Bufaure Gebirge, 
looking like a mountain that had been cleft down the 
middle, and one half of it removed. To the south were the 
Saseo Vernale with two glaciers in its upper basin, and the 
Sasso di Val Fredda; and thence the lofty Dolomite line 
was continued westward nearly at right angles to its former 
direction until it met with the Fassa Thal at the Sasso di 
Loch. Between this line and the mass of the Colpelle and 
Bufaure Gebirge, the Pozen Thal passes at a low level up 
to its origin in the mountains immediately to the sonth of 
the Marmolata. South of this long Dolomite wall, called 
the Campo Ziegelan, is the parallel valley of St. Pelegrino, 
which at the line of watershed, where there isa solitary 
chureh and inn, merges into another valley—the Val 
Faleade—that continues in the same direction, until at 
Cencenighe it falls into the longitudinal valley of the Cor- 
devole, that runs southward to Belluno. 

Next morning I left: Vigo early with a guide, Giovanni 
Grazzioli, to explore the Monzoni branch of the Poxza 
Thal. Descending to Pera, I crowed the river to pass 
through Pozaa, just opposite, and then entered the main 
lateral valley. ‘The dew was plentiful on the crisp grass, 
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and everything promised a hot, cloudless, still day. At 
the peint where the Monzoni branch turns off southwards 
is a solitary chiilot in the corner of a small pasture. We 
ascended to the upper story, and added our bread to some 
mnilk which an old woman boiled for us. Reaching at 
length the end of the valley where soveral large patches of 
snow lay in shelter, I gathered on the débris near one of 
them, Geum reptans, Cerastium glaciale, and Pyrethrum 
alpinum. A vigorous climb through thick Rhododendron 
and Vaccinium scrub then brought us to the upper basin, 
ocenpying a groat sweep immodistely under the summit of 


‘of snow, and lay panting in them, On one of these patches 
noticed the phenomenon of red ynow. I was detained 
eine time in this apparently sterile region by the aban- 
dance of its botanical treasures, which Iny closely sprinkled 
about, but their minute proportions produced no effect even 
upon the near Lanlscape. Among the more interesting were, 

saplenifolia, Eritrickium nanum, Papaver 

i, Primula glutinosa and minima, Androwtee 


alpina, Potentilla witida, Soldanelle 
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pusilla, Saxifraga androsacer war. trifide, with & mueoi- 
ales var. atropurpierea, and Ranwnculue glacialie, The 
summit of the ridge was reached at length by a steep turn 
to the right. 

Standing upon the highest. bos: in the neighbourhood, 
with my guide on one side, and the shepherd who had left 
his flock to join us on the other, I contemplated the scene 
from this new point of view. The circle of landscape was 
the sume as that of yesterday, my position only in the 
circumference was different, and with the near view of 
the Marmolata substituted for that of the Rosengarten. 
It is from this side that the Marmolata presenta the most 
striking contrast to the smooth glacier and rock slopes and 
boses which are seen on its northern aspect. Not a par= 
ticle of slope except the profile of the flattish snowy dome 
is visible; all else is sheer precipice presented corner-wise 
to the eye, while its jagged edges retreat foreshortened 
to the north-west and cast, until lost to view. It ‘stood 
out unmistakably the dorninant peak of the district, 

My stand-point was about 8,800 feet above the sen, on 
the line of ridge of the Campo Ziegelan, which itself might 
be estimated at about 200 feet higher; while the two 
Sassos that run in a southerly direction from the Marmo- 
Janta to unite at nearly right angles with the Campo 
Ziegelan rise to at least 10,000 feet above the sea. 
Quantities are prose; but they are not seldom important 
elements in assisting to build up the materials for a 
picture. 

Below me extended east and west the whole length of 
the Pellegrino Thal, bounded on the south by a lofty 
porphyry ridge; and behind it another long line of por= 
phyry peaks ran back in the direction of Trent until out of 
sight. This wns the south-easterly portion of the great 
porphyry plateau, and here were some of ita highest 
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points. Beyond these to the south rose up the isolated 
lofty summits of the granite Cima d'Asta (9,200 feet), an 
island during the Trias period, when the whole of South 
‘Tyrol was covered by the sea. In the far distance glim- 
susered in the sun tho snow-fields of the Adamello, on the 
‘boundary line between Tyrol and Lombardy. 

‘This ridge of the Monzoni has become classic ground 
to the mineralogists of Europe. A mighty mass of syenite 
has bere been upheaved, itself deterseoted wi bspepebsend 


beds, including the sities Dolomitic 
the mmmit of the ridge of the Campo Zi 


slopes of the Val Monzoni, itself a y Interal | valley running 


‘across the provalent direction of the beds, A treasure- 
‘house of various species of minerals is th: 

with, and especially where the 

syenite or hypersthene, bas come into contact with the 
sedimentary rocks on either hand. 

‘The most interesting filct remains. Opposite me, to the 
‘orth, rose the lofty green slopes of the Colpelle and 
Bafaure Gebirge, a smiling contrast to the bare Dolomitic 
[Precipices on the east and south, and to an equal 
eight with my present point of view, But goology tells 
ms of another contrast between these slopes and their 
Doundary-walla. It affirms that they form a mighty mass 
of voleanic ash, and that their base is the ancient centre 
of = vast submarine volcano that poured out its materials 
during the middle period of tho Upper Trias, before the 

nce of any of these Dolomite * massives, the Rosen- 
p, Lang Kofel, Sella Spitzo, Cima Pasni, Marmolata, 
) now encircle it on all sides. Of far greater 

e ‘ 








here probably the oldest extinct voleano in 

The outbreak of the volcanic activity in the Face Thal, 
and the subsequent formation of the Dolomite ‘massives" 
in the immedinte neighbourhood, are the two great epochs 
in the geologic history of the country, and the sources of 
all that is peculiar and attractive in its scenery. Our 
party visited Vigo together in 1862, and made an ascent of 
s part of the Colpelle Berg, an account of which will be 
found in its place; and I must beg to refer the reader to 
the chapter at the end of the volume, if he desires to 
possess himself of some of the details of its geology. 

‘The day following that of my excursion to Monzoni was 
Sunday, and I attended a late mass at St. Johann’s, at 
eleven—two others, one at five o'clock and one at eight, 
having preceded it. Notwithstanding the earlier services, 
the church was crowded, the and boys standing or 
kneeling in the open space in front of the altar; some 
little urchins even sitting under the altar, while the body 
of the church—not a very small one—was closely packed 
with the old women and maidens of the population, There 
were several pretty faces among the latter, but only one 
or two with light hair and German type of physi 
Their taste and means were principally displayed in the 
ornamentation of their back combs; some were set with 
coloured crystale, while others preferred the milder radi- 
ance of mother-of-pearl. 

Compelled to return to Botzen, I found, om qonticaine : 
Rizzi, that there was a very direct route by the Cares 
Pass to Botzen along the whole course of the Karneid 
‘Thol; and that, though at present only a horse-track, a 
road for carriages was being constructed through the 
depths of the porphyry gorge, from Welschenofen to | 
outlet of the valley into the great Brenuer road. We 
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enofen is about two thirds of the distance from Botzen, 
and the whole route may probably be about twenty-five 
miles. 

On the Monday morning, therefore, taking Grazzioli to 
carry my knapsack, I set out for Botzen by the Caressa 
Pus. The village path, continually sacending, led cireuit~ 
ously round the face of more than one spur, until, on 
arriving at the pass on the line of watershed, I found 
mynolf midway between the ruinous-looking termination 
of the Rosengarten Gebirge, called the Kiilhl Eck, and the 
more massive angle of tho great crescent of the Latemar, or 


nels of water, the primary feeders of the Karneid stream. 
‘Tn the fur distance are the snow-fields and peaks of the 
‘ertlor and Ovtathal. Looking northwards, along the base 
‘of the Rosengarten, the country is bare, the ancient masses 
‘of forest having been cleared away; bat the lower slopes 
of the Latemar, on the south, are pod ‘i 
natural covering, which goes by the name of the ‘ Karer 
‘Wald’ and two lakelets, a little lower down in the same 
stretch of forest, bear the name of the Upper and Lower 
‘Karer See, Gradually the path descends into a hollow 
‘below the lovel of the plateau, the commencement of the 
‘Karneid Thal, and sinks decper and deeper, until it tnkes 
of » narrow valley buried in the depths of 

Porphyry plateau. It emerges at the foot of 
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the Karneid Schloss, picturesquely situated high in sir, 
on a promontory overlooking the Brenner route. The 
valley, with its broad bosses of rich red rock contrasting 
so vividly with the bright greens of its forest coverings, is 
‘8 fine specimen of purely porphyritic scenery, and deserves 
to be studied, though it may not offer a single feature to 
recal the characteristics of the Dolomite world, from the 
borders of which it takes its rise. At the time of my 
journey, the road was not sufficiently completed to allow 
of my traversing the gorge, and at a mile or two below 
Welschenofn I was compelled to take a foot-track, 
pussing along the slope at a considerable height above the 
stream, and coming out into the Eisach Thal on a level 
with the Schloss; but our party went by the lower or 
carriage route to Botzen in 1862, and I refer the reader 
to chapter 16 for further details of its scenery. The 
lakelets just mentioned possess the peculiarity of’ being 
filled with water for only a small portion of the year. 
Up to the middle of June their beds are covered with 
grass, available for pastarage. But in the latter half of 
this month they are in a few days submerged, and so 
remain until the middle of September, from which time 
the water gradually drains away. 

It is singular how frequently the element ‘Kar’ appears 
in the nomenclature of this valley, We have the Xarneid 
Thal and Bach; Kardaun at its mouth, near Botzen, the 
ancient Cardonum; the Karer See and Wald, and the 
Caressa Pass. In the Kalbl Eck it is possible that we 
may have a contraction of an older and fuller form, of 
which ‘Kar’ wasapart. Is ‘Kar’ «German element, and, 
if so, what becomes of the asserted Celtic or Etriscan 
origin of Kardaun, the ancient Cardunum? Yet is not 
this element frequent in other parts of the Alps? We 
have the Kor Spitze in the Lavant Thal, Carinthia, and 
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in the Gader Thal; the Karavanken Alps to the south of 
Carinthia, and the Karwendel Gebirge to the north of 
Innsbruck, on the Bavarian frontier.” 

The Karneid Schloss is a picturesque object in the view 
towards the Dolomites from Botzen, and itself possesses w 
fine view westward, over the Botzen valley. Its history 
involves a link connecting it with the Wolkenstein 
family. The Lichtensteins, the original owners, had 
emigrated from Switzerland in the fourteenth century, and 
had received a grant of the Schloss and Seigniory from 
Duke Albert of Austria, to which Steinegg and Welschen- 
ofen were afterwards added. They became wealthy through 
the acquisition of other estates, and were made Counts of 
the Empire. But having joined the league formed by the 
‘barons of the Etsch against Frederic of the Empty Pocket, 
their castle was stormed by him, and Hans and Wilhelm 
von Lichtenstein fell into his hands. At this crisis, Oswald 
von Wolkenstein generously came forward, and, by the 
payment of a heavy ransom, eventually restored his friends 
to liberty. From this period they continued in peaceful 
possession until the death, in 1760, of Anton, Count of 
‘Lichtenstein, the Iast of his house. At a later date, both 
the property and seigniory were held by the city of Bot~ 
zen; the castle is now, however, in possession of Anton, 
Knight of Goldegg, while the seigniorial jurisdiction has 
for some years past belonged to the Principality of Tyrol. 


+ Dr. Rolle treats the term as a form of the won ' Kahr,’ whence Kobr or 
‘Kor Alp. Me asserts that the Kor Alp of the Lavant Thal,‘ at least,’ deriva 
ite mame fram the existence of several high basins or Kahrs thot are pro- 
losged into deep ravines, radiating in different dirvctions from the contre 
‘of the mountain, ‘The *Car' io Curinthia has o different origin, being 


Sloreni. ‘The original form, * oat ‘or ‘mountain land,” was conrerted 
which again was 

“kara ‘ond euphonised by the Italiane 

i ‘the Curnic Alp is doubtless from 

‘Soren sore, ibentaeel’ yoda apt Dl oeaiSeaNG 
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of plague the family of Lichtenstein had vowed to make 
a pilgrimage, with presents of money and other offerings, 
to our Lady of Weissenstein, should they be preserved 
from the contagion, Weissenstein is a little place on the 
porphyry plateau, about seven miles south of Karneid as 
the crow flies, which possessed at that time a celebrated 
picture of the Madonna. No one in the Schloss was 
attacked by the malady, though great numbers in the 
immediate neighbourhood fell victims. But when the 
plague had disappeared, the Lichtensteiners, forgetting 
their vow, thought they might as well sive the cost of 
pilgrimage. Suddenly the plague returned, and they 
were all laid low in death. On the same night the castle 
doors were heard to fly open, and a troop of pale horses, 
bearing the cloaked figures of the dead, was seen galloping: 
towards Weissenstein, ‘The church door there, opening 
of its own accord, the procession passed in, and the ghastly 
riders threw themselves down with a frightful clatter 
before the holy picture. In the morning, the monks found 
a heap of blackened corpses upon the floor! In this man= 
ner was the breach of faith avenged upon the perjured. It 
is said that 1 representation of this scene still exists in the 

church at Weissenstein. | 

Unfortunately, I found myself detained for a whole 
week at Botzen, tantalised by the fine weather which ! 
prevailed all the time. When released I returned to Vigo 
by way of Neumarkt and Cavalese. 

Neumarkt, like many of the towns and villages in the 
great valley between Botzen and Trent, lies close to the 
foot of its bordering mountains. Its Italian name Egna, 
or Enna, preserves the recollection of a Roman ie 
Endide, as well as of a Schloss Enn that once existed 
gna was built very early upon land belonging 








DR, FACCIHINI. 87 


Prince-Bishop of Trent. In 1222 the town had the 
misfortune to gaffer so much from an inundation of the 
Etech as to require rebuilding, and hence the present more 
frequently used name of Neumarkt. It is the principal 
outlet and inlet for traffic between the ‘Thal and 
‘the Etech region, and the road to Cavalese meres by 
good one, The summit of the pass i 
3,700 feet above the sea, Neumarkt | 

Cavalese is a prosperous-looking town, well placed, with 
& fine Italian church and campanile, and ix the local 
centre of its section of the valley—the Fleims Thal—as 
Vigo ix of the Fases, the upper section of 
Below the town, and across the valley, 
porphyry plateau extends far and 
‘Trent, while above the tow the 


miles; and night surprised me before I | 
ast ascent that led to my temporary home, 
atriral, a hospitable welcome and kind attention to pi 
‘wants of « weary traveller were ready on the instant, 
‘The next day I came across a peasant who had been 
Sccustomed for many years to accompany his master upon 
numerous botanising excursions throughout this region 
‘and the remainder of South Tyrol. This gentleman, Dr. 
‘Facchini, was a practising physician at Vigo, and had 
‘been dead but four yesra.* He bad been an indefatigable 
‘A emmall Saxifage (8 Facials), pecellar tu the Dolomite district, bears 
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collector for a very long period. According to Hausmann: 
(see ‘Flora von Tirol’), he had contributed a greater 
number of new species to the flora of Tyrol than any 
other botanist, and there were very few Alps in his own 
immediate neighbourhood that he had not visited. The 
poor old peasant was enthusiastic in praise of his late 
master, and I much wished that my acquaintance with 
Vigo had been a few years earlier in date. 

It had been my intention to reach Caprile over the col 
of the Val Fredda, about 9,800 feet above the sea, pass 
thence to Cortina, and return by the Val di Zoldo, Agordo, 
and Primiero; but the weather was inexorable. After 
being detained for twenty-four hours at @ small inn near 
the summit of the Pellegrino Thal (6,800 feet above the 
sea) by an incessant pour, sharing with the landlord and 
his wife their cold little bedroom, heaped round with sugar, 
meal, onions, and other odorous stores, I gave up my plans 
in disgust, and returned by Vigo to Botzen, and thence 
to England, the persistent watery skies giving me no 
cause to repent my abandonment of the mountains for 
that eeason, 


A TOUR THROUGH 
SOUTH TYROL, CARINTHIA, AND CARNIOLA 


1861. 


CHAPTER Iv. 
RATZES AND THR SEISSER ALY. 


Phone and Preparations — Lake of Comtarce —A Cross-road to Inns- 
Wruck — The Berg Inet, and Sotitary Crows ‘Sight in the Dili- 
frece—Morning, sad the Grst Dolomite — Ratees Barhhouso— A 
Duy on the Soisee Alp — Custelruth — Ascent of the Hohe Sehlorn 
—Brerm effect — The Castle of Haunnsteln, 


‘Tax lotters of Churchill wore inspiring. We also would 
explore those venerable woods of Schlow Hanenstein, rest 


under the shadow of the Schlern, and tread the breezy 
Seiser Alp, On our friend's return, we mon begun to 
concert an expedition for the ensuing summer of 1861; 
‘aod, as our ambitions grew, determined to comprise in our 
tour not only the proper region of the Dolomites, but also 
large portion of the range of the south-eastern Alps. 
Among these, at intervals, Dolomite formations occur, and, 
Hf not Dolomitic, the scenery is similar in character, from 
the almost universal presence of limestone ; precipice and 
pinnacle still tho chief features of the landscape. 

To arranging this latter portion of the route, our atten= 
tion was drawn to two or three remarkable districts. The 
first was the Gail Thal in Carinthia, » long and very 
marked valley in the map, more so even than that of the 
‘Drave, southward and parallel to which it lie. ‘Murray’ 
‘ww silent about it, One of the most experienced ex 
‘Plorers of this part of the Alps, to whom we applied, had 
fen it only from ono of its boundary ridges So far 

ty was excited by negation, and the only affirma- 








tion that reached ux was very attractive in a 
of view—it was a rare botanical field. Then, 
finger on the map along the chain of the Friulian Alpe, it 
: ‘was arrested by the knotty group of the Terglou, in Car- 
niola, Of this ‘Murray * did say something, and though 
l very brief, it was of the most tempting sort. ‘ Sublime,” 
« ‘magnificent,’ ‘superb,’ were epithets sprinkled plentifully 
through half a dozen paragrapha. Sir Humphry Davy’s 
* Letters and Journals,’ referring to the same district, con- 
veyed the same impression. His visits, repeated during 
several years, proved that his opinion was not hastily 
formed, and that it was from ample observation he said, — 
+E know no scene more sublime than this crest of the — 
Carnic Alps, and there are no streams more beautiful than 
the Save and the Isonzo.’ Lastly, a mountain system 
| remote and unvisited, but offering scenery of the highest 
| order, was brought to our notice in the ‘Transactions of 
the Geological Society of Vienna.’ This was the Steiner 
i Alp. Its situation as one of the final spurs of the great 
Alpine ranges before they sink into the plains of Hungary 
| was a point of interest; and more attractive still, in these 
days of ransacked nature, was the reported difficulty of 
i access to its caldron-like formation, and of accommodation 
at ite single village, It may be found on a good map 
lying north-eastward from the Terglou group, and midway 
between the two great valley outlets of the Drave and the 
Save. 

‘Thus our plans for this journey embraced four distinet 
objects: first, the Dolomite region of South Tyrol; — 
secondly, the Gail Thal in Carinthia; thirdly, the Terglou 
in Carniola, with its adjacent valleys of the Isonzo and the 
Save; fourthly, the ‘Caldron’ of the Steiner Alp in 
Styria. ¥ 
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and ‘Alpenliinder ;? Worl’s ‘ Tyrol,’ admirably detailed for 

pedestrian use; Scheda’s, and the government maps for 
Carinthia ond Carniola—with these and others, through 
many a lamp-lit evening, we traced and pieced our devious 
course under coming summer skies, We were travelling 
all the winter and all the spring, in imagination. The 
journey itself occupied but a small space, in comparison 
with the montha we were busy with it as a bright possible 
to be, picturing our way on the closely fretted map. Such 
pictures the reality is sure to displace, yet substituting 
others which will be permanent additions to the landscape 
gallery of recollection. 

We left England on Monday morning, July 22, 1861, 
and on Wednesday afternoon, about five o'clock, arrived at 
Romanshorn, on the Lake of Constance. The quiet waters 
welcomed our deliverance from the hot and jolting trains 
that fin two days had brought ns from Paris; and a steamer, 
upon whose deck we were almost the only passengers, sped 
swiftly with us into the midst of the smooth expanse, 
What a change from the perplexed web of Swiss railways, 
and the mob of tourists, disgorged upon platforms from 
trains en correspondance, und crammed, and cramming, 
in buffets and *restaurations !” It is trae that, after Zurich, 
the crowd had thinned away, till, on the homely timber- 
Jaden wharf of Romanshorn, we appeared the only pleasure- 
seekers left; but the din was still in our ears, rendering 
tore grateful the calm beauty of the Boden See, 

A clond-land of mountains, Swiss and Tyrolean, cireled 
round the head of the lake upon our right, subsiding, in 
front, into the rolling Bavarian bills at the foot of which 
were faintly acen the towers of Lindau, just emerging 
from the level water-line. Towards these our boat's bows 
were pointed. In its wake a broad stream of rippling 
silver melted on the horizon into the splendours of a aky 


















which justified the pencil of Turner in its m 
mood—eo awept, and flecked, and broken was it by x BS 
coloured wreaths of cloud, suffused with golden light, But 
now, a8 we neared the further shore, began that silent in- 
terchange among the mountain tops which rivets the eye. 
Partly swathed in evening mists, the bare or snow-streaked 
crests glided from behind intervening masses, stood clear 
@ moment, and gave place to others; or suddenly, far up 
through a breaking cloud, shone out a glittering shect of 
snow. With some we had, in former years, made loving 
acquaintance, and eagerly scanned the map for bearings. 

« Yes, that must be Sentis, the great mountain of Appenzel, 
and there to the left, the Grison Horner and Spitzen.” The 
mountain madness was fast seizing upon us; but we re~ 
tained our sanity to enjoy coffee and rolls, neatly laid out 
upon a table-cloth that just shook with the engine thump, 
bat scarcely fluttered in the balmy sir. 

When we next looked forward, the old walls of Lindau, 
girdling a small island or promontory, were well in 
sight; and bebind them, cultivated, village-sprinkled bill 
Sweeping round, our steamer made for a narrow entranee 
between projecting rocks, one of them guarded by a colog- 
sal lion, and in a few minutes settled to the wharf in front 
of an imposing hotel, whose columned portico it would 
have been too much of an affront for an English party to 
avoid. Depositing our baggage, we turned our steps with= 
‘out delay towards the long sea-wall, which connects the 
sland with the mainland, to eatch the last glory of a 
sunset such as we had not witnessed since two years before, 
from the Lido, at Venice, It is trite, but true, tosay there — 
is never anything like it in England; our sunsets, however 
beautiful, are seldom free from a haze thnt blurs their 
splendour. Here, the sky looked barred with solid, clean~ 

















A CROSS ROAD TO INNSBRUCK. os 


ent gold, and strung with jewels, all reflected in the lake, 
and glowing on the fir-off hills. 

We lingered late in the serene air. The music of a band 
im some adjoining gardens came to our cars, charmingly 
echoed by Lindau's ancient ramparts. ‘The pealing of 
vesper bells from churches and convents, near and distant, 
and across the water, made the air resonant with rich 
tones; und the passing of a train of nuns through the red 
gloom, each intent upon her breviary, completed the 
romance of this lovely evening. Poctry may indeed in- 
habit any spot of earth, and any form of huma: 
bare common, and the ‘bald strect,’ may possess it; but 
the poetry of romance requires the consecration of old- 


in. the first leisure of a rapid journey, w 
am scene of choice continental beauty. 


t our route not n 
y indicate ite course, 


five the following morning for Immenstadt, a station upon 
‘the Angsburg railway, we there bade adieu to trains for 
many weeks of travelling, and engaged a long-bodied 
waggonet to Reutto, in Tyrol. It is a croas-road by way of 
Sonthofen, Hintelang, at the foot of the ascent which 
divides Bavaria from Tyrol, and then through a magnifi- 
cent defile unknown to ‘Murray'—the Pass of Gacht— 
into the valley of the Lech, at a point a little above 
Reatte. The day was as bright and charming as July 
could make it. We were joyous at finding ourselyes once 
egain among the purple-sided mountains; delighted at 
their unexpected grandeur; and at Reutte, a dainty little 
supper under the stars, and a violin concert from a neigh- 
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bouring bower, late into the sof night, 
happiest. mood for the morrow. 

Early in the blue morning, ascending by the rock-— 
perched towers of Ehrenberg—the castle which failed to 
stop Prince Maurice on his march to scize Charles V. at 
Innsbruck, we took the road to Lermoos, a three hours? 
drive. Here we halted for the rest of the day. From 
the small triangular plain in which Lermoos stands rises 
the lofty Zag Spitze, and the noble Mieminger Berg, 
the former the highest of the Bavarian Alps, here abut-— 
ting close upon ‘Tyrol. A violent storm played among 
the impending precipices during the afternoon, and, ac- 
cording to Tyrolean custom, the bells of all the villages 
in the small mountain-girdled plain raised their depre- 
eating peal, in divers tones of distance, filling the thun- 
der pauses, An expedition we had planned was baulked 
by the storm; but Lermoos remains a notable recollec= 
tion, and is well worth a longer visit. 

On the third day our departure was delayed by a great 
earth-fall, brought down by the storm, which had destroyed 
some portion of the road; but there remained only forty 
miles to Innsbruck, over the pass of Auf der Fern. This ‘| 
pass is fine with forest gloom, especially on the southern 
side, where the road swings down into s vast wooded 
gulf, at the bottom of which appears the ruin of Sig- 
im) , in the midst of a reedy Inke. ‘The postilion, 
locking the wheels, went blissfully to sleep as we trundled 
down these zig-zags, waking up, by a kind provision of — 
nature, at all the corners. The town of Nassereit, sue- 
ceeds, and then a second pass of inferior height, from’ 
which we descended into the valley of the Inn. 

What valley can compare with this for romantic, and 
yet cheerful, beauty—villages and castle towers on 

















‘knoll —woods eweeping up the slopes, and grand mountain 
forms above ? 

Te was at Tels we struck the stream, where alnendy 
the volame and swiftness of its waters are astonishing, 
By evening-light the Martinswand, the famous precipice 
—uch a one as the English painter, whose name it 
‘recalls, loved to introduce as a side-scene to his grand 
Pperspectives—stood forth to view, loftily bearing itself 
nto the midst of the valley. It remained the challenging 
feature of the landespe till Innsbruck itself filled the 
weont—that queenly town, dear to all who know it, and 
worthy of the vale it rules! 

On Saturday ovening, rejoicing in a week of travel 
happily accomplished, just as it fell dark, and lights began 
to sparkle through the trees and in the rushing waters, 
owe approached the well-known bridge, the *Iun Brack.’ 
Crowds of people filled the roads, the strects, and the 
treeshadid walks, thronging especially the bridge itself, 
‘Then came the dark arcaded street, with only glimmer 
enough to show the golden roof of that oriel window 
‘upon which the Count of the Empty Pocket spent all 
‘is money, to sbow that he had it to spend; and then the 
Ihroad charactoristic Neustadt, with its central statue of 
‘the Virgin, at this time illuminated by numerous lamps, 
and surrounded by kneeling peasants chanting a hymn. 
The stately * Oostorreichischer Hof, where Englishmen most 
do congregate, overlooks it on the right. We preferred 
wi this occasion ite opposite neighbour, *Die Goldene 
‘Soane? under whove gateway we shook off our dust, and 
received the best welcome of the establishinent. 

“Aunsbeuck on a Sunday morning looks to an English. 
io very Sunday-like. All the shops are shut, and the 
crowded. From an varly hour, as in all Catholic 
the music of the mass is heard swelling from 
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every church-door, and here the peasant volees add to its 
depth and fulness. 

‘There is o low hill, the Berg Isel—* Feotetool of the 
Mountains,’ as somebody calls it, for it lies at the foot of 
the Brenner,—overlooking the town. ‘The Tyrolese: Rifles 
eceupy it for their shooting-ground, and have 
it with monuments to the memory of their comrades 
who fell in the wars of 1849 in Italy and Hungary, 
and in the last campaign of 1859. The names of the 
officers in gold letters are followed by thase of the rank and 
file—a heavy list, for the late war was a murderous one 
for the brave Jiigers. Their targets stand in long alleys 
through the trees, the longest ranges extending across the 
ravine of the Sill, which, descending from the Brenner, 
cuts its deep course into the plain at this point. 

It is an historical site. On this spot the French invaders _ 
were three times overthrown in the great year of 1809— 
twice by the hero Hofer, In virtue of that noble struggle 
for hearth and home, Tyrol rivals the classic fame of 
Switzerland herself. Let us hope that Hofer will have a 
better fate than Tell, now consigned to the limbo of 
myths Hofer’s statue in the court church may perbkaps 
do something towards attesting his life in the Beshs bat 
who can say whether, 500 years hence, it will not have 
become simply the embodiment of a national idea? True 
there are his hat and his braces in the museum, but the 
addition of his breeches and boots would avail but little, 
I fear, under proper mythic manipulation. I must confess 
to & special weakness for the hero: his exploits, the story 
of a child’s book, had seized upon a child’s imagination, 
How well at this moment do I recall the last of the 
woodcut ilustrations—the cloaked officer, with bis sword 
drawn, at the head of his great-coated soldiers om the 
moonlit snow, to whom, before the door of the wretched 


ill 
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hovel, his Inst retreat, the betrayed man calmly presents 
himself, saying, ‘IT am Hofer.’ It waa a poor cut, 10 
doabt; bat I have wanted to see the *Jaufen’ ever 
wince. 

_ Winding walks cover the Berg Isel, and several seques- 

we tered seats overlook the gorge through which the torrent 
rushes, deep among trees and rocks, There could be no 
more delicious retreat for a few quiet Sunday hours, In 
the distance shone the epires of the city; behind them 
bung the great curtain of verdant mountain. By noon, 
however, the whole scene was darkened; clouds of dust, as 
‘if the columns of an army were in march, rolled along the 
wide valley, and fell in vohimes upon the ficlds of rye. 
‘Thunder roared from the Brenner, and a storm like that 
‘of Lermoos soon burst over the city. 

‘The Berg Incl for the morning; but for an evening view 
there is avother spot dear to our recollection. As you look 
up from Innsbrock to that wonderful mountain barrier on 
the north—whence, it is said, the wolves look down into 
the streets, and where, in honour of their Emperor, the 
(peasants once wrote his name in miles of bonfires;—at 
about a third of their apparent height, occurs an un- 
ightly scar, the result of extensive quarrying. Just below 
‘this, reached by a very steop footpath through orchards, 
grams, and underwood, is a narrow projecting crag, difficult 
‘1 discover among tho deep furrows of the hill-sides, fringed 
they are by trees and bushes. But, once attained, the 
Visitor is startled to find the small area on its summit— 
some twenty feet by twelve—occupied by prayer-benches, 
and a large crucifix, before which burns a humble lamp, 

“Th fe an oratory perhaps for the use of the quarrymen 
. the object of pious care to a cottage in the 
. From this solitary platform, all Innubrack, 
Fiver, and the valley up snd down, are 
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seen at your feet. Opposite, and lifted high, are the | 
mountains of the Brenner and the Stubay Thals—not yt | 
a single Dolomite: that wild group ia still far sway ti 
the southward. We had discovered this spot on = Saa- 
day evening three years before, and could not spend 
another Sunday at Innsbruck without visiting it again 
The storm was over, and the day closing in peaceful 
sunshine, as we took the winding narrow road by which 
the stone-carts reach the quarry from the village of — 
Hottingen, and, after some trouble, found again the 
lonely cross, From end to end the valley shone in yellow 
light, bursting from the west among clouds and stow 
peaks; while, eastward, the retreating storm relieved i 
gloom the golden hills—a solemn and beoutifal sight 
But the small lamp held no flame! Was the shrine 
deserted? At the moment a shooless Ind emerged from 
below, and, staring) in silence at the intruders, began ti 
trim the little veasel; coon its flickuring light shin 
among the trees, and, as darkness fell, the bleachal ” 
and blood-stained figure on the cross glimmered in it 
beams. | 


Monday morning, July 29, waa serenely bright. ‘That | 
day woek had seen us leaving by the Dover train five 

London Bridge. To-day we were to approach the real 
business of the journey in the Botzen diligence. It did 

not start till two o's the afternoon ; and the delay 
enabled us, among other preparations, 


cient stock of current money, since no town of consequence: 
Jay in our route for many weeks. The bundles of paper 
gulden, and of ten-kreutzer notes, that had to be accom | 
modated in packets and pockets, were astonishing oO 
bohold; but it 4s an easy form of money after all, 


A diligence journey is not generally very agreeable, 
this one wns an exception, ‘The weather was ff 
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less, the dust entirely laid hy the storm of the previous 
day, and the hent tempered by a breeze. Bright Inns- 
bruck and its valley were long in sight, as we crept up the 
broad white roud of the Brennor; and when we crowned the 
ridge, and lost them, there were ample amends in the ver= 
dant hill-sides, sprinkled with villages, and glowing in the 
afternoon sun; and in the vistas on each side, and 
onward to the snowy regions gloriously illuminated. The 
xigzags had lifted us into the basin of the Sill. The 
Patscher Kofel, on the left, showed its bare summit 
ayainst the cloudless blue; and the Stubay Thal, on the 
right, gave a moment's glimpse of its grandeurs, But the 
cheerful scene around was the charm. Population suits 
much a valley 08 this, The shaven lawny slopes invite o 
home; the hillsides are mnde for orc the streams 
are in good fellowship with saw-mills; and alpine terrors, 
high above, give only a few hints of their presence. Son 
Tyrol, like a Swiss valley, swarms with | e+ and 
ing this crowded country wit 
districts of France, one can 
exclamation of the French marshal, * Austria can feat 
armies out of the ground.’ 

‘Two small towns lie in the road, Mattrey and St 
and nt the latter they show, but not to diligence folk, tho 
hed in which Hofer slept the night before on: 
lattles of the Berg Isel, Passing these, 
mountains began to purple at their bases, a 
the heavy vehicles climbing the Inst steps of the Brenner. 
Above, were pine-clothed hills, delicately f 
the sky, and dark silhouettes of rocky forms, edged here 
and there by a star: below, a small lake, and a few 
melancholy houses deep in shade along the bottom of the 
valley. Yet there was blithnoss in the crisp sir, as the 
passengers, all on foot, stepped briskly on, suddenly 
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encountering 1 crowd of soldiers, whose oval and olive 
countenances showed them to belong to the eunny clime 
behind them. After a wide sweep round the basin of the 
lake, we drew up to the solitary post-house of the summit, 
and there was a rush of passengers in-doors for supper 
‘The ald couch supper! Yet not like those of yore, whet 
the guard blew his horn, and the coach-lamps flashed iz 
the sober streets of Bedford or Northampton. Here, = lew 
ground-floor room received the party to a rather oleaginost 

a fore it was finished adeep roar of volo 


he mail was changing horses? 
-laden waggone, long and low, 
| lanterns attached to each nodding 
ud towards Innsbruck, work= 
behind, which required ear 
Our conductor was taking * | 
orses, the whocls, the Iaaips | | 
igers. Then, giving the worl, the | 
the bells to jingle, and with ineres | 
of the breaks and additional | 


of the Brenner; s00n con: 
English dreams, than a ro 
jerking, a stopping and starting, and cca cold, under, 
the brazen glitter of the moon. 

By daylight we should arrive at our destination, and the 
entrance to the Dolomite region. Let me here, therefure, 
my comething more of our intended course, and for what 
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purpose we had taken the Brenner route. Churchill has 
told how he spent four days at Ratzes, the little bath-house 
under the Sehlera, ‘That was to be our first resting-place, 
selected because of its easy access from the Botzen road, 
and as the best point for the ascent both of the Schlern 
and the Selsser Alp—that grand plateau surrounded by 
Dolomite peaks, over whose pastures lies the track to 
Cumpitello, This latter village, at the head of the Faas 
Thal, would be our next quarters for a night or two, 
and then, leaving his former route, we proposed to pass 
ly the north face of the Marmolata, o 

(whose summit only be had sa 


we should cress the sadiitali w 

read. In this way, the principal 1 

be Intereected on « line running di 

Betzen; and Churchill’: rambles of the pr 

ttilived and extended. He had then started for his adven- 
tures from the small post-house of Atzwang, fourteen miles 
shove Botzen; and to this spot also « ls 

taken, the diligence being due there about 3.30, a. We 
had written from Innsbruck for a baggage-horse to be in 
readline, and, for the rest, proposed that our wives ahould 
there taste, for the first time, the pleasures of pedes- 
trianism. 

‘Sterzing is at the Brenner foot, but we passed it in the 
dark and askep, unmindful of its pictarceque strovt of 
‘Tans, and of the * Post,’ which had once been hospitable to 
‘Ws: no alto the weird Steringer Moos, though who knows 
‘bat that the ghostly combatants of 1797 might: have been 

welding midnight review on thut field of slaughter. At 





toa THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS. 





the centre of the fight, when the ‘ Capachino’ Spechlacher == 
and Hofer harried and destroyed a French marshal's army es 
for miles along this deep ravine. Then came the epick == 
and span Austrian fortress of Franzensfeste, with its dreary 
lengths of wall, an incongruous object in the forest defile; = * 
and at two in the morning we entered the vacant square of = 
a town, where, without driver or conductor, we were leh <3 
for some quarter of an hour, horses and passengers all i 4) 
napping together. There were the footsteps of a sentinel, — 4 
und the glimmer of his bayonet, and that is all the impress —— 


sion that any of us have of the city of Brixen! An hour 
Inter, and the dawn was breaking far above our heads, for 
we were descending the grand dofile of the Kunter’s Weg, 
a misty depth still below us on the left, and vines in rich 
abandonment trailing by the road-side, An early peasant 
now and then, guiding bis harnessed bullocks, gave the 
first signs of life; the narrow street of Kliusen gave 
more; and when we pulled up at the next post station the 
day was all astir. It was four o'clock; the eonductor, 
opening the doors, announced Atzwang: the baggage was 
pat upon a bench, the diligence rolled away, and, rather 
dazed and chilly, we stood at the uninviting door, waiting 
for the bespoken horse, and with our morning's work 
before us. 

But it was the threshold of the Dolomites. The sky was 
without a vapour, and the highest villages were already 
sparkling in the sun. Our spirits rose with the pocasion. 
Coffee and bread beguiled the time while the bags were 
thrust into sacks, which were adjusted with difficulty upon 
a sturdy broad-backed horse; and by five o'clock, crossing 
a bridge to the left-hand bank of the Eissch, wo struck 
the steep ascent: first, through vineyards growing almost 
perpendicularly; then, scattered orchards and corn-patehes: 
lastly, pine-woods—all at a similar slant. Tf at ome mo- 
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mont we passed a cottage door, the next we were looking 
down its chimney. The track, too, was rough and narrow 
—more like a staircase of rude steps than a path; s0 that, 
at almost every turn the labouring horse, and all the party, 
stopped for breath. But then at every tum the views 
developed in greater loveliness. The red porphyritic soil 
of the terraced vineyards, and small cultured plots, min- 
gled deliciously with the bright green of grass and foliage, 
molting on the opposite side of the valley into more 
delicate tints, ax recesses in the hills, each with its village 
cunpanile, opened to sight. Southward was the blue 
hollow in which Botzen lay, and over all was spread the 
mellow softness of a southern atmosphere. Judge whether 
our early walk was not delightful ! 
Im aboot an hour and a half—* There !* cried Churchill, 
‘there is the Hohe Schlorn!’ and through and topping 
the trees abore appeared its pale isolated peaks, rising 
higher and looming darker at overy stop; till, after we had 
sarmountel the first shoulder of the hills, and entered up- 
M Deh ia pain a) oe epee 
, shooting up in pinnacles and walls of rock, with 
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better approach can be made to Dolomite sconery. I 
splendid features break sublimely upon the sight in the 
noble towers of the Schlern, and it ix here advantaged by 
a rare alliance with history and romance. You have just 
climbed out of the deep ravine of the Kunter's Weg, 
through which pours all the modern traffic of the Bres- 
ner; and now stand upon the slopes where the Roman and 
ival road was carried, and village names speak of 
‘Those forests before you are the sume 

whose “greenness is celebrated in the venerable * Helden 
Buch, the precursor of the *Niebelungen-Lied ;" and the 
hloss Hauenstein, the eyrie of the ane 


‘The two hours which yet remained were, however, rather 
trying to our Indy pedestrinns—not to say that the wast 
of bedl-rest, and the effects of cramped limba, were felt by 
all. But the Schlern folk had put a wooden bench: 

a gush of water from a small pipe among ferns and) 
—just the place for a rest: and every << 
showed expanding prospects; and ranges of snowy apy 
clear to the faintest outline, began to lift themselves inte 
the tender aky to the west and north, Farther on, the 
yellow walls of a ruin peered out of the woods, and that 
was Hauenstein! Yet still the path turned anil turned, 
and climbed steep after steep, through dark alleys among 
the pines, a roaring stream showing here and there 
glimpses of its foam. At lat a few loungers—not tour- 
ists, and yet scarcely peasants—indicated an approach to 
somewhere; but it was not till within a few yards of the 
building itself that the humble bath-house of Ratzes came 
in sight, jammed close under the precipices of the Schlern 
to the right; while on the left rose the sides of the Selsser 
Alp, a thick mass of wood. The only open space was the 
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little patch of green about the house; the only view was 
of the nightmare rocks overhead, the pine tranks, and the 
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farrent, which, hitherto more heard than seen, tow op- 
petred fretting from the dark mouth of a gorge. 


— i 











Wh Jy a slngalan pot fend the oO shit 
buildings connected by the covered bridge-like 


first sight, and do not improve upon farther acquaintance. oan! 
But the long journey had brought us to the first halting- —= 
place among the Dolomites, and we were not disposed to <="? 
be fastidious, Several women, chatting and kwitting, —7 
occupied the gallery; and several men, chatting and 21 
smoking, the shady side of the house, and an open shed =! 
upon the grass, Our appearance drew all eyes, and the == 
Kellnerin—a very sweet-looking girl, but not the ame, = —= 
Churchill whispered us, who bad danced so deftly while > 
she served his dinner—quickly descended to meet us 
Her voice and manner, and delicately formed figure, 
seemed strangely inappropriate to her calling; but her 
intelligence and activity as Kellnerin were invaluable. 
Yet, with all the good-will in the world, she could not at 
the first offer us a welcome, for the house was entirely 
full. How had we pictured to ourselves cool rooms, het. 
water, tubs ad libitum, and refreshing changes of ral- 
ment! Now, with our baggage in a heap on the ground, 
and the nearest village more than an hour distant, we bad 
to discuss an imminent disarrangement of our plans, 
Knowing that we were out of the track of tourists, it had 
not occurred to us that a hath-honse might nevertheless 
be full of patients! Under any perplexity, if you cannot 
sleep upon it, the next best thing is to dine upom it; 
and baving spent, as it seemed, already half the day, 
although it was not yet ten o'clock, we adopted this 
resource. Difficulties begun to disappear with the courses. 
‘The soft-voiced Kellnerin, the sharp-voiced but not 
iNl-disposed Wirthin her mistress, and an old woman 
acting as grand-chamberlain, held council round the table, 
ending in the offer of the landlady's room—if we did 
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tind herself and children passing through it to a small 
inner spartment—and of another in the basement among 
the baths, By the stern rule of alternating choice, ad- 
hered to during all our journeys, Science on this occasion 
went below, accompanied in a cheerful spirit. of martyr- 
dom by his wife; while we of the pencil and brush settled 
into quarters almost as undesirable from their publicity— 
® dofect in some degree remedied by driving nails in the 
walls, stretching a cord across, and suxpending two or 
three shocts opportanely discovered ina wardrobe. The 
contrivance was not, however, quite to the taste of the 
whl lady-chambertain, 

By the following night two better rooms fell to our 
share; but if any one thinks of Rates as a summer 
retreat, or oven for a night's quarters, it should be dis- 
tinetly known that it is a very rough place—far below the 
ordinary comforts of a country inn. ‘The best rooms are 
hat bare narrow chambers, with a couple of deal beds in 
meh, blankets and counterpanes none of the cleanest, and 
ene «mall window, admitting what light can be reflected 
ander the screen of woods and rocks. Below stairs, a 
soppy wand indicates hydropathy ; and outside, the car is 
‘fatigued by the unceasing rush of water, and, from earliest 
ihywn, the clatter, the dabble, and thud, thud, of washer- 
formes. (ne large low room, with deal tables soiled and 
stalned, forms the salle, both #4 manger’ and ‘de récréa~ 
tiom”—the latter consisting chiefly of cards and smoking 
‘To the cards the mon sit down, with their hats on, at any 
hour of the day, shouting, screaming, and banging their 
fists upon the boards, But at seven in the morning, and at 

wen in the evening, all crowd into the little chapel ; these 

camot enter standing on a gallery round a window 
h affords a peep into the interior. A friar—there are 
or three of these cowled and sandaled yer- 








10 mE DOLOMITE 9 


joins in a noisy meal at one long coarsely furnished 
A recess in this room offered some refuge to the more 
quietly dispored, and ire arranged our male et Home wiae) | 
the crowd had dispersed; but the general aspect was that 
of a workhouse, without its English discipline and cleanli- 
ness. Yet the people were good-natured and cordial, The 
gallery connecting the sleeping-house with that containing 
the ‘ Speisesaal’ and kitchens being a favourite lounging- 
place for shade, view, and proximity to the chapel, it was 
difficult to thread one’s way along it, and to acknowledge 
becomingly the nods, becks, smiles, and friendly words 
with which our passage was unfailingly saluted. Although 
most were of the peasant or small-proprietor class, there — 
wero two or three families from Botzen, and other places 
farther south, whose appearance and manners were every 
way agreeable; and some of the monks, one of whom was 
a Professor of Natural History at Botzen, were courteous and 
educated men. The great heat of the valley of the Adige 
drives its inhabitants during the summer to mountain — 
retreats like these. A favourite resort is the Rittner Alp, 
rising behind Botzen on the western side of the valley 
the Eisach; others avail themselves, notwithstanding the 
rude accommodation, of the Ratses baths. d 
‘These are arranged on the ground-floor of the building, 

and present a singular appearance. The waters of two 
springs, one chalybeate and the other sulphurcous, rising 
out of beds of augite porphyry, and of bituminous lime 
stone, in the recesses of the ravine, are laid on through 
several damp-looking rooms, where rows of wooden eoffins — 
—literally such if appearance goes for anything—are dis 
posed, into which the water is turned fur use. A hole 
in the lid allows the paticnt’s head to protrude, 
upon a board, while the rest of the body has 
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watery grave. Curtains divide these social sarcophagi from 
each other, if desired, but they are generally withdrawn, 
and the members of a family or acquaintances lie in 
friendly communication, like the damned in Dante's fiery 
sepulebres, eave that fire is exchanged for water, and 
groans and sighs for cheerful talk and laughter. 


remained for nearly © week, and having ity to do 
abroad, with splendid weather to do it i 
within door were not hard to bear. The p 


district, both in Roman and Mediaval times. 
| delightfully diversifcd by cultivation; woods, orchards, 


from Ratzes almost every path leads towards 
teolf, On 
aay a lofty side-scene, rises to the sky the 


flanks; behind you are the steeps of the 
the ascent to the Seiser Alp; towards the 











ae 








right extend the rolling hills among which rath 
various hamlets nestle, backed by the distant masses of 
the Brenner; und in front, if you have chosen the proper 
hour, you will see the sun set behind the snowy ranges of - 
the Adamello and the Oertler. Such was the view displayed 
to us on our first evening walk; and, returning through 
the dark woods, the lights of the little bath-house looked 
home-like after all. 

I was eager to set foot on the Seisser Alp, and the 
following day waa devoted to it. Cliurchill has already 
described his visit to this Alp, but it is so important a 
feature in the Western Dolomites, that I may be allowed 
to give my own impression as T now made my first 
acquaintance with its scenery. The paved pathway from 
Seiss to the summit passes along the western face of the 
Puflatach at a considerable height above Ratzes; it can be 
reached by various paths from chalet to chilet on the 
gmy slopes, at a point about half an hour below the 
brow of the Alp. The paths fully exposed to the morp- 
ing sun, and the paved truck burning with the reflected 
heat of the rocks above, were so trying to S. and A., that 
furnished with provisions for the day, Churchill and I 
pressed on alone. Looking backward, the snowy range 
was seen greatly extended towards the north, comprising 
not only the Adamello and Oertler Spitze groups, but also 
the mountains of the Octzthal, Every peasant pointed 
out the Intter with promptness, Some were 
with the Oertler as well, but none knew anything of the 
Adamello, except that it was a mountain in ‘Welsehland, 
or foreign parte It fe singular that on the same horizon 
an almost continuous line of mountains should be so dif 
ferently known. ‘The summit of the Seisser is re 
a gap in the rim, and looking back through 
Schlern, which had been growing more impo 
every step, is een filling up the spaco—n 























air; and the whole surface was diversified 
bright velvet green where it was mown and 
leaf where the cut hay lay; a dull green qpedied ee ee 
with flowers, where the crop was yet untouched; and yel- —@ 
low in the marshy bottoms, I spent a joyous day roaming sama 
from swell to swell of the noble Alp; dining on a smooth <a) 
knoll, where every passing haymaker wished one ‘guten <= 
appetit ;’ and did not turn homeward till the western skye = 
was all a-glow. At the brink of the descent T waited for—m—y 
Churchill, and soon the clink of his alpenstock, and the=s=a0 
sound of his voice in conversation with a peasant, fara 
heard in the still air, gave notice of bia coming. He hadi 
lost much time, and found little to reward him, among the 
entangling pine-wonds at the foot of the Lang Kofel. 

It was time to hurry down, but the descent scomedi==— 
interminably deep and steep; and after leaving the paved 
track, short cuts only brought us to impossible edge, ==" 
which it was necessary either to skirt or hark back froma 
and the woods were full of pine stumps, white faces oft<—? 
rock, and blacknesses of fern or moss. Ratzes seemed tox 
have sunk miles deep since the morning; but at last we" 
came upon S— and A—, sitting disconsolately on a= 4 
pine log under the stars, and they led us, now almost 
blind with staring for the path, into the radiance of the==* 
friendly Ratzes lights, which were not long in guiding us=——=* 
‘home.’ 

‘Thursday—of course the Schlorn. No! despite the <= 
marvellous purity of the atmosphere, which promised a — 
perfect prospect, we looked up at its aérial battlements, 
and—let it alone; assigning several good reasons, which 
would not have signified a rush had we been up and 
girded by four o'clock in the morning. ‘That we were not, 
was & weakness; and as, during the day, the still un- 
clouded pinnacles met our view, we felt that we were 
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trifling with golden opportunities. The day was given to 
fuxurious idling, yet not without a purposo, for we walked 
over to Castelrath, where our landlady owned an inn, the 
* Red Horse,’ at present in charge of our charming Kellne- 
tin's sister. Though very hot, it was a delightful walk of 
four or five milex over the open. Narrow paths, rudely 
paved, led through grass, or round plots of able, and 
yometimes under shade of the yet unstripped ash trees, 
from cottage to cottage, and from barn to burn, where the 
ails were busy. Castelruth, however, is in such a hollow 


of houses on a small hill, was a eudd 
*Red Horve’ is by no means the or 
stood at a fountain in « stragglin, 


‘Bot equal herself in good looks, was quite un tasteful 
and apt; and the cool rooms of the “Horee,' beautifully 
clean, and empty of guests, the dinner, and the coffce, 
gare na large content, and drew down odious comparisons 
upon Ratzes, Castelrath would certainly offer far more 
eligible quarters for tourists in general. 

On the rocky bill below the villago is a chapol to St, 
Kummernitz—a lady be it understood, though you might 
nut have guessed it, for she wears a beard; but that is tho 
miracle, and therefore quite easy of comprehension. The 
beard was o protection granted by heaven on account of 
the pertinacity of her suitors, and is said to have been 
‘entirely mcceasful. It is still flourishing on her statues 
but we preferred to rest upon, instead of climb, the ledges 
of rock, lizard-haunted, which lead to the shrine. The 

light glorified the distant Sehlerm, aloft over the 
of the houses; that was something worth gazing wt. 
- a2 





née THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS. 


‘Also a protty vista of a vale opened toward the east, cheer 
fully dotted with chilets and farms, and patehed all over 
with bright grass plots, red arable, and yellow corn, inter- 
spersed with copse-wood—nothing particular to look at in 
itself; there may be many such vales. But here, at the 
farther end, to dignify and dominate the otherwise homely 
‘acene, uprose two or three grey wizard peaks of the inevi 
table Dolomite—hoary prophets of evil, or witacases of « 
by-gone wrath : whieh you please, 

We lingered too long, yet could not refrain from 
halting on our return, for a last view of Castelruth, 
backed with pine-wood hills, and over them the tossing 
lines of the Brenner mountains, now purple under « 
gathering storm, which presently lighted us through 
the twilight with ominous flashes. Hardly could we trace 
the path, and the darkness of the Ratzes woods was 

J. Sooner than we thought, a steady Light 

the trees, but there was something uncanny 

in the look—something to remind one these were the 
woods of old romance. A fow steps further, and the 
flattering imp turned to a brilliant glow-worm on the 
bank, almost bright enough to read by. No thanks to it, 
but to the white ‘Kithleborn’ of a torrent, rushing through 
the forest, that we found our way to supper and our beds 

‘The next norning, knocked out of bed before four o'clock 
by a guide who would stand no more nonsense, and leay= 
ing our wives to make another night of it if they liked, 
we made busty breakfast of * cioccolata’—here, and in all 
these parts, a handy and comfortable bererage—and 
stuffing a wallet with hard-boiled eggs and bread, in 
which pats of butter were cunningly inserted, ‘took ap" 
the gully beyond the house, rejoicing to soe the peaks of 
Schlern still clear in a stainless sky. It was time to do it, 
for over-night, on entering the Speisesaal, « rubicund 
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dame rushed up in great excitement to inform us that she 
Ind that day accomplished the ascent on her way from 
Botzen, pointing to her lobster complexion in proof of the 
exploit, a result which, perhaps, did not encourage S— 
and A—— to follow her example. It was certain, however, 
that our Botzen friend, whatever her hardihood, could not 
have accomplished the scramble which now occupied ux 
for nearly « couple of hours—petticoats forbad, She had, 
indeed, avoided it by a considerable détour. Yet petti- 
coats might not have been the difficulty, for ono of the 
Ratzes arrivals was in the shape of avery large and solemn- 
looking lady, astride upon a donkey, with a result it is 
better not to speak of, but which she did not seem to 
caro for, ax sho gravely returned our salutation, But 
to return; we were climbing up the steepest hill-side 
that pines could grow upon, with symptoms of a path 
Somotimes—sometimes none, the principal tokens thereof 
being axe notches, like stiles in a Yorkshire wall, 
cut in the large trunks of fallen pines where they lay 
scross the track; or, again, where, at frequent intervals, 
deep funnel shooting downwards, worn by water to its 
backbues, showed faint footmarks across it, always glit- 
tering with wet, and often upon the ledge of an actual 
‘waterfall. These mountain woods are usually strangely 
‘silent, but hero the lively notes of finches cheered the 
‘Teceset, and answered to the morning sunshine, 

- Insomothing under two hours sky light appeared through 
the treet, and we stepped again upon the Seisser Alpat one 
corners Across the deep ravine beside us 
Schlern, sending down its walls to an unseen 
and rising loftily above. Its real summit, now 
visible, was to be attained by heading 
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Zibne peaks. But a hospitable eenner, eee 
hut, just on the edge of the alp, detained us a few minutes 
An unaffected delight at seeing “Englinder, and the ready 
proffer of a bench and a milk bowl, claimed some response 
on our part, So we sat awhile in the black interior among 
the cheeses, answering the questions of the worthy folk, 
whom O——amazingly impressed with the information that 
England was distant ‘a thousand hours” As we departed * 
wo heard the good man atill repeating to his wife as they 
stood at the door, *Taasend stunden !—tausend stunden!* 

Crossing a rapid stream which tumbled inte the ravine 
on our right, we ascended the hill-side, turning now 
towards the Schlern itself. ‘The climbing was only tedious, 
and chiefly through the dwarf creeping pine scrub that 


ae on which B Berlepsch has well described; it twists 
and writhes, and mate its branches over large surface, 
without any appearance of separate stems. Occasionally 


y red-hided oxen, more like denizens of fat 
English counties than of altitudes like these. They were 
probably brought from the Italian plains for the summer, 
but they had learnt to climb well, Higher, we began to 
skirt the brink of precipices and to look down long chasms, 
in winter choked hundreds of feet deep in snow, and even 
now floored with white. Surmounting this second steep 
ascent, wo reached # plateau, answering to the Seiser Alp 
below, and sloping gradually to the summit of the Sehlern. 
It was a garden of Alpine flowers—gentians, anemones, 
Alpine thrift, and ‘Edelweiss’ enough for a score of courte 
ships. In little more than four hours after leaving Ratzes, 
we stood upon the edge of those tremendous precipices: 
which, from the bath-house, seemed to belong only to the 
eagles. We might have pitched a stone upon the roof 
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the building, a tiny toy-house, four or five thousand feet 
below, and our guide, selecting a fissure as a funnel for his 
voice, directod down it a long ululation, We watched 


which gives grandeur to the Sch! 
and lofty, can searcely be found out of 
district. 
OF course, from every mountain top one sees a larger 
slice of the world than ordinary, an: 
walle roand with a wand to the sever: 
The peculiar features were: first, the 


tae One of these heaps, 
from the actual brink, form 


at work. Secondly, as to the iow: there was “the hazy 
txpanse southward where the hills | faded into Veootis; and 
lo west and north the snowy ranges ali °F 
commencing with the Adamello, and cli 
aumberless peaks till they ended, as we bolic 
Grow Glockner itself, far to the north-east. But, thirdly, 
tad this is the sight to be soon, round the eastern half of 
the prospect, stood the Dolomite brethren of the Schlern, 
all peaks, bosses, and walls, cut against the sky in 
‘endless diversity, from the near-at-hand Ross Zahne and 
Rosengarten, to the Marmolata, monareh of them all, 
‘Brom whore white summit of snow a wonderful precipice 
Fell abruptly on the south. There was even a distant peep 
sof the Samo di Pelmo, a tower like that which Babel might 
p, and which would be voted utterly inaccessible, 





les" 
bod not Mr, Ball brought from the summit some rare 
plants, Of course the Platt Kogel, and Lang Kofel stood 
out grandly upon the rim of the Seisser, which last 
twenty-five hundred feet below, lay like a tumultwous 
carpet, scored with the browa seams of its now empty 
water-courses, 

We did not mcan to hurry down. After dining at s 
slender rill among the hummocka, the guide, who bad ao 
other function, went to sleep; Churchill to prowl ameng 
rock crevices, poking out their tiny dowerets; and T did 
duty with my skotch-book, How still it was! While 
busy with peneil and brush, 4 nibbling at my side be 
trayed a fat mouse, vigorously engaged upon the greasy 
leather of the guide’s pouch. Tn default of pouches, what 
does the creature live upon nine thousand fret in air? 
Ite next attack was upon my boots, and though oftes 
repelled, ite familiarities were as often renewed, 

It was difficult to sct the first foot downward from such 
a noble platform, but a storm brewing southward helped 
us to do it. By the time we reached the Seisger Alp, thix 
same storm afforded a rare spectacle of grandeur. It was 
sweeping over the Mendola, and other ranges weet of 
Botzen, and under its dark arch, and through its veil of 
rain, were acen shining the Oertler Spitee, and its snowy 
compeers, still bright in the »n—a lovely vision, as if 
the clouds had lifted to show a glimpse of paradise! To 
prolong the sight, and avoid the fatiguing gully up whieh 
we had toiled in the morning, we crossed the Scisser to its 
usual exit by the side of the Paflatsch, and dropped 
into the Ratzes woods shortly before six. 

Saturday should have been cooler for the storm, but om 
the contrary was beyond anything sultry. It was an 
opportunity to visit the sloppy bath-foor. But we gentle 
men drew back rather hastily at espying the jolly counte- 
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nance ofthe Botzen lady under one of the coffin-lids, and 
our wives were for beating a similar retreat when they 
recognised her black-bearded husband perdw in an ad- 
joining sarcophagus. They both invited entrance, however, 
im euch bearty tones, that we returned in a bedy, and 
spent quarter of an hour of needless condolence. 

For us, a plensanter retreat during the hot hours wax 
the Hauenstein Schloss. From almost every direction its 
pellow fragment of a tower ix seen jutting from a rock 
on the wooded flank of the Schlern; but we had post- 
poned a visit till some Icisure time. The wood-paths 
now offered grateful shade under the noonday heut, and 
im about half an hour we reached the ruin. A goat or 
two were browsing within, peering out of the gaping 
holes which once were windows,—porhaps profaning that 
where, according to the Castelruth legend, the imprisoned 
wife lay dead with streaming hair. The ruin is too com- 
plete, and it ix difficult to invest the place with itt proper 
Mmoepbere of romance, Should the reader ever find 
himeelf at Ratzes, let him reserve Hauenstein for erening 
whales. Then the woods around, the preeipices above, 
the yillagesprinkled slopes below, and the far dark 
mountains, may shed forth some of the poetry which 
once filled tho soul of the Minnesinger, and which, 
earlier still, drew from the unknown author of the * Helden 
‘Buch’ bis commendation of the Hauenstein ‘ Grane Tas.’ 


a 


CHAPTER V. 
RATZES TO CORTINA. 


Departure from Raten—Sunday on tho Seineer Alp—The Herdman's 
Hut—Tho Col and the Duro Thal —Campitello—Tho Feria — 
Tho Fodain— Gorge of Sottaguda— Caprile, Mente Civink and 
Lago Alleghe—Sta. Lavia, and tho Pass of the Gusolla—Dolemitie 
muaryels— Descent upon Cortina, 


Wr had intended to paas over on Saturday to Cawpitelle, 
but the only procurable horse at the present hay season 
was one belonging to the baths, which, being emplayed all 
the week in fetching provisions from Atzwang, eould only 
be spared on a Sunday. Nor could we well have ventured 
in face of the opprossive and foreboding heat that day. 
‘The expected storm came in the afternoon, For many 
hours it raged among the precipices of the Schlern; ax 
night drew on, their stark shapes were photographed from 
instant to instant on the blackness, and illuminated 
crimson and blue by turns, as if for pyrotechnic display, 
‘The covered gallery was crowded with spectators during 
this magnificent performance, till swirls of wind and rain 
drove everybody into better shelter. Yet it was held to 
be of good promise for the morrow, and before we went to 
bed the burly-burly had passed on northward, and the 
stars were shining in a clear sky. 

Sunday morning was bright to a fault; the horse was at 
our disposal, aud we yielded to the circumstances which 
seemed to compel our making use of it on that day. 
was certain that Ratzes would be very gay and noisy 5 they 
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were preparing for a dance in the afternoon, and we knew 
‘that the solitary hills would at least afford us some hours 
of congenial quiet. We should have started early, but the 
man who was to take charge of our baggage, first attended 
ive o'clock rans at Seiss, and it was nearly eight before 
owe gotaway. Though not dependent upon him asa guide, 
‘Churchill having crossed the col the year before, it was 
desirable to see him well en route; then man and horse 
took their own pace and course, and we ours. 

A crowd of affectionate friends assembled in the gallery 
to witness our departure, and waved hata and hands, as we 
fillowed our possessions, at first wagging rather ominously 
em the packsaddle, up the stony wood-path. Sooth to 
say we were rather tired by this time of Ratzes and its 
inmates, including certain spiders, some six inches from 
toe to toe, in joint possession of the bedrooms; and it 
‘was with some feeling of relief that wo climbed the peace 
fal hill-side. The ascent to the Scisser Alp was a steep 
beginning for 8 — anid A; but belped by the morning 
coolness, ard rewarded by the growing prospects, widening 
‘at every step till the violet distance was set all round with 
& delicate fringe of mow peaks, they kept well at it, and 
‘at length upon the broad undulating surface of 
‘now empty of its haymakers, who had all gone 
the valleys for the day. Then it was nothing but 
‘Sroll slowly over the rolling expanse of smooth 
and to rest in the ahude of deserted cbillets, 









ni was a clear vista to the snowy Norie chain. 
one, Wrapped in the deepest Sabbath repose, 
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specks upon the green Alp hills—till we finally lost the 
over the col. 

Five hours passed in lelsurely progress; then, being 
some way up a second stecp ascent, by which we should 
leave the Scisser Alp at its southern corner, and croes over 
the ridge between the Ross Zihne on the right, and the 
Platt. Kogel on the left, into the Duron Thal, we called « 
halt at a herdsman’s hut, this side of the mountain being 
devoted to cattle. 

A reat under a roof, however humble, however rnde the 
seats and fusty the smells, is far more of a rest than 
under the open sky; aud a meal is far more of a meal if 
you can add to it a bowl of milk. Here—in the dark ani 
amoky interior, fall of odd shelves, lumber, wooden wutes- 
sils, pans of milk, conspicuous in their whiteness, and 
rows of formless objects, discovered to be cheeses—we 
spread out our stores. Milk was ladled plentifully inte » 
wooden bowl, by a kindly, wrinkled old crane, who, when 
we were satisfied, returned to her own domestic concerns, 
holding 1 


tenie made: aga which, tied in a handkerchief, wat 

, up the blue mountain-side,p—up into 
the basking ‘wunlig! t there, where some member of the 
family was on duty with the herd. Every atep or chance 
sound was distinct in tho noonday stilinces—a distant goal 
blest, or the cluck of a fowl on the doorstep; and in the 
various corners where we had niched ourselves to rest, the 
effect was so Iulling, that perhaps some of us almout forgot 
our whereabouts that Sunday afternoon, and were rather 
startled at the summons to step out again into the ‘hia 
air of a mountain solitude. 

Far above, on thesides of the Platt Kogel to the left, shone 

a small white chapel, marking a shorter, but much mare 





‘THE DURON THAT. 135 
precipitous, pass into the Duron Thal. We followed the 
easier path close to the Ross Zéibne, and to the great walls 
of rock which stretch between them and the Rosengarten. 
‘These wore beginning to throw: afternoon shadows, while 
the hill-sides opposite glowed with solid colour. It was a 
stoop climb over green bosses, where all track was lost, 
towards the notch in the ridge, which indicated the sum- 
mit of the col; and here occurred a first specimen of the 
Augite porphyry in mame’ of blackish and rounded rock, 
protruding from the graasy bases of the hills like huge 
@epbants, very uncouth and Indian-looking. It lines the 
Deron Thal to a considerable extent—a total contrast 
‘beth in form and colour to its tall Dolomite neighbours. 
At last, upon the crest, the path, again visible, dropped 
iastantly on the other side into the long trough of the 
Duron valley, fenced on the south by prodigious mural 
precipices, 

At that spot we spent a half-hour to remember; the 
‘new valley, yet untrodden, opening at our feet, and a new 
world of mountains, yet unexplored, peering up, one 
behind the other. Among them, in obvious domination, 
ows the Marmolata itself, with its hood and robe of snow 
‘threwn back to the north, and its bare front lifted to the 
But we looked most at those we were leaving, 
which the first downward step would shut us 
no more for at lont thie year’s journey, 
Noric range, which bad been our chann 











a4 
was very remarkable, as if the rade German hand bel 
already given place to that of Italy; and a few chalet, 
closed and silent, bordered a bright stream, whose wind — 
ings caused us some trouble, having frequently to extem- 
porise a bridge of logs or stones, Otherwise the scene 
was as aweet, and the path us soft, as that of Christian 
by-path meadow; while there was no chance of baying, 
like Christian, mistaken the way. But the pastoral seese 
came to a sudden end, and such as Bunyan's imagination 
would have delighted in. ‘The valley floor broke off 
abruptly into the abyes of a savage gorge, where the 
atream, transformed to foam, dashed madly down tewanl: 
the village of Campitello, whose roofs were now visible below 
like small brown mats spread out upon a slope. Here we 
met our man and horse returning, anxious to save day 
light. Enforcing upon us the number of times we mit 
eross and recross the torrent by various crazy bridges, be 
parted with a hearty hand-shake all round. Evening was 
indeed comi fast from the depths, and we Fingered | 
no | crumb of biscuit and last drop of cali | 
toa had been consumed, and we began to think of supper: 
yet it was nearly seven o'clock before we found ourseive 
among the dispersed and forlorn-looking houses of the 
Tialian hatalet. The six hours assigned by the peasants 
to this pass we had extended to ten. 

Churchill had retained feeling remembrance of very 
short commons at ‘Bernard’s’ in 1860, and our baggage 
had therefore been directed to another inn, of which we | 
had heard at Ratzes. There we found it, but the people — 
candidly admitted they could not provide for our meal, — 
and a glance at their beds made it equally clear theycould 
as little furnish us with lodging, ‘The other house looked 
better, but the door opened upon an ill-fevoured company, | 
shouting, smoking, drinking, and gambling; and sulky 
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ooking landlord suntered out, pipe in mouth, to know 
what we wanted—waiting to be told rather than econde- 
scending to ask. Here was an arrival! You may picture 


pected. 
Meanwhile there was o dreary interval, and the state of 
the Tarder was not encouraging. Meat there was none; 
‘but to awnit and hasten something in the shape of supper 
we descended to a gloomy ground-floor room, passing to it 
gingerly and swiftly throogh the emoking and card parties, 
“There, established with a single candle, whose light was 











a knife, sometimes a spoon, now a fork, and ] 
arrived, as if the house were being rummaged for the 
silent resignation of our wives became 
too and we saw that @ crisis was at hand. 
Seizing, the tea-canister, Churchill and I invaded 
the kitchen, where desultory attempts were making to 
coax a firs We demanded fresh wood, we collected all 
the jugs, we actually succeeded in boiling—yes, boiling— 
water in a large pan, We demented Bernard with requi- 
sitions, Thon, with the steaming tea-jug, we returned into 
the ‘presence ;’ a motley procession of assistemts, Inden 
with bread, butter, honey, milk, eggs, and a supply of bet — 
water in varioussized pots, bringing up the rear. The 
effect was gratifying; headaches evaporated, talk began to 
flow; we discoursed upon the long day's solitary gram 
deurs, and could laugh now at our ill-omened arrival The 
exploration of these valleys, which for a dark hour bei 
trembled in the balance, so far as S— and A—— were 
concerned, was restored to their thoughts as at least a 
possibility; and we went cheerfully to bed within the — 
painted chambers | 
Campitello is excellently situated for variety of excursion 
at the bead of the Passa Thal, a vulley whieh Churchill — 
has described in recent pages. The Fasea, I may remind the 
reader, is considered to afford the readiest access to Dolo- 
mite scenery; yet in iteelf it has little to show, and may 
well disappoint the traveller who simply passes through. 
‘The more remarkable mountains lie back from sight, and i 
can only be appreciated by excursions to the right and left, — 
while, as will presently be found, the most striking scenery, | 
hitherto unnoticed by ‘Murray,’ and unsuzpected, therefore, 
by tourists, lies altogether to the cast. Campitello, how- 
ever, offers the advantage of being so placed as to com 

































mand not only tho best portion of the Fass valley, but 
the entrance to the Duron Thal on the west, and that of 
the Fedaia pess, skirting the precipices of the Marmolats 
om the cast; while northward a fine pass leads into the 
Griden and Gader Thals, at the back of the Lang Kofel. It 
is, therefore, much to be regretted that Bernard's small inn 
offers but one tolerable bedroom, and carmot raise either 
‘seutlet or a potatoe for dinner, That. remained the diffi- 
culty; fowls and lettuce were indeed provided for the day 
after our arrival, but fowls in these parts are only flaccid 
bags of bones, that add a feeble flavour to the soup, and 
then are done for, It is hopeless: to construct a reasonable 
dinner out of any number of them. Something, however, 
to be called by that name was left. to Bernard's inventive 
genins, and then, while S—— and A—— took to the shady 
tank of the stream—for the lovely day rivalled its prede- 
cemors, and nota cloud smirched the sky—Churchill de- 
parted to botanixe towards the Marmolata, and I explored 
the bases of some extraordinary Dolomites overhanging 
Campitello, on the north. 

‘The Marmolata is best ecen from the gorge of the Duron 
Thal, and by far the most striking effect about Campitello 
is due to these crags of Dolomites, which aro, in fact, por- 
Hons of the Lang Kofel. Their really vast proportions are 
‘uncealed by an intervening hill, but nothing can be more 
‘inguiar than their appearance, and in certain lights, such 
‘Ss munset or moonlight, they look positively unearthly. 
They nod to each other like monstrous images set ina row, 
‘Some more massive, some slender and spiry, or cleft so as to 

that reammblance to xword blades which ¢ Murray * 
eerste of coxtais Dolomite forme. One 


Dut. that in pean \sieancias Sela 
ps are still—in a valley so remote, where 
x, 
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ancient superstitions may lurk unsuspected. We bd 
good opportunity for observing the population. In the 
early morning a long procession was wending from village 
to village, saluted by all the church bella, and by puffs of 
blue smoke and reverberating dischanges from the bill side 
above Campitello, Preceded by a large top-heavy erueifix 


d tro, bareheaded, and reciting 

“n came a distressingly 

Fawkes of a Madonna, seated i a 

with a sceptre tottering in ber waxen hands 

‘Three priests, that followed with preasod palms and down= 
east eyes, only made that portion of the spectacle more 
painful. A train of women to match that of the men 


lows] the procession, and continued the aime monotonous 
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recitation. As the silken pictures glanced in the sunlight 
and flickered among the trees, and the sound of bells, guns, 
and chanting voices went mingling down the valley, while 
the mountains looked down in ineffable calm, the incident 
was picturesque enough, 

Whether any particular Catholic fecling was roused by 
the occasion Ido not know, but the small boys of Campitello 
amaused themselves afterwards with throwing stones at 
S— and A—— whenever they could get a convenient 
shy at thom; this bad certainly not been provoked by any 
intentional acts of disrespect. But the village redeomed 
iteel A—, struck on the ankle, was limping to a seat, 
when a little girl stole softly up bebind, and, taking her 
hand, Imprinted a gentle kiss that made full amends. 
The friendliness of the people in general, too, inclines us 
to lay all the blame upon the ‘naughty boys,’ who prob- 
ably are not more Baughty at Campitello than they are 
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EE Gah gals til on out faving the pect sunning; 
she once mort darted from the doorway to bestow a fare 
‘well kins, and 9 grateful goodbye with ber brown eyes, 
‘Churchill's exenrsion that day led him up into the high 
lateral valley of Contrin, lying close under the western 
fee of the Marmolata, and terminated by tho snow 
Patches and peaks of the Campo Ziegelan. Interesting 
Alpine plants wore the reward of a pottering search among 
the Wlocks amd ireegularly-heaped masses. of debris lying 


a strolldown the Fasm Thal showed nin 
of ite descending reaches, its wooded 
and, high in nir, of its aplintered Dolo- 
Of these the Rosengarten are the most 
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conspicuous; but we only aw them in profile, and mut 
refer to Churchill's account: of Vigo, which lies at their 
foot, and to our concluding visit in 1862, for a deseription 
of their striking features. 

Our next move was to be over the Fedain te Caprilé, on 
the further side of the Marmolata. We had talked ip 
England of a side-saddle of Mr. King’s pattern for the ue 
of our wives among these mountains, As the event 
proved, it was fortunate we did not obtain one, for we 
should have bad frequently to reverse ita destination, and 
carry it ourselves. We began to understand this now, and 
ib was a matter of some anxiety whether S—— and A—— 
would be equal to all the walking likely to fall to their 
share. The Fedaia pass was reported two hours longer 
than that of the Duron Thal; but we trusted that, by 
proper management, the one expedition might be aecom- 
plished as successfully as the other. 

On Tuesday morning, August 6th, we were np betimes 
to sve the donkeys londed—two unpromising speeimens— 
the only substitutes to be obtained for the one horn of 
Ratzes, C—'s guide of the previous day—Bernand— 
was engaged to the summit of the col. For willingnes 
and care, we would gladly recommend this man to aay 
who may follow us, He has a wife and four children, and 
his melancholy famished countenance does not speak of 
prosperous circumstances. The landlord of the sume 
‘name will not, after this description, be mistaken for him 

Tt was a grand day. In some of its features this pass fe 
equal to any of the well-known excunsons in Switzerland 
Yet, at that time, it was not even named in the * Red Book!" 
After passing a considerable extent of lovel ground, and 
several villages—Gries, Canazei, and Penia—the yalley, 


* The Last edition gives the nase but x0 details 
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narrowing always, and turning more and more towards 
the Marmolata, leads under the north face of that moun- 
tain, whose tremendous precipices rise upon the right in 
walls and buttresses of bulk enormous, The path, at first 
pursuing the ravine, i lifted out af it by successive rocky 
staircases, each a toilsome bit of climbing. Then the 
ravine, sinking out of sight, becomes an abyss, into which 
the precipices of the Marmolata plunge in gloom, and 
three fine glaciers, suspended on the edge of the escarp- 
ment, successively pour their streams, The two poor 
donkeys had to be showed and propped and hustled, ove 
by one, up these twisting and stony steeps; but the bill- 
sale once gained, we seon entered one of those charming 
verdant basins, seven or eight thousand feet above the sea, 
which often lie near the summit of a pass. 

Here, upon the left. hand slopes, sticking like flies, 
wen and woren could be discerned cutting the short 
grass; and in one of the buts, which make their summer 
shelter, dotted about the level green, we unpacked don- 
keys, and took our mid-day meal, This time the bowls 
of mille were fornished by o sturdy not-brown lass, in 4 
pound felt hat, who watched us with laughing eyes. 
Oe setting forth again we parted from Bernard with mu- 
‘tual good wishes, and losing him, soon found ourselves cast 
"pots eur own resources, since the donkey-driver, fora very 
pied reason, as afterwards sppeared, was far from com- 
nk For some distance it wax 4 porfect garden of 
owern; then, buving edged round a small tar, and 
the furtber rim of the basin, we crowned the pas, 
Lefore ux the pew world to conquer, in peake 
grandeur, and valleys filled with blae; while 
‘still sonred the implacable ridges of the 
supporting its fields of snow. The sheer, hnrd 

those scarped rocks filled one with a kind of 













horror only to look at them. But the greatest point a 
fnterest in the view was a summit ta the south-east, n 
rest of pale spiry pinnacles, with light clouds partly vel- 
ing them. It rose high above an intervening mouutaie, 
and wos plainly a giunt of the Dolomites, though not to be 
easily identified, Little did we suppose we should sleep 
that night at its foot, and ‘that it would rank ax the chief 
glory of the journey. 

So abrupt was the descent into the valley beméutl, that 
the swarthy Italian faces of three ill-fivoured peasants 
seemed issuing from the bowels of the earth as they came 
suddenly upon us seated on the grassy ridge; and in 
descending, the donkeys seemed likely every moment to 
topple over—and would have done 80, perhaps, had not 
their tails served os ropes to case them down by, ‘Ther 
was scarcely the vestige of a path, showing how slight Was 
the traffic between the two systems of valleys; amd we 
now found that our donkey-driver, althongh an inhabitant 
of Campitello, had never crossed before. ‘Lower down we 
were knee-deep in heary grass; and then winding among 
natural avenues of lofty pines and across flowery glades 
which might well be the introduction to some enchanted 
region, The scenery, solemn and romantic, was just smelt 
as poets paint when they describe au approach to drew 
land. 

Ip was four o'clock, and clouds which, coming up from 
Italy, bad gathered about the head of the Marmolata, began 
to sprinkle us with showers, Fortunately, after having 
narrowly escaped loving donkeys and all in a bog, the 
track became clear and firm as any fovtpath in English 
meadows, It was now trending southwards, so as to y 
us under the hitherto unseen eastern face of the inountain, 
whose precipices impended still the more grandly aa we — 


dropped yet deeper beneath them. Arrived at the south= 
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eastern corner, there appeared the outlet of the valley 
which isolates the Marmolata on the south, It ascends to 
tho pass of Pelegrino, which C-—— intended to have 
cromed in 1860. But at this point our path, turing 
sharply away from the mountain directly eastward, led 
into a scene of unexpected sublimity. 

Tt was a gorge like that of Pfeffers, but grander, accord 
mg to our impression—grander in its features, grander in 
Gtx solitude. A torrent rushed between uarrowing walls, a 
housand feet in height on either side, and filled the dark- 
rene with its roar. The passayre, never wider than that of 
an ordinary «troot, was fully a mile in length; and the 
qpath along it, constructed only for acces to the higher 

Pastures, was bandied from side to side on rough bridges 
sof transrene logs, or suspended on hanging shelves, or 
ried lengthwise over the stream, where there was not 
‘both. At one such place the entire width of the 
i exceed twelve foot. It was like being at 
the Via Mala along with the torrent there, 
‘ite awful fortunes. The noise was so yreat 
‘not hear each others’ voices, but by lifted 
wd our growing amazement. The turns were 
‘that the donkeys in front wore continually 
pas into some dark doorway; and when we 
0 the entrance was eo immediately hidden, 
pone would have guemed the existence of such a 
(h the: rocky mac. 
we entered Sottoguda, the first village on this 
ia, and several hours diatant from the nearest 
i other, while still nearly two from Caprile, 
1 Ne gpl of those disloca 
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running from porth to south—none other, in fact, than the 
Val Agordo, which intersects so lange a portion of Dolomite 
sconury-—and to the south, and close at band, boheld, to 
our delight, the great mountain of our mid-day wonder 
ment. All ruddy in the sunset, its pinnacled fagade ror 
like some stupendous cathedral in the vista of the valley, 
und Caprile nestled at its foot, 

‘That view, favored certainly ut the moment by its 
suddenness, and by the striking effect of light, remains 
almost unrivalled in our Alpine experience. The mountain 





MONTE COVES, asw GAPKILE 


is Monte Civita, We have since explored it om all sides, 
and for scenic effect it still holds the first place atmong its 
Dolomite brethren, Although more than ten thousand 
feet in height,* of which seven thousand must be actually 
in view #8 scen from this direction, it appears but a wast 





* Tels given at 10,441 Exaglish fot in Buck's + Venetiantr Alpen” 
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uplifted xereen, so sharp and spiky are its pinnacles, a9 
shoor its walla, 00 alight ite buttress! 

S— and myself were in advance, commissioned to 
elect quarters ut Caprile. But which was the ian? A 
low building with green shutters outside the village, and 
near the church—perhaps therefore patronised by the 
dergy—looked tolerably inviting, It was desirable, 
however, to explore farther before deciding ; having, in- 
deed, settled in our own minds upon a house which had 
taken our fancy from a distance. No one, however, would 

‘Favour our wishes in this reepect, but pointed to an inn in 
‘The close and dismal street, which we entirely eschewed, 
Biack to the green shutters, then; alas! they proved the 
emily recommendation ; low dingy rooms and untidy beds 
‘ent us out again disconsolate, and as our friends bad now 
‘Churchill and I undertook a more rigid compari 
‘merits. Thrending agnin the narrow street, the 
Je windows and balconies soon filled with beads 

elbows, as nleo the half-suttered apertures of 
Dut without » single gesture of invits- 
éttrance, part cellar, part stable, looked a# 
t ‘as the inmates. But we persevered; exch 

‘airs showed improvement, and at the second 
fm young girl, after some time, answered to 
a suite of rooms was thrown open almost hand- 
ly furnished in walnut wood, the walls neatly painted, 












dearth was even greater than ut Campitello. 
to be had but broad, eis, and lettuces, It 
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here understood a word of German, and we were 
dependent upon S— and A—'s Italian. The land 
lady, however, was a worthy body; she and ber daughter 
Ursulina, when they had overcome the first stupor of 
surprise, were both anxious to do their best; and though 
water showed the usual reluctance to boil, and there was 
great rushing up and down stairs before plates could be 
collected, or a knife a-piece put upon the table, amd fear- 
fal slops ensued between pots and jugs before we could 
concoct our tea, a very comfortable meal was aehlewed ab 
last. 

Thunder had muttered all the evening among the perches 
of the hills; and in the middle of the night the bhesed 
sleep was broken by the loud clangour of the church bell, 
followed soon after by so blinding « glare, and = emul 
bumping the floors up and down, that the whole village 
was immedintely astir. Shutters banged and voices callel 
But without pause the bell held on, and, resotinding 
through the midnight storm, seemed like a brave wtter- 
ance of trust and hope, not a little thrilling at such am 
hour. A perfect spout of rain came down, but, stn 
enough, not a single sound of thunder followed that bet 
tremendous explosion. Yet it waa long before everybedy 
settled to sleep agnin.* a 

‘The next day, as there was nothing for dinner, we pri 
dently left the sclection of dishes to our well-intentioned 
hostess, Churchill had abundance of occupation with Ibis 

* It tay be observed that this superstitious priotice iv more a meme af 
danger than of safoty. An article in “All the Year Rowsd' fur Auge 
1803, wentions, that ‘daring the night of the 14h of April 1718, fur 
twenty churches in one district uf Brittany were struck by 
M. Fontenelle remarked that they wore precisely the churches 
lwlls were rung to drive away the Lightoing, while the churches weer 


piveisely those in which they wer not rung” ‘The rewson 
Anterbmice of the air in the belfry, oceasiouing « currant whieh 
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plants, and I was the only one to sally forth, retracing our 
steps of the previous day as far as the village of Sotto- 
guda, for a sketch of the southern precipices of the 
Marmolata. To obtain a clear view of them [ climbed 
some distance up the hill-eide—a wilderness of stones and 
bushes. But the Marmolata was in a bad mood, darken~ 
img and thundering like a Sinai as noon came on; and 
when the Sottoguda steeple sent up its clear hell-tones 
from the depths, I took the hint, and decamped. Dinner 
‘at two justified our confidence; it was a success. The 
great dish was a bowl of broth, thick with peas and rice, 
and flavoured with some scraps of hammy substance. We 
almost became vegetarians on the spot. ‘There were also, 
to be sure, a few small fishes, but these could only count 
a3 savoury morsels. 

‘The weather was too unsettled that afternoon to venture 
far from shelter; but no prospect could be desired more 
imposing than that immediately at hand of the majestic 
Civita. It was a constant spectacle of wonder, and espe- 
cially now, when for several hours a grand succession of 
storms played over its pullid walls, blackening them like 
night, or throwing their jagged lines into bright relief as 
they rolled behind it. But, indeed, every mountain bad its 
separate storm that day, with which it answered its neigh 
bourse; and it became quite amusing to speculate when 
each cloud-invested village would feel iteelf sufficiently 
threatened to raise its bell-call. At last Caprile began its 
soaorons warning, und we hurried in, only just in time to 
escape a drenching, 

Caprile, as you approach from the Fedaia, appears at 
the very foot of the Monte Civita ; but it ia not so. The 
mountain is come distance lower down the valley, and a 
small Take, about an hour's walk from Caprile, is more 
immediately at its base, To this, Lago Alleghe, we 
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repaired on Thursday morning; the cloudless sky and 
delicious freshness, seducing us into a day of idling on its 
shores, We found it a charming piece of water, decorated 
with its one village on a mound of green, and nobly girdled 
by the mighty ‘ Monte,’ whose roots form the cup which 
holds it. The Civita which here bars the whole valley, 
renda ita way round to the west by a considerable detour, 
descending again southward, till it issues near Belluno. 

Yet it is not the Civita whieh has caused the lake. On 
the right-hand side of the valley there is 4 mountain, 
Monte Pizzo, which, near its summit, shows a bare and 
frightful slide of rock, stretching downwards like the nape 
of a neck, From this, scarcely more than ninety years 
ago (1771), there slid a huge bulk of the mountain— 
sliding, rolling, roaring, till it reached the valley, where 
it heaped itself across the passage of the stream; this, 
rising and swelling, spread into a lake, finding exit at last 
in a tumbling torrent over the fallen mas It was not 
till afterwarda, that we learnt how young was this lovely 
lake. Youth in this instance is not an advantage; but the 
traces of the convulsion would not catch an uninstracted 
eye. ‘The waters look as if they had lain in thut green 
lap for ages. 

We did not care at this time to follow the valley further 
than the lake. What we wanted more, after feasting our 
eyes upon the grandeurs of the Civita, was to catch sight 
of the Saxo di Pelmo, that truncated cone of which a 
week ago Churchill and I bad obtained a distant view from 
the susnmit of the Hohe-Schlern. A tantalizing unestie- 
factory piece of him could be seen from the lake over a 
neck of hill, and Churchill determined to cross the lake for 
a push up to the col, where the Sas might fairly be 
expected to zhow bimeelf, A girl and boy, quiek at cal- 
culating chances, had run all the way from Caprile to be 
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ready with » boat; and we kept them in service all day, 
landing at different points to exhaust the views, while 
Churchill broiled upthe hill. Some little way we followed 
him. Cottages were clustered at every turn, sometimes 
theatrically jutting their gable ends in front of the soaring 
Precipices of the Civita,—pale with the 
lowed over their summits,—and now proj 
roofs over the translucent green of the lal 
‘We tad sauntered back to Caprile, and atroadl aten 
‘Charchill’s dinner in addition to our own, before he re- 
Burned. Hoe had made discoverics in recemes of Civita 
Sansuspected from below; and had beard of another lake 
‘or tarn, up in somo imposible place there, but the Sasso 
Baad failed to show after all. 
‘Caprile has been the starting point fo 


‘Club directions for finding the the 

son the summit. That duty we quictly left to the proper 
qpermons to perform, and two years afterwards it was acoom- 
Lege, 4 an enterprising member, not of the London, 
“bat Vienna Alpine Club. Herr Grohman started 
fron Caprile in July 1862, accompanied by Pellegrini, an 
Gnbabitant of Rocca, reputed the only compotent guide 
Sor the Marmolata on this side. ‘The Herr speaks of him 

a man of ‘inexhaustible humour,’ a description 1 
our subsequent experience enables ns fully to confirm. 
‘The importance of the Marmolata in ‘the Dol mite group 
‘will jostify our epitomizing s0 much of Herr Grohman's 

‘Marrative ax will explain tho charactor of the ascent. 
They left Caprile at 1.20400; by aid of o lantern 
the valley, threaded what he calls the ‘famous’ 
‘Bottognin, whose reputation wo can well support, 








and by five o'clock reached the empty buts of the Lobia 
Alp. Here his predecessor, Dr. Ruthner passed the night 
when making the ascent the year before. From this point 
they immediately commenced climbing the slopes of the 
Punta Serranta, the most eastern of the spurs of the Mar- 
molata; thus avoiding the circuit by the Fedaia Sea In 
balf an hour they reached the terminal moraine of the 
glacier at tho foot of one of its tongues of ice. Putting on 
“steigelsen, they ascended the glacier obliquely, till they 
struck upon a trough in its surface leading upward in = 
south-westerly direction. Tt led to a musive rock wall, 
reddish-brown in colour, which, beginning with the Punta 
Sorranta, rose up in the wildest forms, sometimes in 
pointed peaks, sometimes broken by deep fissures, till it 
soared aloft in the highest peak of the Marmolata itself 
At the foot of this rock wall they climbed a steep free of 
néwé, and found themselves at last upon the rocky ridge 
of the mountain, which they asconded to the point reached 
by Dr. Ruthner the year before. ‘The glacier they describe 
as enormously crevassed, some of the fissures being wide 
enough to have let a house down into them. : 

While resting by a small pool of water, not far from the 
eastern peak of the mountain, Grohman suddenly observed, 
nailed to a rock @ few fect above him, a emall box. ‘This, 
on examination, proved to contain Mr. Ball’s Alpine Clab 
thermometer, and a roll of paper in a glass tube, with 
directions in English and French, left there in 1860, but 
evidently overlooked by Dr. Ruthner in 1861, From this 
discovery and Pellegrini’s information, Herr Grobman 
drew two conclusions; first, that Mr. Ball had made the 
ascent from the Fuse Thal; and secondly, that this was the 
highest point he reached, and that, therefore, the final 
western peak of the Marmolatawas still unclimbed. Accord- 
ing to the recent measurements of the government survey, 
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thin peak ix about 400 feet higher than that npon which 
firotiman stood. He carefully reconnoitred what remained 
be done, lait arrived at the conclusion that, with his 
resent means, it would be dangerous to attempt it; though 
by @ large party properly furnished with ropes and ice- 
hatchets, it might be accomplished. Reluctantly retracing 
Ais steps, he reached Caprile again at 7 rm. The view 
@ppears to have been sadly marred by clouds, and our 
Alpine explorer does not dwell upon it, fearing to be com- 
Prelled to my more of what he did not sce than of what 
Dee did. 

‘The evening of Thurelay was busy with preparations for 
swur third and last pass, which would bring us to Cortina, 
Bm the Ampezzo road. Yot the prospect of departure 
Seleost mddened us. We had taken a strong liking for our 
‘=ped bestow, Signom Pozzi, whose anxiety to serve us 
Send constant depreciation of her efforts, were quite touch- 
Emg- The dreary looking inn in the narrow street had 
Beecome a home, which we were lucky to have found in a 
Spot whose external advantages are eo great. What with 
eer tn) cieon 9k bands the Marnsets, onc 
d “ic apepaadibeary eee cea 











on S—— and A—— were invited to the 

‘of the family, the identical respectable- 
we had noticed on the first sight of 
they were introduced to Signora Pezzd’s 
regaled with tokay and excellent coffer, 
by the daughter, Ursulina. Two of the 
‘eorrowflly told, bad joined the Pied- 


lll 


montese army, and must therefore remain | 
their native village; and several other young men we 
the same predicament. So far had Italian sentiment 
penetrated into these Austrian valley. *We are all 
patriots here,’ they said; but the habitual melancholy 
expression of poor mother Peezé’s countenance, and ber 
frequent sighs, wero fully explained. One nice lad re 
mained; but he, too, it was whispered, was on the wing, 
and more trouble, we feared, was yet in store for the 
household. ‘They all leave me!" said the father, touching 
his breast; and then, flinging wide his arms, ‘They all 
leave me!" 

At Campitello we had been reduced from a horse tos — 
pair of diminutive donkeys. At Caprile we dwindled 
down to men, for the three forlorn bipeds who offered 


themselves did not look half so respectable, when tran 
formed into beasts of burden, as even the last-named 
Ve had expected to find mules here, and 


before we left, 
stepping cleve 
the loose stom 
front feet together on a pitch of unusual 
‘They rested at Caprile for the night, but were 
farther down the valley. ‘The morming was the finok 
possible; but I must confess to being in rather sory — 
plight for the expedition. The second day's dinner, & 
repetition of the first, had entirely reconverted us” 
vegetarianism, Pea-soup as the pides de résistance 
not do, or, at Jeast, I had reason to think so in 
nes , 

We left Caprile at the same end by which 4 
entered it, but turned immediately up a roel 
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Tehind the church, leading towards the head of the valley. 
Tt is surprising how soon a village sinks beneath your 
feet as you rise on these steep-sided bill In a few 
tinutes we were on equal terms with the cock on the top 
of the steeple; in a few more, Caprile was only a cluster 
‘of roof by the side of its wasteful stream. But as we 
one, 80 rose Monte Civita, in presence great and wonder- 
Ful, and bidding us a proud farewell. 

Im half an hour our men halted on a bit of level 
sswand, and pointing to two diverging paths, left the 
sShoice to ux Supposing they would soon re-unite, we 
ook what semed to be the shortest, expecting only a 
iittle tempornry steepness. But we soon found ourselves 
eearing back almost upon Caprile, on a high terrace of thn 
“wnonntain, and by farther questioning discovered our course 
swrould tir along the very spines of the hills, crossing the 
Brighest ridge by the side of Monte Gusella, and descending 
“=xpon Cortina without touching the other track, which lay 
Rn a circle to the north. It was presently apparent, how- 
sever, that we bad chosen well; for the path, working 
~=pund to the cast, displayed a yet unseen country in that 

in the midst of it the Pelmo! We were to 
Re with one of the finest views of that hith 
weluctant mountain. It grow and grew i 
supremacy, though Civita, till barring up > 
eel its own ns a wall of shivered peaks; and it was hard 
Po aay whieh was the more imposin, 
A hour and 9 half of our ladies walking brought us to 
llage of Sta. Lucia, on a lofty promontory, of which 
ching corner was occupied by the church, From 
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which we felt we must some day return. A few minutes 
only were allowed for a slight pencil outline of its features. 





Yet some delay was granted for an object of greater 
practical importance. Onur poor gaunt porters, now mop- 
ping their brows in the shade of a wall, intimated a 
4 neighbouring house; amd we all 
trooped thither with singular alacrity. Tt was cool and 
foaming, and, if costly, how could it be otherwise at such 





possibility of beer 





apot as Sta. Lucia? The man who brought, or brewed it 
ic vision of the seven thirsty 
appear at his door, He looked 
vse of beer, a drink only recently 





there, must have had pro} 


souls who should one da 






gratified, as if the final 
introduced, wore now revealed to him. 

Upon leaving the village, our mon disconcorted all 
notions of direction by turing up the wild chaos of a 
torrent-bed ; but it was a habit of theirs to take the shortest 
cut. A painful toll brought us to the path again, eireling 

















finges of the woods, and approaching the sweet-smelling 
hay-elopes above, that leaned ugainst the blue of the sky. 
Cattle, under a berd-boy’s care, waylaid the path where 
there was shade, and goats scrambled up the side to stare 
‘at us, sending down shale and carth. We began to ex- 














SUIT cai-crea eocepons oid hardly enable 

‘hem to hold oo. Agnin the guides were not content to 

Miata, uc accrue 

‘ome single foot-marks up tho hill to the right, so steep 

man was always gone over into the sky, 
half in air. 

and A—— were almost beat. They had never 








inclination, were taken at cheerful speed. Nor was it long 
before points and crests soaring up on the western horizon 
gave notice that our toil waa about to be rewarded. A 
mountain flank bad hidden them till now; but there 
they all were, peak after peak, that we little thought to 
have seen again, and the noble Marmolata in their midex 
bearing his wealth of snows, for we looked now fall upon — 
his icy bosom, and could estimate as never before his 
wilderness of summit. Even the Schlern, we fancied, was 
visible from this point among a sea of tossing lines 
stretching round far to the north. 

Rut while stopping to observe the new aspect of the 
Marmolata, a shout from abore gave notice of something — 
more. Churchill was standing there beside a cross, mark- 
ing the crest of the ridge, and locking down upon the 
most extraordinary prospect we had yet bebeld. The 
entire course of the descent was seen at a glance down 3 
broad and lengthened trough, the sides of it showing am 
amazing variety of rocky shapes, fantastic, desolate, 
grand, and beyond it, filling up to the horizon, 
above range of bare broken-walled mountains, some 
them in form and size as majestic as any in the Dolomite — 
district—Monte Tofana to the left, the Croda Maleora 4 
directly opposite, and southward the snow-capped obelis al 
of the Antelao, Mr, Ruskin affirms that overhanging, or 
even perpendicular precipices, though often represented, — 
are not really found in nature. We agreed that here 
there were plenty of both sorts, and the aptness of A——'s 
remark was at once appreciated when she compared the 
eeene before us to one of Gustave Doré’s marvel} 
groupings of peak and precipice in his illustrations to the 









‘Wandering Jew.'* The broadening afternoon shadows 
teoaght out the most surprising effects, and the strange 
spectacle bound ux to the spot. Nowhere are some of the 
peculiarities of Dolomite landscape more strikingly dis- 
played; but I must stipulate for a similar effect of light 
if anyone wishes to verify the description. 

‘The Jong gully beneath seemed entirely empty of in- 
Teabitants. A dark pine forest filled its lower reaches, and 
Beyond this we could discern its distant outlet into the 
Ampezzo valley. There, in blue mist, was traced the 
cwhite thread of rood upon which we had travelled three 
years before ea routs from Venice to Innsbruck, and 
ww which would now finish our pedestrianism. Cortina itself 
owas out of ight to the left, and remembering that some 
‘Bours of walking lay between us and it, we shook off our 
‘France of admiration, and started at an accelerated pace. 
“Whis was esty down the rolling slopes Full of glee, we 
‘mpread over them at large among the interlacing tracks, 
‘partly cattle, partly water-worn. As we descended, the 
‘xnost curious resemblances to architectural forms came out 
‘en either side—on tho loft particularly. Thore Monte 
| SGinsella guarded the bead of the pass, and its eastern end 
| Siwered like a castle-keep, lofty and impregnable. Next 

7 ouintain, likewise presented endways to the des 
ik the likeness of an apse to some enormous 
; and lower still, we wore in doubt for a time 
wooded ridge were not really crowned by the 
Ix of an abbey, till their real maguitade became 












ho mud and manure, on one of the grasy 
though not a tempting spot, we turned 


oad apras tember oo 
r ly Dolomiti in 
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aside for the chance of milk. ‘Two unsavoury-lookiag 
fellows gave us rather grudging access to a very dirty in- 
terior, black with smoke as well as darknes, and heaped 
with tubs and vessels. The only seats they offered were 
the round pieces of wood, with a single leg stuck in the 
middle, upon which they balance themeelves for milking; 
bot by turning up « few pine stumps, and a tub or two, we 
contrived more practicable seats Then came a liberal 
enough outpouring of the creamy fluid into bowls—whose 
thick rims developed an art of drinking—with a pailful of 
water, to modify the libations of theee who wished it. 
When it came to payment, kroutzers were for the first 
time somewhat doubtfully regarded, and we added two- 
pences to the amount till the younger man, amidst the 
laughter of the company, punched the elder in the rie ax 
an unconscionable rascal for pocketing so much money: 
So far ax I was concerned, it had been excellently bestowed; 
having been unwell all day, and afflicted with grievous 
thirst, something like » quart of milk and water here 
effected a perfect eure. 

Soon after leaving the cattle-sheds we fell into the 
woods. The trees were huge dark cones, standing thick 
and tall like cypresses, with solemn avennes between. 
The gloom and silence were oppressive, but there was 
peculiar grandeur in the effect. Again occurred the re- 
semblance to Doré’s designs, for above the funereal tops 
gleamed pale spires of Dolomite, in ghastly concord; and 
below, the roots of destroyed trees contorted themselves 
into every dragon semblance. ‘These old roots are quite 
a feature in the wild scenery, White with age, and 
partially blackened by fire, they look as uncanny as may 
be, and perhaps have aided by their appearance the 
peasant superstition, which reckons it of evil omen to 
stumble over them in the dark. Here they gave a very 
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Salvator Ros aspect to many a craggy corner, where the 
light struck faintly down. If, according to some critics, 
Salvator ix not like uature, nature, in these instances, 
was very like Salvator, 

For an hour or more we were threading these moelan- 

eholy groves, and descending so rapidly that we flattered 
ourselves we should isuo at once upon the Ampezzo 
wwalley. But we came out upon a shoulder, or table-land, 
“of open pasture, still far above Cortina, which, with a 
string of glittering villages and farms, gnve an air of un 
swonter cheerfulness to the broad expanse of valley below, 
sstill full of light from end to end. It was a charming 
sight; a genuine piece of bright industrious Tyrol—Gor- 
gman Tyrol; not a bad change after the week of savage 
sgmomees and dishevelled Italian hamlets. Perhaps nothing 
smuarked the difference more than the presence here of 
Farms, of ot least of comfortable well-to-do houses, scat~ 
Reread about the green mounds in peaceful socurity. 
Within the Italian-speaking frontier, with higher elements 
ef scenery, there ix a frequent lack of cheerfulness, 
syaitly owing to the absence of such honest-looking home- 
stead. Houses ary huddled togethor in sombre villages ; 
sand the surroundings want the German neatness. Yet 
bere the view wus not all grocnery. Opposite to us, hem- 
saiing in the verdure, rose the stark precipioes of the Croda 
Malcora; and many a desolate peak was set round the 
evening sky, reminding us of the regions we had dropped 
from. 


‘The emooth slopes helped us quickly down. We were 
among the bay-chileta, and their substantial many- 
leried houses, Feot-paths on the gras merged into 
gd and stony horse-tracks, and everything betokened 
inevitable roud, still a level streak below.  Gortina 

along it, » place of perhaps Sve bundred 
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inhabitants, its tall church tower set stately in its midst. 
Half in doubt whether to turn towards the southern end, 
and seek the small but comfortable ‘Stella d'Oro,’ or at 
the northern to betake ourselves to the more reomy 
* Aquila Nera, the point was settled for us by an adroit 
damsel, who, accosting us as strangers, and changing her~ 
sclf immediately with all the lighter articles she could lay 
hands on, took it for granted we were bound for the latter 
hostel, and, with abundance of small talk, undertook to 
show the way. ‘T'riumphantly she marched at the head of 
our cavaleade through the village plaza, gave directions 
right and left as she eutered the inn doors, summoned the 
landlady, snatched at a bunch of keys, ushered us upstairs 
into airy, handsome rooms, and revealed herself as the 
happy Kellerin of the establishment, who knew she had 
done the right thing for us, whether we knew it or not. 

It was a vory different reception from that at Ratzes, 
Campitello, or even Caprile. The broad floors were spot- 
less; beds and furniture dainty in their cleanliness; 
flowers adorned the landing-place, and pictures of rare 
merit the walls! Hot water and towels carne ng a matter 
of course, and with them suggestions of a «avoury supper. 
Certainly we were gipsics no longer. A little regret min- 
gled with our return to decent life from the fortnight of 
pic-nics, and we were rather shy at first. of postillions and 
post-carriages ; but plentiful ablutions were an undeniable 
luxury, hot meat was voted an excellent institution, and 
tea looked itself once more, served in cups and samoer 
instead of tumblers. 


CHAPTER VI. 
FROM THE AMPEZZO TO THE GAIL, THA. 
é 


Cortins—The Castle of Poutelstiin—The Hollen Thal and ite 
Apparitions—Doscont into the Pasterthill —'The Soures of the Drave 
Liens agais—Amman's * Turn Out '—Obor Drauberg—First Sight 
of the Gail Thal, 


‘Tnx arrival at Cortina marked the termination of « dis- 
tinet portion of our tour. We had crossed, on foot, from 
the Brenner road to that of the Ampezzo; traversed three 
pasics of remarkable beauty; and scen the hitherto most 
noted of the Dolomit ountaing ; for the Hohe Schlern, 
Lang Kofel, Marmolata, and Sasso di Pelmo, have all 
a place in the ‘Handbook,’ and each a reputation to 
sustain. They amply fulfilled our expectations, while 
Monte Civita, which we felt to be something like a dis~ 
covery, was in our opinion unrivalled in its grandeur, 
Though the Dolomite character was everywhere preva~ 
lent, yet there was much variety. Each of the passes left 
an impression of its own. That of the Seisser Alp, 
and cheerful, as well as noble in its fe 
grand, solemn, romantic; the Gusella, wild and strange. 
‘There was as much differe 1 
places. Ratzes, seclud 


Italian in a better sense, hospitable, despite an empty 
larder, and comfortable, though in a narrow street. But 
all varieties of circumstance and landscape blended ‘into 
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one happy recollection of a fortnight’ splemdid. weather, 
amidst surpassing scenery. 

Cortina is recommended in ‘Murray’ as convenient head- 
quarters for the Dolomites. After what we had seen, we 
were disposed at first to underrate its advantages, Per- 
haps we felt ill at ease upon a high road, and were loth to 
believe in scenery that might be looked at from a earriage 
window, Perhaps we were a little surfeited with gran- 
deurs, poor mortals that we were, and wanted a change— 
in that condition, when, according to Mr, Raskin, you 
should turn away from Mont Blanc, and study a daisy! 
At any rate we persuaded ourselves that we had seen the 
principal features of the Cortina Dolomites, as we deseended 





CORTES, 


from the Gusella; and were more powerfully attracted east~ 
ward by the unknown and distant Gail Thal, the Terglou, 
and the Steiner Alp. So we left Cortina the morning 
after our arrival, and regretted it all the rest of the 


journey. 


= 


Tadeed, the more we thought about it, the more Cortina 
rose in our estimation. Excellent quarters, and a fine, open 
cheerful valley to begin with. And then, what mountains! 
“That obelisk-shaped Antelao, at the southern end, how 
grandly he lifted himself ten thousand feet or so into the 
sky! And tho Croda Malcora, impending over the town on 
‘the cast, and said to display somewhere the finest precipice 
seenery in Europe—though too jealous of the honours of 
Monte Civita, to admit all that—yet we ought to have 
‘verified the fact by an excursion along his flanks. And 
there was the Tofana, to the north-west, a snow-capped 
and weird-looking mass, in some aspects almost reminding 
one of the Matterhorn, and reckoning no less than ten 


there to the west, if the map be true, and Churobill de- 
manded of me whether [ had not scen this noted mountain 
im pasting through the Ampezzo, three years ago. My 
answer was confused and unsatisfactory. T bad no map I 
pleaded and puzzling over my recollections, could get no 
furthor than ‘there certainly waa eomething very big there, 
soil perliaps it was the Polmo.’ The severity of C-—'s 
countenance indicated his opinion of me, but he dropped 
thesubject, perliaps not quite at ease in his own conscience, 
since the early doparture from Cortina was mainly his doing. 
Tt was evidently imperative to return another year, if we 


southwards. Judging from the inns, the place 
‘be called Italian at one end, and German at 

At the Stella d'Oro in 1858, they spoke only 
the Aquila Nera, German, and the ‘Tentovie 
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style of things prevailed: though the name of the family 
to whom it belongs would not lead one to expect this. 
‘Travellers cannot fail to notice some vigorous desigas in 
fresco upon the outside walls; they are by the same hand 
ax the pictures within doors, Ghedina’s, a son of the land- 
Jord, and one of the most eminent of the Venetian painters 
of the present day, We afterwards saw more of his works, 
admirable for delicacy of feeling and thoroughness’ of 
workmanship, even if spent upon the portraits of homely 
faces, A younger brother is also a skilful artist, but 1 
must say more about them when I speak of a visit to their 
studios the following year. Though resident in Venice, 
they spend the heats of summer in their native valley. 

Cortina looks larger than it is, for the buildings are 
spread spaciously about, Several are official, for the 
administration of the Ampezzo district; and many of them 
inns, accommodating a busy traffic in timber and flour 
between Italy and Tyrol, The tower of the church, a 
recent erection by a Vienna architect, is a handsome 
campanile, separate from the edifice, after the Italian 
manner, and so helps to mark the place as a border 
town. 

As we were anxious to push on to the Gail Thal, the 
next object of our excursions, and for that reason bad 
neglected the claims of Cortina, it was rather inconsistent 
to take only a single stage the day wo loft it, and arriving 
before noon on Saturday at the solitary post-house of 
Landro, to remain there till Monday morning. But 
travellers have fancies sometimes. I had been rather 
captivated with this desolate spot, during an hour's repair 
to the carriage in 1858, and Churchill had views of bis 
own to carry out. It lies about three hours’ drive north- 
ward of Cortina. ‘he road, first ascending to the head of 
the Ampezzo valley, suddenly strikes back again upon the 


al 


PEVTELSTEIN. 1st 


wight Innnd hill, and ascends by sigeags towards the ruined 
castle of Peutelstein, which, perched upon a narrow pro- 
amnontory, commands the pass, and waa once the northern- 
amost outpost of Venetian territory. While the carriage 
‘took its slow way up, Churchill and I climbed the castle 
Till, and sheltering from the wind in the disembowelled 
‘towers, surveyed the landscape, of which doubtless inany 
= man-at-arms has in his timo become sufficiently weary. 
“To the south stretches the Ampezzo valley; round every 
sotber point of the compass rise the fear-inspiring Dolo- 
aanites, The grandest of these, as seen from this spot, is 
qpethaps Monte Tofana to the west; but eastward, whither 
‘the road now turns, appear the scarcely less striking 
smasses of the Cristall Kipfe. Mrs. Ratcliffe might well 
ave adapted one of her romances to these wind-whistling 
walls, bailt up sheer from the precipice on three aides, 
aml over the dull roar of a cataract, He that kept: this 
etl against both flechly and ghostly foes through days 
‘of storm and nights of darkness, must have been a captain 
of stout heart, Siege and battle it certainly mare than 
once encountered: the Emperor Maximilian finally 
wrested it from the Venetians, and ‘soipainad command of 
the Ampezzo valley. 

“The real grandeur of its situation is, however, not 
‘appreciated unless the traveller takes a path, that we dis- 
covered on a subsequent visit, and the description of which 
There anticipate. Coming from Cortina, this path strikes 
off to the right, before crossing the deep ravine which 
telates the Coatle-rock on that side. It ascends along the 
Moping wide of the frightful-looking gorge, and is safe, 

narrow, Opposite, the rock rises to n pinnacle, 
by the feeble-looking wall of the castlo—feeble 
d with the massive buttremos of naked rock. 


) ism dizzy depth, where the torrent is seen twirling, 
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in coils of black and white, The terror of the scene 
rises to its beight where a crazy bridge crosses the gulf, 
and suspends you in the midst; the path then climbs 
through a pine wood to the road, which it reaches half a 
mile or so beyond the castle, The passage through this 
chasm—which, it is true, I mw by evening light, and 
therefore at its most impressive time—would almost com- 
pensate for the loa: of the view from the castle itself; but 


_ both may be secured, as the path cuts across. a considerable 


angle of the road—tet alone its zigzags—and is alwnys 
used by the country people. No one, however, pointed it 
out to us on two occasions when we passed this way. The 
tourist must take the matter into his own bands, for the 
voiturier, or peetillion, will not help him. 

From the summit of the pass the rond descends towards 
the small Inke, or tarn, of Landro, the Diiren See, as it 
ie named. Here, on the right, the ¢ Cristall’ mountain con~ 
tinually developes forms of great sublimity, with glimpses 
of glaciers in its hollows; and on the left hand, tre 
singular features attract attention. First, not long after 
leaving Peutelstein, a hole in a! mountain-side, near the 
summit, through which you strangely see the sky. And 
next, a lofty blood-stained Dolomite— blood-stained, for 
its precipitous front is streaked as with the red drip of a 
mighty sacrifice—some veritable becatomb—slaughtered 
there ages agone, It fitly introduces you to the gloom and 
dreariness of the * Hillenthal *—the hell valley—in which 
Landro is situated. Here, after passing the sheet of dull 
green water, the Diiren See, we pulled up at the post- 
house, itself « comfortable-looking building, with a small 
railed-in garden, and a diminutive chapel, not-much bigger 
than a pigeon-house, over the way. Though the situation 
is solitary enough, the place looks busy. There is not only 
a brewhoure, but a flour-mill, and wagons are always 
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talting or starting, or baiting their teams before they take 
the last steepe of the ascent. But, once out of the road, 
and you are in a wuste of loose stones and pine scrub; and 
in a few paces the houses sink into a roof or two, shoulder- 
ing together for company, and you are alone in the valley 
bottous, absolutely closed in by the mountain monsters — 
smonsters a4 much in shape ns in size, Monte Cristallo, 
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“shooting up in towers between its glaciers, is the domi- 
mating object —tho roi Mount of merifioe ix only seen 
SHrom the upper ew of the valley. Not far from the post- 
Thouse, bowever, through « gorge opening eastwand, there 
& ap apparition of three splintered spires, the Drei Zinnen 
“three battlements), than which, in the way of mountains, 
1 know nothing stranger. 
The lake, with its dry salty shores, might have been the 
ate of Bodom. ‘Two streams flow into it, bat none flow 
out, and there is fearfal suspicion of hidden guifa ‘The 
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trees, the graae, the mosses, seer all blasted and unwhdle | 
some; and in the sides of the hill, cracks and cham | 
dipping strata and slanting pine-trunks, look as if al” 
might some day go into depths below. ‘Landalips hare, 
indeed, at different times, destroyed the road which tome | 
skirted the opposite margin of the lake. 

‘That evening we saw the sharp peaks of the Drei Zin- 
nen burn in the sunset as we looked through the dark 
portals of the gorge; we saw the Cristallo turn ghastly 
cold as the light went down; we saw the lake turn blaeker 
than night, and the stars shine as never before, so vividly, 
the milky-way streaming overhead like a bright aurora; | 
and we went to bed feeling that we had chosen a prison fir 
our Sunday, 

As much ax conld be seen of the sky the next day was 
so pure and lovely, that it was an absolute grief to have 
left cheerful Cortina, or not to have reached the stately 
valley of the Drave. No sunshine could sweeten the gris 
forms around; and cold shadows fell early over the dreary 
patch of level, and the sullen lake. 

Churchill took a long walk up the eastern gorge, and 
touched the base of the Drei Zinnen. He found a plessant 
path, at first along tho border of steop woode and of the 


disappeared altogether, having boen washed down inte the 
stream, and progress was only possible by the strea-bed, 
though this was sometimes entirely clogged with enormon® 
boulders. Toiling on, with a very limited view in any 
direction, he reached the termination of the valley in & 
small semicirenlar basin, out of which « series of zigaage 
led into one much higher, tenanted by some sixty or 
seventy bulla, feeding together in perfect stillness, Neither 
dog nor man was there to companion them, and they 
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‘appeared at first rather disposed to resent the intrusion of 
asteanger. Crossing this upper basin in a southerly direo- 
tion, a track led up to a stony, hummocky plateau, to the 
base of the Drei Zinnen, now appearing to consist of five 
great, masses rising precipitously from the plateau, and 
standing in a barren talus of their own débris—themselves 
80 white, and the débris so fine, us to suggest the idea of 
sugar-loaves set in a heap of flour. 

‘The rest of us spent most of the day on a narrow ledge, 
one of the highest we could reach, whence a small peep of 
the Pusterthal and the far-off Norics, soft in a hazy glory, 
was like a glimpse a prisoner might obtain by climbing up 
to the bars of his cell. 

Still, the Post House itself was far from forlorn, The 
rooms were thoroughly comfortable, with good portraits by 
Ghedina on the walls, He was a friend there, and the 
‘people of the house showed us some pencil sketches of their 
children, which were really exquisite. ‘The mother was fair 
and lady-like ; the husband a brisk little miller, honest 
and kind. On the Monday morning when we started for 
Lienz, he took upon himself to pack all the baggage, and 
to his own detriment as post-master insisted that one 
horse wae quite sufficient for our light vehicle the first: 
stage—all down hill. But that we were eager to look 
round the corner at the sunny world again, we should 
have been quite sorry to part from the worthy folks at 
Landro, As it was, we were glad to find ourselves swing- 
ing down the long reaches of road which lead through a 
deep ravine from the lofty basin of the Héllenthal—it is 
some 5,000 fect above the sea—into the broad Pusterthal. 
‘This—one of the great longitudinal valleys of Tyrol, rank- 
fing pext after that of the Inn—runs westward for some 
eighty miles from the point we entered it, joining the 


‘Eizich and the Brenner route @ little above Brixen, We 
Hie 


traversed its entire length during that journey of 1856 
which gave us our first sight of the Dolomites: now we 
were to turn east instead of west, ascending to gain the 
head waters of the Drave, and our old quarters at Lienz. 

The lower portion of the Ampezzo road pases through 
extensive woods, and by the side of the infant Riens, 
afterwards the stream of the Pusterthal. While still im 
the gorge the sun, beginning to glisten through the tree== 
fringing the summit of the enormous precipices to omm—t 
right, displayed to perfection the phenomenon describe 
and explained by Professor Tyndal in his work on thee 
‘Glaciers of the Alps.’ The trees, wherever the su elt 
rays struck them at the proper angle, were 
into shapes of light, the entire form perfectly 
but brilliant as frosted silver. The rocks rise 
height on both sides of the gorge, narrowing: 
forward ; then the road skirts the small lake of 
and when the Pusterthal ix fairly opened, pe se 
mountains having sunk out of sight to the 
scenery ia rather tame, only that villages jut oat on —— 
side, and crops are bright to the edge of the woods Ba a= 
these again, as you proceed eastward, begin to show thes? 
peculiar Carinthian character; the pines, with their shor—=* 
lateral branches—little better than hop-poles at a dis ===" 
tance—giving a monotonous and bristly air to the land—#=+ 
scape. The compensations consist in the few peeps o 
Dolomites on the southern side, especially of the Dre=-™ 
Schuster Spitzen near Innichen, a mountain which, oo 
our first journey, we had christened the *Dindem,’ frome! 
ite crown of airy towers, but now found to bear thea) 
plebeian designation of the ‘Cobblers? At this time thai) 
impression it had formerly made was scarcely borne outa 
which we attributed to having seen 50 many jriants of thea =f¢ 
Dolomites, that the edge of our admiration was 
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A third visit, however, two years afterwards, when, not 
content with the view from the road, we explored the 
valley at its Iuse, entirely restored ita supremacy. It is 
indeed one of the mightiest mombers of the group, and 
its soaring summit, as seen from Innichen, may well chal- 
lenge very respectful attention. The latest authority gives 
its height at 10,360 feer. 








iH MEUUSTEM, WENTRN THAL 


Bot, apart from scenery, there are sufficient sourees of 
ititerest in this somewhat bleak portion of the Pusterthal. 
Tt i bleak because, at this point, it is nothing lew than 
the watershed between the Adriatic and Black Seas: 
om Hts eastern side, shortly above Innichen, the Drave 
Beging to ripple towards the Danube, and you feel that 
you have entered another geographical area, Mr. Inglia, 
ne Of the earliest tourists in tho Tyrol—so early, that 
when be first saw its distant mountains from a church 
tower in Munich, he onquired what they were—Mr. Wuglin 
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great height, nor surrounded with any very striking 
features. The Inke has many tiny feeders, and the Drave = 
issues from it in a stream, across which one ean hop with-—— 
out difficulty.’ Yet the sight seems to have 





him, for it leads to a chapter of Incabrations upon the=se4t 
sources of rivers in general—the result of a reverie sig—>=- 
gested on the spot. Not a word, however, about the<>»=c* 
Dolomites; one might have supposed them to have shotse<>o 















them for granite. 

Dew 1 pe ech mane why 
not resign himself to napping as he descends this road 2==4 
At Innichen the valley leading up to the Drei Schuster 
the Sexten Thal—is masked from sight by a 
wooded bill, which also hides from view all but the 
portion of the Schuster itself. You may chafe as 
to be deprived of what might prove a striking opening==se€, 
to a wild Dolomitic region; but that low hill once bela 
a Roman city! and if the Drei Schuster has not" 
sufficiently impressed you with its own commandingsse"5 
presence, look at it again with the thought that it m= 
the familiar guardian, or perhaps evil genius, of Agun-——=* 
tium. The selection of the site is cary to undetaaeey 
Close to the midway watershed it would command 
end to end the whole valley of the Pusterthal, and in addi— = 
tion would occupy tho entrance to one of the ousiest 
acroes the main Carnie chain. We have since c 


* Wo strongly mspect that Inglis must hare mistaken the Tob 
Which liee os the other side of the watershed, for the socros of the 
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way by the Sexten Thal, and over the low col, tothe Italian 
district of Comelico, communicating on the east by Sap= 
pada and Rigolato with the Tagliamento and Friuli, and 
therefore in Roman times with the great port of Aquileia ; 
and on the west with the Piave country and Belluno, On 
the grassy pine-covered hill, obscure mounds and depres- 
sions are the only vouchers for the assertions of anti- 
quaries. 

Yet Tnnichen itself may be a relic of the former im- 
portance of the site. This village, otherwise not at all 
remarkable, possesses a fine Minster church of the thir- 
teenth century; close by is the large parish church, and 
in the outskirts a Franciscan monastery. The ecclesias- 
tical importance must have followed the military: no other 
reason for it can readily be found. The stately and grave 
interior of the Minster puts to shame that of the adjoin- 
ing parish church, which affecta flamboyant classic, and 
flaunts all manner of abominations. A curious picture in 
the Minster vestibule represents the renewal or exten- 
sion of the Charter of the Chapter in the last century, by 
the prince-bishop of Brixen, who, in ruffles and powdered 
wig, looks neither prince nor bishop, but rominds one of 
that mixture of feudalism and coxcombry to which the 
French Revolution put an end—an end of which the in- 
scription below is significant, for you read therein the 
ominous name of Napoleon. That remodeller of Europe 
put hix finger upon this obscure spot in the map, and 
drew the frontier of Mlyria across the watershed, or- 
daiming also that the Sexten Thal should be included 
within its limits. 

Tt was not till the later visit referred to, that we became 
acquainted with these, and other points of interest about 
Tnnichen, At present it was the Drei Schuster alone that 
“drew our attention as we rolled by, white with duet, and 
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baked in the sun, Lunenting the green Alps aloft we had 
so Jately trod. Sillian was the first stage; Mittewald, 
where we dined, the second. 

Before reaching Mittewald, the Lien Dolomites begitm== 
to show themselves finely in profile, and the opening tes 
the Gail Thal is passed. A rough horse-track lends to it 
which would have served us, but there were difficulties imma 
the way of entering the valley st this extremity ; Ietters=—==5 
too, a fortnight old were waiting for us at Licnz, 90 woe" 
pased on thither, intending to cross over to the Gaiam 
by a more practicable road lower down. The scenery", 
rapidly gains in character after leaving Mittewald; thee =i 
valley narrows, and woods sweep up the closing hille===l=! 
One of the death pictures by the side of the way re—=* 
presented a wolf standing in a contemplative attil 
over « man; the beast, we may suppose, had, some 
unlucky day, descended from the woods They uswallyes4 
tell you that both bears and wolves come over in thes 
spring, ¢ither from Crontia or Hungary, and perhaps thee"? 
visits of these animals may have some connection with thes" 
lange dogs with which every inn is furnished: a buge lies 
like fellow winked at us with one red eye all dinnertime s—* 
Mittewald. The narrowing valley soon becomes a gorge —=— 
It is one of those historical spots of which Tyrol is full — 
for here, in the famous year Nino, a French gencral came" 
to grief in attempting to force his way. Seven hundreds 
of his men were shot dead; the Tyrolese, up among the=="" 
cmgs, were too good marksmen to merely wing their men _—™ 

Here, too, the Drave bad found a voice, as it 
through the Lienzer Klause. The road clings to the==—= 
left-hand cliffa, and on the opposite side rise the lofty —* 
forest-clothed Dolomites of Lienz. Suddenly is disclosed 
the noble fur-aweeping valley—the true Drave Thal, at 
the head of which Lienz is situated. It was an intemrely 
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hot afternoon as we entered its straggling atreeta, driving 
‘up to the Post, of whose honest, perspiry, and * complimen- 
tary" landlord we hod particular recollection, He met us 
perspiring and complimenting, as usual, and nothing 


ie 
general of the district was on his rounds, and, having 
engaged the best rooms, we were fain to be content with 
the prospect of the stableyard. Just then the sun did 
not shine there, and that was enoug! yebab nightwohy 


fino character of the valley 
af the Inn, due to the breadth, the numerous villages, the 
tewties, the woods, and the superb mountain forma, which on 
the south rear their Dolomite walls with grand abruptnes 
from the level floor of the valley. Northward, though there 
‘arp parple abysses lifted up on high, and peeps of the Noric 
‘showy inn few places, the valley is generally bounded by roll- 
‘ing orchard-coverod hills, rising into Carinthian woodland. 
The Drave itself is not much seen—it hugs the southern 
| pretipices, and doos not pass through Liens, It is the Teel, 
| dereending from the Teffereggen Thal, and joining the 
| Drave just bolow, that rushes with amazing vehomence, 
| the the tin wt Innsprack, throagh the town. 
shopping at Licnz wns not vory satisfactory. 





ae ooo st 


where coarse goods of every kind were huddled together, 
‘Compliment,’ said he, as he doffed his hat nt each cellar 
door, and the politeness was reciprocated within. Paper 

was of antiquated size and texture; raisins, so useful to 
munch with dry bread on the hills, were no bigger thames 
currants; and tea was 128. per pound. We were mor 
successful in a call upon Amman, our gentlemanly drivemmmet 
of five years before. The good man was probably in siesta 
and bustled out, putting on his coat, bewildered at thera? 
unwonted crowd about his door; yet he was not long imeaeit 
recognising his four ‘ Engliinder,’ and was happy to under—ae=t- 
take our conveyanes to the Gail Thal. 

Five miles down the valley, a little off the road, is thersiihe 
village of Déleach, nestled at the foot of the ridge whickii—=ch 
divides the Drave from the Moll Thal, and at the point=eat 
where the rough track strikes off to Winklera, and Heil- a= 
igenblut. We arranged a day's excursion to the summits 
of the col, where, on our former journey, we had been sa"? 
impressed with the view of the Drave Valley and its Dolo—<=> 
mites, As far as Dolaach we took one of these ase 
four-wheels common in the conntry, wherein two 
comfortably on the deep seat behind, and other two, i= 
necessary, upon the apron, dangling their legs behind thes? 
horee’s tail. When it came to walking—for above 
that is the needs must—the heat inclined us to be content=" 
with reaching a few cottages about two-thirds up the" 
ascent, The inmates, unasked, brought out milk ai" 
flowers, and gathered round to see our sketches, and trem ' 
identify the mountains, but especially their own 
transferred to tho aketch-book of A—~. ‘The selena == 
sciousness of ‘Thomas,’ and ‘John, and‘ Anna,’ ee] 
sittings, and the glee of the spectators, were abundanthe <4 
amusing. It was a happy morning with a happy fotk———> 
they looked so, and why not?—on their gmssy orchars—=—=™ 
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slopes, with the blue vale beneath, cleft by the white stream 
of the Drave, and scross it the uplifted grandeurs of the 
Wizard, woods wreathed about its base like the shadows 
of clouds, : 

dinner, and then we ought to have gone home, but I 
coveted a remembrance of the red. pl 

from the heights above through 7 

the brilliant yellow sunlight streaming along the valley 
beyond; and thereby wo camo to trouble, We should 
have heeded Jow-rolling thunders far in the west. 
When at last we started for the five 


shelter was to be found between us and Lienz, as tho 
‘villages lie off the road, and the bay-sheds were all fae- 
ftened. Not a creature was to be seen abroad, and the 
long stretches of sodden road looked dismal enoug! 
(glittering under the flushes with the mime 7 
‘wehad noticed at Ratzos—now crimoon and now bluo, We 
worn nearly at the entrance of Liens before 1 we obtained 
MaKerinin wall cottage; it was yet an hour fore tho 


elias the _post-inepector's 
ty on the landing. As we afterwards heard 
Ian“ ced tora ts Onsen followed by 





- = 
Amman and his vehicle were ready at nine the net 
morning, when the usual splendid sky reappeared over Ni 
head, and a sun a8 hot as ever. We had not jogged fer 
out of Lienz before wo were visited with that conscioumes=, 
occasionally eo perplexing, of having at some previous tim—© 
been placed in precisely duplicate circumstances, Thee? 
explanation in this case was not difficult. In this summ=* 
carriage we had been packed five years before. The su==ams* 
Amman was sitting on the same seat; his jacket, a Iitunaeile 
tighter, was the same faded check with which we 
grown familiar as we jogged to Brixen; and we verily 
believed the same horses were pulling at the samme? 
traces, He confessed to the identity of both carringe 
horses; we did not press the matter of the jacket; but" 
‘equipage, party, and all, being thus reproduced, might jusoxa” 
have wakened from a long nap to pursue the interrupts *? 
journey. With what enviable monotony must the yaa" 
roll by in Lienz! 

This time, however, our faces were set eastward instea=——9 
of westward, and in a couple of hours we had cromed thet 
frontier from Tyrol into Carinthia, through which Istie==J=4 
province the Drave holds most of its way. Being that 
direct route for Klagenfurt, the capital, we enquired altee> 
Gorgey, the celebrated Hungarian General, who, after 
rendering his army to the Russians in 1849, was allowea==*™* 
by the Austrian Government to reside in the neighbour== == 
hood of that city, ‘Ab,! eid Amman, rather quickly, ‘= = * 
traitor to his country! Yes, I bave seen him; he once" 
cune to Lieng, but no one would even lift his hat to him") 
At Caprile we had found Italian sympathies. Here waxes ™ 
significant indication that Hungary possessed some 
wishers, 

At Ober Drouberg, after dinner, Amman made bic 
politest bow, but, whether through the progress of | 
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or that it was the middle of a street, omitted the knightly 
obeisance by which he had formerly distinguished himself. 
‘He consigned us to a postillion, and a pair of stouter horses 
than his own, for the ascent by a country road out of the 
Drave Thal and the descent into that of the Gail. We 
bade Amman good-bye, for perhaps another five years. Tn 
‘the mutation of all things, will he have arrived at as much 
as new buttons when we see him again? 

The steep and bad road by which we were now lifted 
out of the valley was only tolerable that sultry afternoon, 
‘as it was shaded by thick woods. Churchill and 1, with the 
pestillion, panted up without our costs, Farther on, heavy 
timbers protected the edge from n deep ravine, full of 
trees; and in about two hours we reached green glides, 
whence a soft prospect opened to view the long-desired Gail 
Thal. Do you ask what we wanted there? Turn, then, 
to the map; see the long valley, marked but partially with 
a road, and learn that no tourist's steps have ever reached 
it! Do you not understand the yearning which seizes upon 
the traveller's soul when be hears of such a valley—remote, 
anvisited ? If you do not, you will fail to appreciate our 
feelings us we crossed the dividing ridge that afternoon 
and through the openings in the oak glades saw the vale 
at last—no stern, inaccessible seclusion, however; simply a 
rich and smiling expanse, with houses and churches. Then 
it was hidden for a time, till the road pitched suddenly 
down upon it, where a tidy village sheltered under the 
bill. A eomfortable-looking inn threw open to the even- 
ing air the closed shutters of ite two best guest-chambers 
for our reception; and, es fine organ tones were wafted in 
with the breezes from a large church opposite, it was 
diffienlt to believe that Kétechach—that was its name— 
wns really a village of the unknown valley of the Guil. 

“Mauthen is marked in capitals in the map as the town 
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of importance hereabouts; but our postillion would oaly 
recognise Kitschach; and a stroll across the valley thet 
evening to the former place showed usa decayed village, 
once of note, when the now deserted pas of Santa Cros, 
which from this spot crosses the Carnie Alps, was in ure 
but which has fallen with the fortunes of the road. It 
was here the Counts of Garg, the owners of almost all 
the Gail Thal, levied toll—‘ mauth"—upon all travellers, 
and the name remains to tell its former history. From» 
pilgrim-chapel on a height above Mauthen there is « good 
view of the Gail Thal—a long soft vista between woodel 
hills, crowned by a few isolated and distant ashy-grey 
pinnacles of rock. We half suspected that nobody came 
here, because there was nothing to come for. Before the 
week was out we had rectified that hasty judgment. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
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Anf der Plecken and its hearty Damo—The ‘ Rémischer Weg’—The 
Polinik and Kollin Kofel—Katechach and the Festa—The Upper 
Gail—Hermagor—The Wulfenia—The Gttech Thal and s chatty 
Driver—The Weissensoo—The crazy Boat—Bewilderment—Approach 
to Tarris—Austrian Alpine Roads—What we have done, and what 
wwe are going to do, 


From the first moment of our descent into the Gail Thal 
we had been attracted by an opening into the hills behind 
Mauthen, in the direction of the Santa Croce pass. The 
track itself is interesting as an old Roman road. Part of 
it we bad already traversed in coming from Lienz—then 
Leontium—and it continued its course southwards over 
the opposite range to the port of Aquileia on the Adriatic. 
Once it was the most frequented way over these alps; but 
when commerce deserted Aquileia, it deserted the road 
also. Tradition still speaks of Julius Cesar having crossed 
this way, and no doubt poor Briccius limped along it with 
his bandaged foot. Beside the historic interest, however, 
there was the promise of striking scenery. On the eastern 
side of the gap, just mentioned, rose a sharp conical 
mountain—the Polinik—of whose botanic treasures 
Churchill had note in his pocket-book. On the west- 
ern side huge bare bosses of Dolomitie rock peered up 
behind the nearer hills, and were identified as part of the 
Kollin Kofel, or Monte Cogliano. Between the two the 
pass must lie, and somewhere up there would be Auf der 
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Plocken, half inn, half farmhouse, formerly the Hospice 
of Santa Croce, It was the very spot for an ascent of the 
Polinik, and a peep at the Friulian mountains—also, let 
us hope, for alittle fresh air: the stifling heat of thee 
valleys was taking all nerve out of us. 

So, wakened at five the next morning by obstreperoer 
bells, and a fine swell of the organ from the church over the 
way, Where processions of peasants were already arriving for 
some great festa of the valley, we packed a couple of knap- 
sacks, and despatched S- and A—— by a rough cart, 
while we followed on foot. Crossing the flat valley, + 
third of whose width wae occupied by the desteuetive 
Gail, aud ascending by the little Pilgrim Chapel we bal 
visited the evening before, the track, just wide enowgh foe 
a single pair of wheels, became very steep and stony as & 
climbed the sides of a profoundly deep chasm. Have ¥© 
not talked of chaama and ravines till the reader is tired of 
bearing of them? Well, here was a novel feature in a forest 
of the noblest beech trees, shading the path for miles with 

arms. ‘Their huge boles glimmered: in the 

tood in colummed majesty on the 

. Villages, or oven chillets, éxcept nt ome 

apot, there were u and we now, for the first time, 

recognised Selaw as the language of the few pemsuste 
we met. 

Tn about three hours we stepped upon the open gras 
Here the Polj waa on our’ left; in front, a rocky 
wood-covered barrier, through which there tumbled = 
hidden stream; and to the right an open valley, whieh 
bore away, till abruptly closed in by the giant Tmttnssm 
of the Kollin Kofel—all naked, treeless rock. "This val- 
ley—the Valentiner Thal—was tenanted only by a olieter 
of cattle-shods, ranged, as customary on the Italian side 
of the Alps, in terraces one above another, the cattle them= 





selves at this hour, as the telescope discovered, browsing 
in large herds against the sky upon high and steep slopes, 
which it was a marvel they could reach. Up the barrier 
before us was our course, by a path of rattling stones, 
shaded by trees, and cecasionally wet with the rills that 


dant hollow appeared, holding in its bosom a lange and 
singular building, with farmh appurtenances—the 
Hespice of Auf der Plecken. Here the beeches and chest= 
nuts for the most part ceased, and only sparse woods of 


jus at the door, especially gle 
English —the firet she had ever 


the loops in S— and A—-'s dresses, which had 
thearted her well-meant efforts to brush them straight; 


Bad others. ‘Three of theac chambers were fitted 
comfortably; but the rest, evidently af the old 
type, wore nurrow, and crowded with beds, appro- 
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priate to the time when travellers 
pretty close, and did not mind it on winter nigh 
‘We had arrived at noon, and enquiries about d 
once betrayed that dearth of mest which is char 
of the Italian frontier; nevertheless, a fair repast wat 
provided with no unreasonable delay. Soup, with these 
necks and gizzards of a couple of fowls, to be fished =o" 
therein; a pudding, very good; and tho remaining exmail. 
bits of fowl browned with bread-crambs—that was all: 
was of no use suggesting either a salad, potatoes, or rie aio 
Tn such a dinner one learns to be chary of morsels, and = 
be rigidly just in their apportionment, Ik is too seriac=e0o* 
if one’s neighbour's plate shows an extra claw. Tea-tinae=mmé, 
too, is a hungry occasion. Here, fortunately, there 
‘eggs in plenty, but no egg-cups; and observe, it 
some dexterity to butter your bread with one hand 
you hold your egg with the other. \ 
These few privations, however, did not prevent co 0%! 
spending here three very pleasant days, during which + 
pretty well explored the paths; and Churchill 
the Polinik, whose speciality was well known at 
Hospice. No less.a person than the late King of 
a devoted botanist, had once boon tempted here by 
proximity, and the floral treasures of the district, : 
A rained building, once the much-sought chapel @ 
“Maria Schnee,’ stood a little beyond the house; aca 
beside it the track of the old road passed on with max 
windings up the green hill-sides into the sloping wooo! 
and so along a narrow terrace cut in the mountain" 
to the summit of the pass® Here stern. walls of rc 
closing aud retreating for about half a mile, present 
aspect nither of a Pyrenean port than of an Alpine oc 



















* About £,600 foot abgre the ara, 






























THE ROMAN ROAD. nT 
and approached in either direction have a striking effect. 


‘Pwice we took our evening walk through this tempting 
portal into Venetia, but the only prospect forward was 


into gulfs of wood, among rounded and. solitary hills, 


dreaming in that hazy beauty which is characteristic of 
the Italian lake districts: There is no traffic except 
that. of light and narrow carts, carrying a score of sawn 
planks s-piece; and the rond admits only one of these 
at a time. Nor do they cross the summit southward. 
‘Their loads are deposited at the top of the pass, in 
charge of the owner of a solitary hut, and are afterwards 
taken away by « similar set of carts on the Italian side. 
They are all in the employment of a Trieste company, 
who have contracted for the timber of the neighbouring 
mountains, and keep the road in sufficient repair for their 
purposes. 

On the south side of the pass the road is carried, in 
some places, on wooden brackets round the fuces of preci- 
pices, und across the deep scores of torrents, Both props 
and flooring are here nnd there decayed, and through 
various holes, into which the foot might easily élip, the 
blue depths below are visible. Two hours farther, and 
‘Timau, the first village, called also Tischlwang, ix renchod, 
whose population, with that of three hamlets in neigh- 
bouring valleys westward, speak a dialect of German 50 
peculiar as to require the services of a native-born priest; 
no other could make himself understood. A Carinthian 
writer conjectures that their origin dates back to the 
period of the first movements of the German tribes to- 
wards Italy. A careful collection of their vocabulary by 
a competent hand, might recover some new and interesting 
forms of Old German. 

‘How the original Roman rond wax engineered on the 
x 
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south side of the pass it would be interesting to determine 
with exactness. That it came through the gap above, 
certain from the nature of the ridge, even withont the 
testimony of two weathered Latin inscriptions upon the 
rocks, It did not, however, turn, a4 the present road dow, 
to the left, and across the precipitous faces just mentioned, 
for traces of it are still discernible on the right, imme 
dintely after leaving the jaws of the pass. Here it slopes 
downward for some distance, and then, apparently reture- 
ing upon itself, rises to some three hundred feet above ite 
first point of isouc, ‘This very singular arrangement seems 
to have puzzled ome explorers, but can easily be explained, 
if, instead of being parts of one road, the two portions 
belong to two roads, the result of an alteration of Towel at 
some period. That both are Roman is evident from sn- 
doubted marks of antiquity. The deep ruts, four ineher 
hore as the ancient chariots left thom, wherever 
the solid blocks of stone remain. And more than this; of 
ferred to, one belongs to the lower, 
ipper, reach of road. 

the first—the lower—is the mawe 
curious, F os it has been claimed as offering eam 
clusive proc ‘that the road over this pass was constructed, 
or made practicable for vehicles, by Julius Corsar Iifmsell 
all the various transeriptions, of which a dome 
might be quoted, no two are exactly alike; and the lat 
transeriber—a writer in a Carinthian journal, who yisdel 
and whose copy Churchill took the 
trouble to verify—does not find the name of Cownr at all 
Most of the others, beginning with one in the fifteenth 
century, profess to have distinctly seen *C. Julius Chomt, 

viam hane rot F.’ (rotabilem fecit). 
The entire inscription, as given by the writer in the 

journal, mins thus:— 
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Yet, that Julius Cesar did construct the road, and even 
held it of great importance in his operations, is probable 
from evidence which has been educed, with care and ful- 
ness, by the latest historian of Carinthia, Von Ankershofen. 
It is certain that three of Crsar’s legions had their winter 
quarters near Aquileia, and named after him two places, 
Forum Julii and Julium Carnicum, both in the direct line 
between Aquileia and the Plecken Alp. The second of 
the two is still known as Zuglio, a village between Paluzza 
and Tolmezzo; and the Gail Thal itself is said to be none 
other than the old Vallis Julia.* 

The first inscription is at, perhaps, fifty yards from the 
mouth of the pass, on a smoothed face of rock, obscured 
by bushes, and three or four feet above the surface of the 
paved road. 

‘The second inscription is found on a similar, but much 
larger, face of rock, at the upper bend of road, and about 
six feet above it. It is thus given by the latest tran- 
seriber :— 


* Peulus Dinconus, the Lombard historian, speaks of this valley under 
the name of ‘Zellin;’ and it is remarkable that one of the names of the 
Kollin Kofel is ‘Der Grosse Zellon,’ while its neighbour, custwanl, over- 
Tooking the pass, iv called ‘Der Kleine Zellon.” 

<2 





. . 18 CETERISOVE DIB. . 
MO. . , SOLEMNE VOTVM DE - . . ~~ 
HERMIAS . SVSCEPTOR OPERIS ARTERNI 
TITVLYM IM. . MEM MONTEM ALPINUM 
INGENTEM LITTERIS INSCRIPSIT QVOT 
SA. PE INVIVM COMIANTIVM PRRICLETAN - 
POPVLO AD PONTEM TRANSITYM NON 
PLACVIT CVRAE ET ATMO BRABTIANO 
Q. ORVM VIRO ORNATO VIAM SOV . 
DEMONSTRANTE HERMIA . MVLT _ NI 
MIS FIDES OPERISGVE PAR. TVS VNA 
NIMES OMNES HANC VIAM ENPLICVIT . 


If the ‘Viam Nov’ in the ninth line be correct, it ® 
decisive a to an alteration of road at a later date thas | 
that of the first inscription. It may have been carried at 
this higher level to avoid the fall of rocks whiel ane 
thickly strewn in the interval between its upper and lowe 
cours, There is a third inseription, near Timau, for s 
copy of which we are indebted to Ankershofen ;-— 


MsticENTIAD . pv, avoovr | 

N,N. HOCITER VBI HOMINES ET 
‘M PERICVLO 
APERTVM EST 

CVRANTE APIN'TO TRAM. 

MATTO CVR..R.. PAV... A. 

D,.D.D NNN. , VALENTINIANO 

ET VALENTE. AVGG. It. co... 


es — — 7 


‘These inscriptions, particularly the last, shaw that thes, 


and illustrate also the care bestowed 
'e time on thie one by the Imperial governn 





RYENING TALK. 


Cxear to Valentinian, ‘The stages upon it from Aquileia 
to Loncium (Lienx) are given in the “Antonine Itinerary.’ 

Each evening that wo returned after dark by the guto 
of the pass from the Venetian to the Carinthian side, the 
lights of the hoepice were seen sparkling cheerily below, 
as soon os the passage was cleared. A hospitable welcome 


cloth laid for ten, and muslin curtains drawn over the 
windows. They had clearly an eye for comfort, and tea 
was here no conventional term; we had actually discovered 
enough for two makings in a small pape * bray, among 
some curiosities preserved by our hoste 

store had been left by some Vi 

tastes, and, our own stock bein; 

cheerfully surrendered to our use 


hour when the good lady w: : 


‘@ecupation her industry was marvellous, She showed’ us, 
‘mong other results, 2 complete set of ornamental bed- 


‘=and receive chance wayfarers, for the pass is in use throngh- 
out the year. At the of March, just before the 
fall of snow, they return, and have then been 

shut up for several weeks The Fran was 





related to the original owner of the property, 
belongs to herself and her husband. Tt pastares: 
number of cattle, which in summer is increased by flocke 
and herds from Italy, paying a rent of one zwanziger per 
head per month, | 
Frau Claus’: most interesting communications, howeren | 
referred to the customs of ber neighbours, the Slovenes, 
who are the principal inhabitants of the middle and lowe | 
Gail Thal, When the labours of summer are o¥er, come — 
games and weddings—the latter invariably in the winter, 
Among the games is the ‘Kufenstechen,” supposed to be 
of grent antiquity. A barrel of beer is set up, and here 
men, riding at full peed, thrust at it az they dash by with 
sharp-pointed poles: he who first succeeds in staying 
the barrel reocives, as prize, a wrenth and a measure if 
wine. The feat requires great strength, as well we skill, 
‘Their dances also are peculiar. "The *Hohe Tanz, = vey 
violent and saltatory affair, in which only the tnmarsied 
tako part, rivals, in Slovenic antiquity, the game of the 
* Kufenate 3 commenced by the women alate, 


1 to select their partners from : 
dof men. The Slovenic bride 


wears black, with a white veil, and a wreath of 
After the weds er parents are presented by the 
groom with wine in which to wash their bands; and a 
she approsches her husband's house, several children, each 
with uw piece of eake, ars despatched to ran throagh 
every room, propitiating good Inck thereby in the shag 
of a large family, and plenty for them. Stranger still, 
before the bride sets foot on the threshold, a hen, intended 
to represent the Holy Spirit, is made to fly over her Henit 
into the house! i 
‘Our lively hostess bad frequently participated 
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- ceremonies Her early years had been passed among the 
Slovenes, and she was of a very social disposition. Gene- 
rally, the Slovenes live very much to themselves in retired 
districts, and seem to be viewed with some distaste by 

| their German neighbours, who, annoyed apparently at the 
Slovenic speech, rather testily assert they could talk 
 * Deutach* well enough, if they liked. 
Frau Claus had much to enquire about England, and 
took great amusement in an English lesson, She was a 
quick pupil; but “How do you do?? *Good night,’ and a 
few other examples, soon sent her off in fita of laughter to 
repeat them to the rest of the establishment. Yet the 
merry dame had her troubles, and the lack of suitable 
fare for her guests was one.* Her spirits, and ours also, 
were somewhat depressed at the unsatisfactory nature of 
the second day's dinner, But the next morning she 
announced with glee the arrival of fresh meat, for which, 
it was suspected, her husband had been despatched to the 
_ Gail Thal the night before, after the good man had 
finished his hard day’s work on the hay slopes. Hay- 
making, in addition to the ordinary tending of the cattle, 
was the great occupation just vow. Many servants, male 
and fernale, came in to supper every night in the ample 
kitchen, and there, in the glouming, ‘kneeling on. their 
knees,’ recited their evening litany before going to bed. 
Since leaving German Tyrol we had lost this pious prac- 
tice but it well acoorded with the patriarebal simplicity 
and seclusion of this mountain farm. 

‘The ascent of the Pollinik, nearly §,000 feet above the 
‘sea, searcely repald the labour, as the plants were burnt 
up by heat; but tho viow from the summit displayed 





# We ar bound to mention that on & subsequent visit of C— apd 
A— (1863), extending over eleven days, the meat provided was abundant 
and goed. 


ae 











THE KOLLIN KOFEL. 186 


struction of this kind seemed to be going on all through 
the valley, as ashes and burnt stamps testified, 





KOLLIN KOFREL 


‘To some readers it may be interesting to know that my 
friend Churchill, during his last visit to the hospice, found 
specimens of a fern, which, on comparison in England 
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with fronds from North America, proved to belong 
Woodsia ylabella, » plant hitherto supposed to be alsest 
from Europe, and only to be met with im Arctic North 
America, It had, however, beon very recently detected 
in small quantity in the Sexten Thal and Brags Thal— 
two lateral valleys of the Puster Thal, in Tyrol. 

On the last evening of our stay—Saturday—we strolled 
a short distance up the side of the Pollinik, for a gener! 
survoy of Auf der Plecken. Into its verdant basin the 
moon presently began to pour ber rays, contesting with 
the crimson glow of sunset; while from every rocky steep, 
far up to where the eye could searcely distinguish the 
atomles, resounded the ealls of the herdsmen collecting 
the sheep, goats, and cattle, to be folded for the night. 
It was a pretty sight to watch them dropping from im 
possible heights—trickling like comfits poured out of a 
bay down their accustomed narrow paths to where, ot 
some green ledge or recess in the woods, the sleeping: 
sheds were placed, tier above tier. It was almost dusk 
before all were gathered ; and then how still it waa! Qe 
all sides above the drapery of wood rose, interspersed wilh 

} nes, bosses, turret walls of rock, pale amenz 

W, in the dark hollow, the hospice lights 

answered to those serener ones above, and centred it 
themselves the sole human interest of the seenc. 

We had purposcly avoided retarning to Kitechach that 
evening, knowing that the only Sunday quiet to be found 
in these countries is out of doors, and that the walk down 
the beech-shaded ravine, taken leisurely, would afford the 
beet opportunity for it. I think our departure relieved 
our good friend from culminating anxieties ax to another 
day's dinner; and we delighted her much by leaving our 
names and addresses at full length in a book intended 
for the purpose, but which was nearly blank. Her final 








THE KOTSCHACH FESTA. 
English lesson—an exercise in their pronunciation—ended, 
as usual, in an explosion of laughter, A boy accompanied 
us to curry our few belongings, and for a visit to the 
lower world of the valley—the only world to him. He 
had adopted shoes and ragged stockings for the occasion ; 
but they proved too incommodious, and were presently 
disposed with infinite care behind some fronds of fern, 
to be reclaimed on his return. 

They had spoken of a festa in the valley, in honour 
of the Emperor's birthday; but we did not realise its 
possible inconvenience till, clear of the ravine, we stood 
upon the last rocky and pine-covered steep which over- 
hangs the Gail. There, with Mauthen at the foot of 
the green slopes benenth us, and Kotschach opposite on 
the further side of the stream, the clangour of bells first 
broke upon our ears, und glimpses of flags and of moving 
crowds shimmered in the hot sunlight among the trees 
in the distance. Descending to the valley, we were soon 
in the midst of them. All the peasantry of the Gail Thal 
seemed to be there, from their number, and as Kétachach 
possesses the largest church, so it may have been. Church, 
and churchyard too, must have been full that day; and 
| as we approached the inn, every window and door ap- 

peared stuffed with heads or backs To our great relief, 
however, the keys of our rooms were safe at the sturdy 
waist of the Kelluerin  ourdarkened chambers were empty 

and cool; and dinner was soon provided in a style far 
beyond the means of poor Auf der Plecken. Yet, a8 soon 
as the sun hung low, we were glad to cseape into the 
‘woody uplands above the village, where, as the noise of the 
merriment faintly floated from below, the festa, separated 
from its scoompaniments, could be pleasantly idealised, 
and the far-stretching valley also, as it lay bathed in 
softening light, 1t was the place and hour to decide a 


a . 


Ww 
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question: Should we, on the morrow, ascend or Gesen! 
the Gail Thal? 

‘The upper Gail, called also the Lessach Thul, bearing 
away to the right ax we now looked down from the nerthers 
slope of the valley, forms about a third of its entire length, 
and is traversed only by a rough horse-track. It ix divided 
from the middle Gail, commencing at Kétschach, by ose 
of those barriers of rock and wood which so often separate 
the ‘Ober’ from the ‘ Unter’ in Alpine valleys. Sita Mark 
Lnkau is its principal village, and, judging from the map 
and the information we could collect, the mountains om 
both sides are lofty and picturesque. Those we had sees 
from Tienz, magnificent in their mural precipices, mat 
abut upon it from the north; and Monti Antola, Paralla, 
and others, if they are worthy brethren of the Pollinik as! 
Kollin Kofel, with which they stand in line, must furnish 
some grand scenery on the south. It was temptings yet, 
on the whole, having important districtsa—those of the 
Terglou and the Steiner Alp—yet to explore, and a= 

mentioned, in the lower Gail Thal; 
ul 20 much time to Auf der Plecken, = 
elected to don—to the reader, if he chooges—the un- 
trod region of tl Gail. Yet, if anyone be minded = 
achieve the 7] xploration, let him lose mo time, 
or he may chance to find that we have repaired our neglet 
—perhaps encounter there our veritable selves: in the 
latter event, we hereby invite him to supper; or rather 
to that *pot-luck’ which, in these parts, is a serious 
contingency. 

‘Thus arranging our plans, evening drew on—that beanie 
tiful time, in these southern climates, when colours deepen 
into hues so wonderful, and all the pootry of the innd- 
scape is breathed out into the air, and conversation diet 
into reverie. It was late when we descended to the iam, 
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which was still a noisy place, so many people preferring to 
enjoy the mooulight, and to bandy their harsh gutturals in 
interminable discussion, cloge under our windows. Sleep 
for several hours was impossible, for if any pause occurred, 
the watchman filled it, chanting his verse, or the implacable 
church clock seized the opportunity to strike the quarters. 

On Monday morning, the first cloud we had seen for 
many days barred the Pollinik, and sprend in a fleeey veil 
over the hollow of Auf der Plecken; but it was still bright 
and hot as we left Kotschach, turning eastward down 
the lengthening and widening valley. Our vehicles were 
two light little wicker “wagen,’ of true Carinthian type s in 
which, a3 in the ever-memorable Malnitz drive, our bag 
gage, ourselves, and a quantity of bay, wore speedily 
shaken up together in a formless heap, and powdered with 
pitiless dust. 

Our destination was Hermagor, about twenty-two miles 
below Kotschach. The whole of this portion of the Gail 
‘Phal is richly wooded in great slopes and terraces up the 
sides, while the bottom is cither rank ond marshy, or 
stony, a8 the river wastes and wanders from side to side, 
compelling the road to avoid it by skirting the foot of the 
northern hills. The slopes are, in fact, extensive fans of 
débris that have been shot out from what are, in the summer 
season, dry gullies, running down from the northern ridge. 
Tn more than one instance they projected nearly across the 
valley, and pushed the Gail close up to the foot of the 
opposite, or southern, hills Churches, usually perched 
upon the ridges of these fans, were both few and emall, 
with grey shingle-covered spires, after the manner of 
Essex; but the resemblance to anything English ceased 
with the spire, for all, and even road-side shrines, had 
enormous open porches, sometimes as large as the building 
‘itself evidently a provision against heat. ‘The dress of 











190 THE DOLOMITE 


the women, too, looked like labour under a sweltering 
sup, the neat felt hat and clean stockings of the mountain 
pessant girl giving place tos red handkerchief bound 
across swarthy brows, and to naked brown legs, the pett!- 
coats reaching only to the knee, 

During the greater part of the day the sharp-pointel 
Pollinik was the principal feature, wherevor the turns of 
the road invited a backward view up the valley; but * 
striking-looking mountain, occupying the opposite side of 
the Gail, gradually took posession of the prospect in frott 
It proved to be the Gartner Kogel, of which we shall Inst 
much to say. We knew nothing of it yet, and little = 
pected the interest it would presently excite. 

‘After sheltering for an hour or two from the mid—<0t 
heat in a small village inn, we reached Hermagor, 3 
turesquely situated at the entrance of the Gitech 
about four o'clock. We were charmed with its quaint 
sequestered look, as we turned into ite single street of oa 
large-caved houses, where with some difficulty we hit m= a? 
an inn, ‘Zum Mobren,’—also a shop,—just opposite 
church. Two small, but quite clegantly-farnished rooe™™% 
opened on each side of the upstairs landing, and a fasean¥ 
old woman, assisted by an active lad, took us briskly= 2 
hand, promising a speedy dinner, ‘The failare was in #2 
speediness, and perhaps in the pudding, which, immediate=> 
following the soup, we took the liberty of postponing #2 
the next course bad been served. Alas! in the interval ie 
goodly and delicate proportions had collapsed to th 
bottom of the dish; and the old lady who, ex 
congratulations on her triumph, had timed a flymg vist 
from the kitchen for the moment when its excellence 
should have been demonstrated, was loud and dramatic 
in her lamentations over our perversity. 

In the balmy evening we sauntered up the Gitech Thal, 


ta 












A solitary chapel on a rising ground, hard by a quaint- 
looking building, whose conical-roofed towers spoke of 
some ancient lordship of these parts, soon tempted us out 
of the road, and across open fields of corn and maize, as 
much for the point of view which would be afforded, ax 
from curiosity respecting the antique edifices that occupied 
the spot. We found that the castle was now a farm; its 
moat, and gateway, and crazy gates, guarding only the 
wains and stalls of the farmyard, and the old walls so 
hidden among sheds and bushes, that there was leas to be 
seen near than at a distance.* The adjacent church, with 
bare whitewashed walls, stood upon a emall patch of turf 
open to the fields, and offering a charming prospect. Be= 
Jow lay Hermagor, shrouded in trees; the broad Gail Thal 
beyond was shut off by pine-covered hills, stretching in 
long line down the valley behind the town; but askance, 
to the east, the eye passed down through the opening of the 
Gitech Thal, and was arrested by a magnificent mountain 
mase—pale red, yellow, and purple, seamed and scarred, 
and burning in the sualight. ‘This was the Dobratsch, the 
great bulwark marking the junction of the Gail valley 
with that of the Drave, and which, opposite the pass of the 
Predil, southward, occupies a most conspicuons position. 
‘Ite huge bulk was repeatedly in sight for nearly a fortnight 
afterwards. Westward of our point of view were the soft 
glades of the Gitsch Thal, sinking into evening shadow. 
‘The landlord or principale, as in the odd mixture of 
languages in thove parts they called him, had not been at 
home on our arrival, but appeared on our return to the 
ing. At the first casual question addressed to him, ¢ Ah,’ 


* Two yrars afterwacds patewny, walls, and most were gono—not the 
only sige that the spirit of innovation had seized upon Hermager, One 
‘of thee peighbouring Bnucr, for 00 personal avason that. we could find, had 

weeribed “New Ametien” upon his fence. 
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anid he, ‘you come for the Welfenia.’ Now thin was what 
we had come for; and it is what any stranger visiting 
Hermagor docs come for, stich stranger being pretty on 
tainly some roving botanist, whom the fare of the Wht- 
fenia has drawn to that remote spot. Now T must a 
anticipate what the proper authority will have to say about 
this unique plant. I will merely premise, by way of 
indicating the kind of interest which attaches to it, anil te 
account for the prominence it took in our after arrange 
ments, that it porseses no other known habitat on the 
surface of the globe, than a particular mountain ia thir 
neighbourhood,—the same in fact whose striking contour 
had challenged our attention as we descended the valley. 
It was discovered in 1779, by the botanist whose name it 


bears, Baron Wulf of Klagenfurt, on the northern slope 
of the Gartner, and the King of Saxony fonnd ales 
locality it upon the weetern spur of the same monnbaiey 

be confined to this one motmntain is the 


uthlessly usurping in xome pluses all thn sll 
nlike Alpine plants in general, is of Lange 
How is its strange isolation to be accounted fee? 
Is it the rm which geologic changes bare 
tmhountain top, islanded in the 
in, has alone preserved? I must! lente 
‘fo tell us all he can about it, and of bie 
successive visits to its mountain fortress, 

*You como for the Wulfenia, sid the Jandiond, ‘yea 
will not find it in Hower but in seed ;* and #0 our botanist’ 
hopes were frustrated, as frequently of late, by the trmeatal 
heat of the summer of ‘61. He engaged » guide, however, 
for the morrow, and the rest of us arranged an exeundon 
which had formed a secondary object in coming to Her 
tmagor, This was a visit to the Weimen See, a long and 
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lake in the hilly district between the valleys of the 
Gail and the Drave; and accessible either from Greifen= 
berg in the latter, or through the Gitsch Thal from the 
former. ‘Murray’ has a short paragraph about it, 
& propos of his description of the Drave scenery ; for, as I 
have mentioned, he leaves the Gail untouched, and we 
almost felt it a condescension to return into the domain of 
the * Red book.’ 
‘The morning's drive to the head of the Gitach ‘Thal, 
_ gome two hours, was through remarkably agreeable scenery, 
cheerful with farms, fields, and timber-shaded lanes; the 
hill sides above, clothed with woods, a village here and 
there niched up between them. The driver, as is usual 
with sueb supernumeraries, bad been a soldier, and was full 
of his Italian experiences in “48, of the cities he had 
“ occupied,’ and of his general, Radetaky. He had not seen 
English before. ‘Not in Venice?’ we exclaimed, which 
‘he had just described as ‘sehr lustig” ‘In Venice? ah, 
yes, and there one sees Turks also,’ an associntion we did 
not take to be very complimentary. The chatty fellow 
rattled on with his tongue, and his wheels, till we reached 
‘Weissbriach, the last village in the valley, Here he pro- 
posed leaving the carriage, as there was no inn at the lake; 
and ordering dinner for five o'clock we started on foot with 
our loquacious driver for guide, over the woody ridge which 
‘ebuts in the Weissen See on the south, 
‘It opened pleasantly to sight, a sequestered piece of 
water, as we crossed the summit, marked by a small shrine, 
and descended over rough heathery ground, very Seotch 
like, and then through Iush bay meadows to its reedy 
benders. These meadows were full of those singular racks 
—tometimea single, and stretching like walls across a 
; sometimes double, and roofed over like an open 
abound through Carinthia and Carniola, and 
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quite affect the appearance of the landscape. They aw 
used during only about eight weeke in the year for drying 
the different crops. Woe struck the lako near its upper 
extremity. Some distance lower down, a long, low, woudee 
bridge crossed at a narrow part to a cluster of houses 
almost sufficient to compose # village; indeed the peamst 
habitations, clean and comfortable, and in cheerful c- 
tiguity, were sprinkled all along that opposite shore, ope 
to the sunny south. A few boatsand rafts laden with hes, 

e paddling over the glittering waters, and the people 

h their autumn gatherings, 


c ‘The pastures on the one side, the orchards 
on the other; the soft woodlands above, the softer lake 


ith its gliding bouts and fringe of white home: 


t us down the lake as far us time allowed; 

our talkative companion to wait for wat 
Weissbriach. But tho boat, which wo had not previously 
examined, proved to be simply a straight-sided, fst 
bottomed packin, ‘or open coffin, very narrow, aul 
of course without seats, which were improvised with & 
loose board or two, put scross from rim to rim. My twe 
companions having scarcely room to sit side by side, 
adjusted themselves with difficulty, and with an expres 
sion of countenance which did not bode a happy voyages 
and when we pushed into the poppling water, which 
a sudden breeze had ruffled, and the peasant boatman 
sitting in a helpless way at the hinder end, for it could not 
be called the stern, rocked the frail bark with enol 
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of a wretched little paddle—dipped Otaheite fashion, first 
on one side and then on the other—their alarm rendered 
it adviable to bring the expedition to a speedy end, and 
instead of continuing dowa the lake, we landed as soon 
as might be on the opposite shore. There a shady lane 
dodged among houses and orchards, but arriving at the 
bridge, wo recrossed the lake and walked for two or three 
miles along its grassy margin. That side was open and 
tenantless, though valunble as pasture; and at various 
convenient points small wooden jetties were constructed, 
where the raft, af each proprietor lay moored, some of 
them big enough to hold a haystack, which indeed we 
more than once saw moving bodily over the water. 

We obtained no particular view, except of a solitary 
waterfall tumbling behind the roofs of some cottages on 
the other side; and, towards the lower end of the lake, of 
‘a more precipitous closing in of tho hills, that seemed to 
prechide space for further habitations, and to justify 
‘Murray's remark that the finest scenery, if the lesa cheer- 
ful, is to be found in that direction, He speaks, moreover, 
of the walk down the Stockenboyer Thal, beyond, as very 
agreeable, notwithstanding numerous fron forges; but that 
it takes three hours from the extremity of the lake to 
reach the only inn. The valley eventually entera the 
Drave Thal, near Paternion. From the spot we reached, 
the Staffberg, the highest mountain of the vicinity, 
might bave been visible but for unwonted clouds that 
‘began to bang about the sky, and which, though not 
immediately threatening, portended a change in the 
hitherto brilliant weather. 

Striking a different path from that by which we had 
descended from the col, we remounted the hill, turning 
frequently for pleasant views of the stretch of water, and 
ite quiet habitations, ‘One almost longed to retarn for good 


ao 
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to that peaceful shore, to paddle one’s own haystack, threw 
one’s own corn, pick one’s own pears and walnuts, aod @ 
pass life, with no other mutations than those of the seasuns 
and no other incidents than thoxe that beful m few hemely 
hearths. What a dream it is! I suppose that in every 
such scene we fancy we detect a corner of the old 
Paradise, loft, like the Wulfenia, astray in the world; and 
truly it is a relic of things which the steam-horse is every- 
where fast trampling under foot. 

Returning into the Gitsch Thal, we dived through the 
woods by stony footpaths that crossed from angle to angle 
of the rond; and finally down a steep slope of gry 
almost slippery enough for a glissade, into the village of 
Weissbriach, whose open green spaces, large spreading 
trees, and cottages plotted about under their shade 

rransported us to rural England,—perhape beastie 

the Weissen See had put us into a sentimental mood. I 
mer, and we walked briskly on ta reach 

long we spied its humble doorway, with 

r vel we had left it, drawn up under the eaves 
Yet a chilly feeling of strangeness grew upon us as #E 
approached. The vehicle, like the *deacon’s gig,” looked 
aa if it had run through another cycle of existence sis 
the morning, The house—yes, there were doars abd 
windows, as we remembered them, but the neat parlor 
that bad been ours—was now full of men and full af 
smoke! ‘Tho landlord—he gazed at us with a stolid coum 
tenance. Why the man is moon-etruck, or olae we are! 
We ventured on a question ;—Ja,’ was the reply, ‘that is 
the “wagen” from Hermagor.’ Curious! bat was it our 
wagen? We scrutinised the crazy thing for some decisive 
mark, The lining—was it yellow? *No—red;" *no,— 
certainly blue: each colour had its advocate. At last the 
handle of the break settled the matter; ours, We agreed, 
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had none. ‘Is there another inn?* weasked. Ja,’ snid 
the man, and pointed back the way we had come. More 
-puzzling still! Yet back we went, and truly found 
another hostel, though undoubtedly on the wrong side of 
the road—unless there were two ronds, to settle which 
point we made desperate incursion upon the hack premises, 
retreating the next moment, baffled and confounded. A 
dreadful suspicion now entered our minds that we had 
somehow come down the wrong hill, into the wrong vil- 
lage, perhaps into the wrong valley. *What is the name 
of this place?’ I asked, with my heart in my mouth. 
*Weissbriach.’ ‘And are there only two inns?’ ‘Only 
two; this and that other.” One began to feel the horrible 
bewilderment of a dream, when things are like and not 
Tike, and you are yourself and somebody else at the same 
time, and every thing becomes another thing. Walking 
faster and faster, followed by S— and A——, now 
manifesting mutiny and utter distrust, which they might 
well do, seeing I had lost confidence in myself, I pushed 
on right through the village into open country again, 
where the prospect seemed hopeless enough. Fortunately 
‘at this moment, a passer-by threw sudden light upon the 
matter, Another inn, some quarter of a mile further, lay 
hidden among the trees; and at the next turn the whole 
mystery was explained. We had passed this space un 
heeded in the morning, and had forgotten the relation of 
the village to the inn, There it now stood, just as it 
should be—earringe, and driver, and landlord, and chamber, 
restored in the twinkling of an eye to their right friendly 
and most welcome aspect. 

Under a lovely evening sky we enjoyed a delightful 
drive back to Hermagor. The hill-slopes on the left, 
shone in the western glow. Lorenzen, nestling among 

om, is the only village of importance after Weissbriach, 
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and a path leading from it over to the Weimsen See woull 
pleasantly vary a pedestrian excursion. Bat o glimpse 
down the valley, and through its opening upon the Gail 
‘Thal, riveted for the moment all our attention. Sublime 
cloud-piercing peaks stood euddenly revealed there i 
unexpected grandeur, and white, either with snow or with 
the pale tints of Dolomite, They could be no other tha 
the great Terglou group of Carniolan mountains, guanling 
the head waters of the Save and the Taonzo, where the 
next portion of our journey lay. It was but « glimpe, 
and they were gone. ‘Then, as we approashed Hermagin 
the Débratsch, which, the evening before, we had set 
gloriously illuminated in opal tints, due both to the 
lustre of the atmosphere, and to the delicacy of ite rock 
colouring, again stood nobly out to view, though only a 

a silhouette of grey, 
Of course our driver could not be expected to =ympsthioe 
ening reveries; and besides, he wanted to introdedt 


eturn on the balcony of their house—a te 
spectable peasant abode, It was evident that bis goed 
fortune in having conducted us would bea distinetion fer 
the houschold. The mother looked proud and gratified, 
and 'y lad and lass wns round-eyed and smiling. "These 
attentions withdrew us from the poatry of natore to that 
of life; and presently entering the cheerful little town at 
that foot pace which, aa in a royal progress, ia considered 
the proper thing in a strect, we encountered similar demon 
strations of respectful admiration from doors and windows 
We were happy to find Churchill just arrived from tix 
Wulfenia expedition. Discussing our respective adven- 
tures, we mado a cheerful tea-party—that is to say, when 
the usual difficulties, aggravated on this occasion by the 
perverse ingenuity of the old Kellnerin, hod been over 
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come. Always great in her ideas, and always wrong, the 
old lady, observing that hot water was a considerable 
item in our requirements, hit upon the notable expedient 
of a soup tureen, which, steaming with grenay water, was 
put upon the table, In this we were expected to concoet 
our tea, dispensing it with a ladle! 

Over the tea-table we learnt from Churchill that his route 
had led him, in the first instaxiee, directly southwarda across 
the Gail, through the village of Méderndorf, and a seat~ 
tered pine-wood growing upon ‘the river alluvium, to the 
foot of the Gartner Kogel. The uscent, moxtly through 
woods of beech and pine, commenced at a point where the 
Garnitz Bach, rising in the Berg of the sume name to the 
south of the peaks of the Gartner Kogel, izaues out of a deap 
and narrow ‘ Graben’ to join the waters of the main stream. 
Presently, at the edge of precipice overlooking the more 
open part of the ravine, appeared a little chapel, dedicated 
to St. Urban, into which the guide entered and muttered a 
few words of invocation. From this point the track skirted 
the edge of the ‘Graben'—a ruinous, desolate-looking 
depth, in which the torrent of the Garnitz raved. Directly 
‘opposite, the bare crags of the many-peaked Gartner rose 
precipitously "to the height of 7,200 feet, scored in the 
‘intervals between the peaks with long lines of débris. 
Compelled to follow the edges of the Graben, the trek 
‘was very circuitous, but finally an alp, or spur, was reached 
‘at the foot of the actual peaks, ocoupied by a few miserable 
‘Seun hiitte, and known as the Kiihwege Alp. Mainly on 
the north slopes of this alp was the Wulfenia found; at 
first singly, but further on in large masses, partly in the 
shade of pine trees, and partly in the open. ‘Thousands 
of ‘stems Tose up within a comparatively small area, and 
of colonies in twox and threex—often of young 
—were scattered sporadically around over a much 
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wider space. The habit of the plant would probably me 
mind the unbotanical observer of a Fowglowe; it is abest 
eighteen inches high, provided with a rosette of lange 
scalloped leaves of a lettuce-like form, and a stem all Int 
bare of leaves, crowned with a spike of deep purple-blue 
flowers, all turning one way. Certainly, when in flower, 
the mass of colour must be visible at a great distance—tike 
that girdle of gentinns which Mr. Ruskin describes = 
having vividly attracted his eye from a distance of sever 
miles, near Landeck, in North Tyrol. The German name 
of the plant is * Hundzunge,’ or * Houndstongue,’ no doulé 
from the shape of the leaf, The height of the locility 
above the sea-level is probably not far short of 6,000 fet 
At that time Churchill did not visit the opposite and, as @ 
proved, more interesting side of the mountain. 
Hermagor, or more properly, St. Hermagor, may be 

considered ax the ecclesiastical centre of the Gail Thal 
Although this little town, and a few neighbouring place, 
are occupied by Germans, the whole of the remuainiler 0 
the lower Gail is inhabited by Slovenes, as the namesat 
the villages testify. ‘These are given both in German and 
Sclavonie on the boards, which, necording to am excellest 
Austrian custom, are placed at the principal entrance of 
every village. The following may serve as @ specimen of 
this system of double designation, although it belongs, met 
to the Gail Thal, but to the neighbouring valley of the 
Save :— 

DORP WURZEN 

BEAIRK KRONAU 

‘Yas Podkoren 

‘Okraj Krainska Guna, 


‘The dialect is one of the branches of the South Sclarie 
stock, 
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‘Some authorities are of opinion that these Slovenes are 
part of the Sclavonic vanguard that led Attila’s Hunnish 
battalions over the Carnic Alps into Italy, and have been 
settled here since that epoch. Be this as it may, Hermagar 
ix named from the stint and apostle Hermagoras, the first 
Christian Bishop of Aquileia, and said to have been ap- 
‘pointed to that office by St Mark. Tho Slovenes call him 


with Aquileia, at that time the 
Northern Italy. 
‘This valley, remote as if 
of Italy, has yet suffered 
25, 1348, an earthquake 


of the Dobratsch from its 
everal villages and hamlets, and 
stopping the course of tle Gail. From this a great lake 
seas formed, drowning out villages which had escaped the 
previous destruction. In the course of years the river 
worked out for itself a new bed through the mames of 
ruin, and drained the lake, but the borders are still 
‘isible; and it is worthy of notice that this ix the only 
part of the valley below Kiitschach where the Gail is con 
fined between high banks ‘Tho district still retains its 
desolate character, and is fall of hillocks and irregular 
plots of ground. Not a village or house stands upon it. 
Other traces of the catastrophe come to light occasionally. 
Tn the neighbouring parish of St, Leonhard, the ruins of a 
elinpel have been discovered, with colours still fresh on tho 
walls; and within, some prostrate skeletons. 





2 THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAENS, 


On Wednesday, August 21, we left Hermagor in te 
cars, as usual; but instead of the flood of sunlight, = 
ominous roofing of cloud possessed the sky, and we eallel 
dolefully to mind, that at the end of our day's journes—s 
small mining village at the foot of the Predil Pass—se 
should have approached one of the wettest districts i= 
Earope. On the southern side of the mountain barrier 
on our right, lay Tolmezzo and Udine, and over them the 
clouds, driving up from the Adriatic—foreed as into a 
funnel, and denied outlet by the barrier just mentioned— 
settle in heavy masses, and pour down their streams. While 
yet in the Gail Thal we were on the northern, and safe; 
face of these mountains, 

On leaving Hermagor, a large pine wood, chomp 
planted, and confined to a tongue of rising ground, is seen 
ocoupying, like an island, the centre of the valley, extesd 
ing down it for two or three miles, This is ‘ Kaiserlicher! 
or a preserve of the Emperor, the forests on the hills en 
either side being owned by Prince Porzia, who resides i 


o the time when the valley, on 
the dying out of the ts of Giirz, about 4m 1500, 
fell to Austria, According to tradition, the Empere 
Maximilian frequently visited the Castle of Aichelbueg, 
situated immediately to the north towards Paternion, 
and then, probably, this wood was used for the chase of 
the boar, No boars, however, are seen there pow; 
nothing More rare than hares and foxes constitute ite 
inhabitants; and yet no one, we were told, was allowed to 
disturb its dark recesses. Behind it—yet little suspected 
by any passing travellor—are three’ Slovenic villages; 
hidden from sight and cut off from the traffic of the 
valley, they suit the shy Slovenic character, After clean 
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ing the wood, a small lake shows itself, filling the centre 
of the basin in this branch of the valley; it forma with 
the noble Dobratsch behind it, as seen from the western 
end, or with the Gartner Kogel in a similar position, when 
viewed from the eastern extremity—a very picturesque 
scene. The luke furnishes a peculiar and notably ugly 
kind of crayfish, which, at Hermagor, we were assured 
was a delicacy. 

The valley now widened considerably, and put on a 
very foreign aspect. It appears thinly inhubited; and the 

road, as if conscious of danger from the broadening 
stream, which secms to threaten inundations upon the 
marshy flats about it, clings, as above Hermagor, to the 
woody foot of the left-hand hills, twisting up and down, 
and in and ont, among sequestered villages, where free 
quently, on the steep above, a ruined castle juts into view, 
‘Those castle towers, and the hearts within them, must 
once have shaken at the sound of Turkish artillery, for 
here the horse-tailed hosts swept and ravaged before their 
great defent at Villnch, a few miles lower down. It 
Was pew fo us to associate the Turban and the Crescent 
‘with a landscape, and here they seemed strangely out 
of place. 

At Emersdorf, where we halted foran hour, we had hoped 
tosee the Dobratsch towering grandly overhead, but were 
too near, and too much enclosed in woods. A better 
chance was afforded as we soon after bore across the 
valley to ite southorn side, passing the river by a long 
wooden bridge, unprotected by the friendly roof you 

- find in Switzerland, the value of which we appreciated, 
as n violent wind nearly cleared everything out of our 
vehicles. Hore the Dobratsch would have been a grand 
object, but that its precipices were only seen rising 
from the plain to disappear above under a dark curtain 












travelled along a tolerably good country road. Here, 
after passing through Feistritz, we entered a stony track, 
ecarcely to be called a road at all. 

All this time we had been eagerly scanning the southern 
hills for that opening leading up to Tarvis which ehould 
disclose the Predil pass, where, if Fortune would but — 
favour, we might expect to see something of that grand. 
Terglou group, or at least of its nearest member, the 
Mangert, which we knew to lie in that direction. Slowly, — 
but promisingly, the hills unfolded, and dark masses — 
peered up behind; but im a few moments a veil fell — 
thick before them, and we had scarcely our 
labouring vehicles (for we were all on foot), and searcely 
unrolled our Jong disused wraps, before rain dashed in 
our faces; and we learnt once more what a wetting was } 
By good hap, we had nearly cleared the tortuous and 
rugged lane, and were soon upon a bread highway—no 
other than the great road from Villuch—or rather we 
may say from Vienna iteelf—which here enters the — 
Carnic chain of mountains, and dividing at Tarvia, de- 
ends (upon ‘Trieste and -Venloa ‘bp Ebel ireapecled hn 
of the Predil and Pontebba. ‘The greater portion of this ) 
road has been lately reconstructed ; broad and beautiful 
in its bridges, earthworks, and parapets, as Imperial Aue — 
tria takes care that a new road eball be. The works on the | 
Carinthian side appear, however, to be suspended, the 
railway to Trieste having probably rendered it of less 
importance as a means of communication with Ttaly than 
formerly, though it never rivalled the Brenner in this 

It may be well to give a brief enumeration of 
Austrian Alpine roads. ‘The Stelvio is the most w 
of them; its only value was the military 
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‘Lombardy which it afforded. That province being lost, 
it is perhaps an inconvenience rather than a benefit; 
and ot one time it waa thought the Austrian government 
would abandon it to the speedy destruction of the winter 
storms. The next in order is the Brenner, an ancient 
and useful road, both from its low elevation and the 
districts which it connects on either side of the Alpine 
ridge, Innspruck and the valley of the Inn; ‘Trent and 


the valley of the Adige, have always been of great im- 


portance ; and in recent times, the direct communication 
with the Quadrilateral which this pass affords has still 
more enhanced its value, Then comes the Ampezzo; but 
this can scarcely be considered more than a local road, 
as it does not cross the main Norie chain, and ‘is only 
subsidiary to the roads which lie right and left of it. 
‘The Pontebba and Predil uniting at Tarvis, form the 
fourth and fifth of these lines of communieation. Beyond 
thom are, sixthly, the pass of the Loibl, penetrating the 
Karavanken chain (a continuation of the Carnie Alps), 
directly to the south of Klagenfurt, and so by Laibach, 
reaching Trieste. And seventhly, the pass over the 
Steiner Alp, a portion of the sume chain, leading by 
Kappel up the Vellach Thal, and down the Kanker ‘Thal 
on the other side, to Krainburg. This very steep pass 
has, since the opening of the Loibl, fallen much out of 
use, and consequently out of repair, as we verified in 
‘an excursion presently to be related, Lastly, far to the 
east is the railway route, the only complete one between 
the capital and Italy. This has little to do with any- 
thing Alpine, except at the Sommering, on the bor- 
ders of Styria and Austria Proper. It avoids the mighty 
barrier by sweeping round its eastern extremity, and then 
slanting down upon ‘Trieste. The greatest distance be- 

yeen any two of these roads is that between the 
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Brenner and the Pontebbu, excluding the Ampezzo for the 
reason mentioned. This may be roughly estimated st 
about one hundred miles. It contains the Dolomite 
district, and to the absence of great intersecting router 
may no doubt be ascribed much of the seclusion in which 
it has hitherto Iain, With the principal Roruan. trek 
over these Eastern Alps—that from Aquileia to Liewr— 
we have already made the reader acquainted. 

When we had fairly guined the smooth inline of this 
Tarvis rond, the rain storm moderated enough to show 
that the pass was now open before us. Precipices frowned 
in preternatural gloom among the clouds, and one fine 
conical bulk—the Kénigsberg, planted in the centre af 
the opening—stood conspicuous, now gathering round him 
the revolving masses, and now flinging them from Ji bare 
‘sides. Notwithstanding, too, the unfavourable weather 
we began to notice in the nearer landscape some of thew 
features wi rendered this neighbourhood so favourite 
a resort. of Humphry Davy. The Schlitza Bach 
‘coming from the foot of the Predil, breaks into the 
Gail Thal through an immense gully, whose sides lieim 
slopes and terraces, These, carpeted with yerdure, asd 
adorned with village spires, justified Sir Humphry's fie 
quent comparison to park scenery in England. Had but 
the afternoon sun at this time poured its rays over thet 
slopes, what a lawny richness might have been displayed! 
Now, we could only see them under scudding rage of 
vapour. Further on, the banks, cscarped to secure the 
safety of the road, were curiously laced over dingonally 
with wands of willow, already sprouting, 80 as to form, 
in time, a thick bushy covering, whore roots would sus 
tain the crumbling soil. Suddenly, we struck down a 
narrow lane by the side of the embankments and arches 
which bore the greab route onward, and found ourselyes 
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in the small town of Tarvis, or more strictly ‘unter” 
‘Tarvis, where the Pontebba valley turns off to the right, 
the ascent to Weissenfels commences on the left, and 
that to the Predil pass immediately in front. 

Now, agnin, it was a steady pour, and the long spouts 
formed a succession of douches to be carefully stecred 
through as we navigated the street. In at a dark arch- 
way—dark, but dry—and we are welcomed to the bosom 
of the fusty old post-bouse of Tarvia ‘A bad inn,’ said 
4 friendly letter from the only traveller we could hear of 
‘who bad pasted this way. Of course you won't sleep at 
Tarvis!’ So the inn at Tarvis had been long in our black 
books, But the inn at Tarvis was now a friend in need, 
‘The landlady might be fat, the staircase dirty, the dogs 
abundant, but it was shelter; and if the landlady were not 
Prepoweming, the Kellnerin was, The dear creature! bow 
Promptly she bundled off our soaked wraps to the kitehen 
fire! how quickly drew out a table in the only feasible 
‘bedroom, too gloomy to display much more than the dusky 
forms of beds in three of the corners; and in the briefest 
apace served ups meal! Truly, while this swash of rain 
‘Tasted in the narrow street outside, we might be thankful 
and content. 

Let us take the opportunity, while we loll upon our 
elbows, for a little geographical exposition. We had just 
‘turned out of the Gail Thal—the southernmost of the 
‘three great valleys of Western Carinthia, and the second 
principal object of our journey—having traced it from 
‘Ritechach through about two-thirds of its length, to nearly 
is exit in the more important valley of the Drave. Ite 
‘upper course, ag already explained, we had left unex- 
plored ; and though no very striking scenery ovcurs along 
‘its lower portions, wo had boon rewnrded for the expetli- 

\ ‘Hany on the whole, by becoming acquainted with two or 
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three interesting localities, and by ascertaining what 
this secluded valley really was, Tts. isolation may Ie 
ascribed partly to ite great length—some eighty mile, 
necessitating a three days’ journey—partly to ite beng 
virtually a cul de sac, the passage through it ab the upper 
end being too rough and difficult for wheels to travenes 
and partly to the greater population and’ importance of 
the Drave Thal itself. To this, however, it stands in the 
relation of chord to the are; for while the Draye winds 
about northward from Sillian by Liens, Greifenberg, 
Spitel, and so to Villach; the Gail valley, commencing 
near Sillian, takes a singularly straight course direct to 
Villach, 

The most interesting portions to us were, first, the 
‘Rémischer Weg, or old Roman pass, breaking throwgh 
the hills southward at Mauthen, with the remarkable Pul- 
linik on one side, and the Delomitic Kollin Kofel on the 
other—offering, besides, so pleasunt a spot for a few dayt 
halt as the Hospice Farm of ‘Auf der Plecken;* amd, 
secondly, the picturesque neighbourhood of Hermagen 
with that notable botanical curiosity, the habitat of the 
Wulfenia, on the slopes of the Gartner, A pilgrimage te 

of nature's wonder-working is well worth 

nd we all regretted that we had left Churebill 

to undertake the ascent alone; while be was full of hope 

that, the following year, he should be able to deseribe the 

appearance of this strange alp, when covered with the 
bloom of its cherished flower. 

Below Hermagor, the valley acquires an air of grandeur 
fromedts breadth, its woods, its loftier rocky barriers, the 
distant and impressive apparition of the Camicla Mous- 
tains, or Julian Alpa; and, above all, from the noble 
Dobratech, baring its scarred front to the southern sum, 
or purple under its burden of clouds. 


ll 
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After this retroapective glance let us now look forward. 
‘We are about to explore o new district, which at its very 
entrance had great promise in its aspect. ¢Murray,! who 
had been no help to us in the Gail Thal, now came again 
into requisition, but his notices were meagre; it was the 
attraction of Sir Humphry Davy’s name, and the enthu- 
sins of his descriptions, that bad brought us here, 
Generally, the country may be described as the site of the 
head waters of the Save and the Isonzo; both breaking away 
from the neighbourhood of Tarvis. The one rising near 
Warzen, some three hours to the eastward of Tarvis, over 
the pase of Weissenfela, takes a long course by Krain- 
burg and Laibach, and 90 on into Croatia, till it reaches the 
Danabe. The other, the Isonzo, rising south of Tarvia, 
over the Predil Pas, pursues southward and compa- 
atively brief course through the principality of Gorz, 
‘Till it enters the Adriatic near Tricete. The angle between 

‘Bhe two rivers is occupied by the great Carniolan group, of 
which the Terglou is the dominating peak; while the 
Manger, nearer the point of the angle, is scarcely lex 
‘Smposing, and has this geographical importance, that tt 
forms the corner-stone of the three provinces, Carinthia, 
‘Carniola, nnd Gorz. 
‘The scenery of both the Save and the Isonzo derives its 
from this mountain range, usually known as the 
Julian Alps, viewed on the right hand as you descend the 
Save, and on the left as you pass down the Isonzo; though 
She latter is more entangled in ith recesses than the 
former. Upon the mixture of beauty and majesty with 
which these valleys are thus gifted, Sir Humphry ix never 
‘Rired of expatiating. ‘I know no scene more sublime 
‘than this crest of the Carnic Alps, and there are no streame 
‘mmore beautiful than the Save and the Isonzo, I think 
this valley (tho Save) from Laibach to Wurzea the naoet 
Pe 






beautiful in Europe.’ And to Wurzen the soph 
with his white hat lined with green, and unfailing fishing~— 
rod, came no less than six successive years, sadly seeking 
health too fatally impaired. ‘To my old haunt Wurzen,” 
is one of his latest entries, ‘which is sublime in the majesty 
of Alpine grandeur,” 

No wonder that on the threshold of this scenery we 
regarded ourselves as approaching one of the most inter- 
esting portions of our journey. No wonder that the 
descending rain, which here barred our progress, filled us 
with doleful apprehensions. Of the two valleys, we pro- 
posed taking the Isonzo first, at least as far as Flitsch, 
where we intended to remain for some days. It was 
possible that there we should find it practicable to eros: 
the mountains to the Wocheiner See, and so by the bean- 
tiful lake of Veldes reach the Save and Wurzen; but it 
was more probable that we should find it expedient to 
return over the Predil to Tarvis, and approach the Save 
at its source over the ridge of Weissenfels. 




















CHAPTER VILE. 
‘THE 1s0NZD. 


‘The Kaniguberg—Rain, Night, wnt Sold: 
for her Purtrait—Raitt Mines and Raid! 
Fort asd the Lion—The Predil Pane — D. 
ite Singe—Flitseh—The Stoay Val 
Prostelinik and its Wilderness —The brat 
the Lene. 


Tatticed windows we watched 


thie down-pour should con! 

‘Tarvis deepite all warnings? The question was under dis- 
etusion when the watery din without slackened upon our 
fears; and os evening was now drawing on, we gave instant 
onder to ‘einspannen.’ To relieve the tired borses in the 
expected ascent, ax well ax to protect S—— and A—— 
from weather, we packed them off singly in each vehicle, 
and followed ourselres on foot; the distance to Raibl, 
where the same authority that had decided agninst Tarvie 
silvised us of a tolerable country inn, being only about 
five milex. Not far from the town we met a party of 
Jigors, returning with empty gamo-bags from some cloud- 
enveloped height above; but the clouds by this time were 
Tifting, and the rain ceasing, so that, arrived near the foot 
of the Kénigsberg, where the valley splits into two, de- 
ascending from each side of this isolated mountain, ther 
owns a fine glimpse up the right-hand branch to the smow- 

ra 





sodrcabde cnwemmaan of these partaa The road bere crowed 
the sooum te aad the kA-band valley, opposite the now 
qwooded flunk of he Kiaigsberg. That mountain bey 
‘this rere! tie bucmme Alboin, shen he was advancing, 
at the call of Naceeu, with hie Lombards from Pannonis 
iano Italy, is sad by the historian Paulus Diaconus te 
here ascended & fer a view of the Italian plains, or mow 
Biely the becer te guide his army through theso defiles 
‘The rend entinucd a gentle ascent; on the right, acwa 
the Scbltea, war the ‘Berg’; on the left a stecp com 
mingling of rock and wood, riting till lost to aight ia 
ceeds, At about an boar from Tarvis we entered a anal 
basin-ftke expanse, bare and torn by the waters of the 
stream, amd sew at the farther end the roofs of the for 
houses of Raibl 

One of the larger houses was apparently the inn, butt 
showed nothing of our party. Instead of them was a 
group of soldiers, looking forlorn and chilly in their blue 
tights and grey cloaks, hung loosely over their shoulder 
No landlord came out to greet us, and we had learnt 
understand what that meant. With some difficulty we 
got the curt answer that the inn was full—to wit, wilh 
soldiers; that two ladies had been there, but bad 
gone away again, « jerk of the thumb pointing where 
We had cleared the village, vainly looking for anotherina, 
before a small ‘wirthsbaus’ showed itself nearly under the 
spout of a waterfall, Still nothing of S—— and A—> 
sor of vehicles, nor drivers, till one of them, a surly 
fellow, who when necessity compelled could prodnce sume 
doven words of German, saunterod from = shed to say that 
the ‘damen” had gone back into the village. Back went 
we by adifferent road; and at last, when the 
and weck wee becoming serious, descried our 
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wives at the door of the larger inn in earnest conversation 
swith the officer in command of the detachment which, to 
eur misfortane, was in occupation of the place. A——, 
exercising all ber powers of persuasiveness, was explaining 
our dilemma to the lieutenant, and soliciting his good 
offices with these crusty Sclavonians; he, clasping his cap 
devotedly to his breast, and balancing on his toes, stood 
the picture of gallantry, but assuring his interlocutor that 
‘we must elther, as he believed, return to Tarvis, or obtain 
horses for Flitech over the Predil. These he would do his 
Dest to procure, It would be a tedious drive of four hours 
dn darkness and rain, which was now recommencing; but 
as S— and A—— pronounced absolutely against the 
*wirthshaus’ under the hill, on the score of a wicked-look- 
ing old crone—eo they called her—and the one wretched 
Tittle room she bad shown them, we sequicsced in the 


After half an hour spent in the lieutenant’s quarters, to 
which be had kindly invited us, his messenger returned 
reperting total failure; no one would lend a horse for the 
Predil that night, So the other horn of the dilemma was 
te be tried; and with many thanks to our military friend, 
we betook ourselves through the puddles to the little 
hostel, whore our men received the proposition of return~ 
ing to Tarvis so unfavourably, that we were fain to fall 
‘epon the third horn in this case presented to us, and 
requested to inspect the condemned cell above stairs, But 
Enstead of the old crone, who sat glowering like a witch in 
the comer, handsome young fellow, ber son, now sprang 
‘Up with alight. Throwing open on the floor above, a narrow 
‘chamber with two smal) beds, and no other furniture, 
Phey are clean,’ said ho, ‘ and they are all we havo—except 
y leading back to the large roughly-pared land- 
ig Where u pallet stood against the wall, beside a heap 
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of old saddles, boots, and nondescript garments—twe or 
three chickens, winking nt the sudden light, on = self 
above. The small room, seen under better auspices, war 
now voted snug, but it would only hold two; opportundy 
the spirit of fun seized upon A——, and she and ber 
husband undertook to spend the night along with the 
chuekies. 

Fortunately, at the moment, a good genius appeared, 
‘The Commissary of the detachment occupied with his wilt 
the only decent room in the inn, and the latter now came 
forward offering to vacate their apartment in C—— and 
A—s favour, That was gratefully declined; and then 
the wife, a sweet-looking creature, but with a melanchaly 
on her brow which made us think at first that the Her 
might not be all he should be, devoted herself to do the 
best she could for us, soothing the old Jandlady while 
she ransacked her stores, and adding everything she could 
think of from her own. So, before Jong, we were all 

ed in under the rough sheets in our seven 

; thankful for a roof as we heard the rain rattling 

upon its shingles, If C—— and A—— felt any inseeurity 

from the absence of a door, they were compensated by tht 

log of the establishment, as usual aa 

enormous felloy , taking up his quarters for the nit 

at the top of the , guarded their slumbers so off 

tually, that it sec doubtful whether be would see & 
to allow of their rising from them in the morning. 

‘They were awakened by ‘the cock that crowed in tht 
morn’ from the shelf above. We were all up pretty early, 
but the plashing rain was the only sound out of doors; and 
people clattered about on the stone floors within, in thet 
depressed and desultory manner so indicative of a wetdaye 
Yet Fortune was not obdurate, and her first ntiing 
appeared in the shape of an excellent breakfast, ‘The 





coffee, best bread, and best butter for many a day, were 
served on a clean cloth below stairs; while the old cronc, 
not nearly 20 ugly now by daylight, and in presence of her 
good deeds, brought her stool and her knitting to see ua 

‘fresh supplies at 
any symptom of deficiency ; jecting us, it is true, to 
a very close scrutiny with ber sharp eyes, facia putting in 


was scarcely concluded, when a mun-gleain shot suddenly 
inte the room, and then we remembered that while listen- 
ing to poor Amelic’s story the sound of rain had for some 
time cented. Hastening to the door we beheld the Ko- 
nigebery glistening in a watery light, and bare peaks 
piereing the cloud-wreaths in all directions, 

Raibl is a mining village, and this corner of the Kénige 
berg appeared scarred with débris, which, with 
smalting-houses and official establishments, spoil the view 
eof the mountains on this side, The mines of lead and zine, 
which have been in existence for hundreds of years, 
ae worked in dolomite of the Muschelkalk Formation, 
‘sod at present extend to a height of 900 feet above, and 


ile 
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a depth of 490 feet below the valley level, Rail & | 
remarkable, too, in a geological point of view. Certain 
beds occur here, the highest members of the Trias fures- 
tion, which contain numerous and interesting fossils, amt 
take their name from this village az the *Raibl’ bede 
They are met with along the Southern Alpe as far wests 
the Italian Lake district, and their equivalent beds an 
recognised also in the limestone zone on the north side 
of the central Alps. 

Owing to this valley being quite open to the north, and 
closed in by lofty precipices on the south, its warm seas 
is but a fleeting one. The snow begins to melt onlya 
the end of May, and appears on the ground aguiu at the 
beginning of September. As a consequence, the dewf 
pine, Pinus Mughus, the Knicholx of the Germans, thet 
usually appears on the mountain slopes at an elevation of 
six or seven thousand fect, here descends to the bottom af 
the valley. Raibl is the proper point from which W 
ascend the gert, whence a view can be obtainel 
of the Ttaliar and the Adriatic. One mile abew 
the village isa small lake through which the Schliten flow, 
desconding from a valley to the westward, The med 
of the Predil ascends by the side of this lake, though 
at a considerable height, and finally turns sharply to the 
east, by xigzags over the ridge which here divides Carne 
thia from Gorz. It keeps this course for two or thet 
miles, till it touches the flanks of the towering Manger, 
standing on the frontier of Carniola; then plunging dew 
a tremendous abyss to the southward, it reaches, Usrough & 
succession of gorges, the valley af the Tsonzo, a littheabore 
Flitach, This forms the pass of the Predil, and now that 
the clouds were clearing, we had every hope that its fue 
acenory would be displayed to advantage, 
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Horses bad been bespoken early, but seemed as difficult 
to obtain in the morning as on the evening before. It 
was between ten and eleven before one horse and a par- 
ticularly small pony made their appearance; Les latter 


pany us on foot up the long steeps of the aeaetl Tho 
poor Commineary’s wife, whose face had been brightened 


shores that it looked as if eet in malachite. 

were mounting fell abruptly, all rock and wood, to the 
eater; amd about two-thirds down, « narrow covered 
gallery was pointed out, creeping round from cry to 

rag, provided for winter usc, 1 the road above is 
RE ia tasasasoe, ar whee ts opring dangerous from 
avalanches, A snall fort g the ridge, a little on 
the south side, and commanding the Predil, renders it 
important to keep communication open at ull seasons. 
We learnt, however, from Amelie that this is sometimes 
‘impossible, It had been part of her husband's duty to 
rovide the fort with bread, and on one occasion the snow 


die 
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lay so deep, that he was prevented for a whole week from 
taking up the usual supply, and the garrison was all but 
starved out. 

As we rose higher, the upper valley of the Schlitza— 

solitary and pine-wooded—was seen descending from the 
west, and skirting the north base of the Wischberg. 
Behind us, the isolated Konigsberg lifted himself to his 
fall height, 6,450 foet; and above the ridge which we were 
‘now attaining, peaks and faces of rock shot upward among 
the still entangled clouds. But the moment the ridge was 
gained a fresh scene opencd, und the Raibl country was 
lost. In great grandeur the Mangert, 9,026 feet, now 
stood displayed, or so much of him under the sun- 
illumined vapours as was sufficient to impress us 
thoroughly with his dignity. The characteristic contour 
of this mountain, like the rest of the Carniolan or Terglou 
range, is that of a bare bulk of rock, rising, not #0 much 
into peaks, as into bosses at the summit, ‘The true form 
is better seen from the northern, or Weisenfels side, 
where it appears as n length of wall—here viewed end on. 
In the middle distance, upon a ledge, the only pavsnge 
for the roul, was placed the fort just mentioned. ‘To 
support its garrison our lieutenant and his detachment 
were quartered below in Raibl; and we found piles of 
timber, ready cut for stockades, on both sides of the 
road under the walls, showing recent care for its defence. 

Conspicuous also beneath the ramparts was a fine bas— 
relief of a dying lion, cast in bronze; it lay, piereed tome 
the heart by a spear, though still with outstretched paw=== 
guarding the imperial shield. This was another of the== 
frequent tokens in these Eastern Alps of desperate conflict=—=—= 
with the French invaders. On the face of the monument—o» 
cut in gilt letters, appeared the inscription following:— 


a 


FORT OP THE PREDIL. 


ZUR ERINNERUNG AN DEN HELDENTOD 
DES KK. INGESIEUR HAUPTMANNS 
JOHANN HERMANN 
VOX HERMANNSDORP 
AM XVIL MAI, MDocorx. 

UND DER MIT IHM GRFALL 


L sie actors, It appears, 
however, that the custody of this pass was committed to 
regular troops under the engineer officer to whom the in~ 

yand Marmont from 

to support Napoleon in 

the campaign which ended with the battle of Wagram ; 
and it was probably two of | "Macdonald's corp, numbering 
6,000 men cach, that simultancously attacked the fort of 
Malborghet, on the Pontebba, and that of the Predil, 


© To the evemory of the heroic death of Fohaes Hermann, of Hermanns 
fort, IK. Ceptaia of Engineers, amt of his comrades (a Sgt, who foll with 
‘Miss om the 18th of May, 1509, (This monament is erveted by) the Enperue 
Verlinead* 
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which then stood considerably lower down the pase. Her 
mann and his people died bravely in its defence, ani 
the garrison on the Pontebba perished Ierojeally in the 
same manner. 
Below the present fort, opened that wonderfal alps 
, of which I have spoken. The road, commanded by the 
cannon above, was carried in a long sweep round the tim 
and sides, to a corner where its further course was lost te 
sight, and the small hamlet and church of Ober Pret 
jutted out into blue mist. At the bottom, far, far beneath, 
appeared Unter Preth. How the road ehould achieve the 
descent to it was a marvel, or, having reached it, in what 
direction it would seck an exit for opposite, and barring 
all progress southward, rose one of the most stupendear 
rocky walls that had ever met our eyes. Tier above ter 
it rose, crowned by a long serrated summit, and eineliag 
round eastward as if to attach itself to the Manget 
on oar left, whose height it almost equalled. Tt Inears the 
name of the Sebnik. 

Tt was a pity [ could not record in my sketeh-beak 
either the view of the Mangert from the ridge, or i | 
descent upon Unter Preth; but for the first, ever sinte 
the mizadventure of Messrs, Brown, Jones, and Robins 
on their foreign tour, one has been shy of sketching lanl 
scapes with an Austrian fortress in the foreground ; wud fee 
the second, as S— and A—.,, trotting down in their am 
had already disappeared round the distant corner, it was me 
ceasary to follow without delay. Soon after leaving thefory 
a fine cascade dashes from above, and, passing under the 
road, disappears into the gulf, A couple of miles 
at Ober Preth, if one had launched into the air, one anh 
have dropped pretty directly down upon Unter 
two thousand feet below; and, indeed, by a very 
tous path, a pedestrian may, if he choose, 















thing like that feat. The road effects the same descent 
by « long stretch round the corner, and back again, in 
full view all the way of the prodigious buttresses of the 
Sebnik. By the time we reached the bottom, the proper 
exit’ of the ‘pass ‘disclosed iteclf at the’ western’ end of 


itself with a similar mass of ketral limestone. strotehing 
‘away to the west: there was ‘bova Hi between the taro. 
‘The real construction, however, 

it was difficult to make out. 


, about six rilos all down 
hill, to Fliteeh, and the baggage went on without us, 

‘The scenery was peculiar in its barren grandeur. Tho 
ides of the mountains, where not precipice, were little 
else than avalanches of stones, interspersed with stanted 
Keech scrub, Warnt already into autumn tints, and, when 
touched by the ean, gleaming like smouldering fire. This 
district is mid to be excused from the ordinary taxes 
fm account of the poverty of the soil; and the only pateh 
tapable of cultivation that we saw, was a strip of grass by 
the side of the stream, which threw itelf, foaming, 





c-) THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS, 


amongst the whitened rocks ab the bottom of the glen 
‘The fall of rocks is a cause of great and frequent destres 
tion in these parts. We presently came to a spot whee 
down an opposite gully, an astonishing mass had recently 
come down, destroying the bed of the ravine for perbapsa 
mile, damming up the stream of the valley by a Titasie 
weir, and dashing huge blocks, like mere splashes of mod, 
up the opposite slope; had it been a few yards lower, 
the road would have been crushed under the catapalt 
discharge. What o sight and sound it must have been! 
Yet the source of the mischief seemed but a band 
breadth scar on the distant precipice, It is all very well 
on a fine afternoon like this, when everything is Hippel 
with silver and gold, and the powers are at peace, t 
stand in a row, as we did, admiring the tngnificet 
devastation ; but I sngpect that in spring, when the penl 
is greatest, the traveller is not disposed to be contermplativy, 
but hurries through the defile, and is apt to flinch aml 
turn pale at any sudden thunderous sound among the 
scarred tops. 

Farther on, the valley narrows to a gorge, and the 
river is madder than ever with the torment of the rocks 
Then its roar sinks into a dull distant sound; and whee 
you look for it, there is nothing but a chasm, whi 
narrows to a almost concealed by bushes. Here * 
bridge is thrown across, and aa you lean over the parapets, 
you see at a shuddering depth—only a moving blackness! 
‘The remains of the old fort stand on a mound by the side 
of this fearful chasm, which ents off all approaoh in that 
direction, while on the other side, a precipice rises im a 
perpendicular face of rock which nothing could get down. 
The unmilitary mind does not therefore readily compre 
hend how the fort could be taken by six, or sixty thousand 
French. Brave Hermann fell in a final sally, wword iz 
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hand; one fancies he might have waited for them to come 
to him. The details of the attack, however, somewhat 
explain the matter, 

It wna on the evening of May 15, 1909, that the head 
of the enemy's column pushed up the defile, and sought 


‘The French thon prepared for storming, and amidst 
beating of drums, and fierce shouts, desperate assaults 
‘were made upon the place; but: jon and small arms 
of the defenders still mowed the mewilants down, and the 

| enemy beynn to doube the possibility of success, Suddenly 
& Same burst forth within the defences, weleomed with 
loud shouts by the French. Four companies of voltigeura 
had with infinite difficulty climbed the precipitous beight 
behind the fort, and thence flung hoops of blaxing pitch 
tupon the wooden buildings that sbeltered the gurrison. 
Ts @ moment they were in flames; the fire spread with 


a 
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frightful rapidity, and the vigour of the nasaulte wat 
redoubled. Hermann in extremity of despair exclaimed 
to his men, '*Let us go ont, comrades; the enemy shall | 
not get us into his power alive’ All then threw them 
selves with a wild irregular rush upon the thickest ranke 
of the French. Ina few minutes Hermann fell bleeding 
from many wounds, and with him perished also most & 
the brave defenders of the Predil. 

So it was that impossible-looking wall of rock abow 
which was after all their ruin. We looked with amr 
upon the savage spot that seventy yenrs ago was weaphis 
sulphurous smoke, and rang with the tumult of the fit | 
If any poor wretches went down that blue-black depth it 
was a fearful fate, The Austrians have now, as will hare 
been seen, removed the defences some five miles farther 
back from ‘the entrance of the gorge, to the summit of the 
pass, doubtless to the greater inconveniense of an inyater 
and advantage to themselves, 

Beyond the fort, the road, which is cut in the free of 
the precipice, enters a abort tunnel; and near this, in the 
rock, is a tablet, surrounded by heraldic devices aad 
inscribed with t and titles of an illustrions, * well 


mediveval times, first 

Soon afterwards, 

small plain of Flitsch, encompassed by the wildest moun | 
tain forms Yet, at first sight, in contrast with the deity 

it looks cheerfully open, and the few strips of vineyardy | 
and patches of grain, and grown grass are refreshing afer 
the barrenness. Flitsch is about two miles from the 
mouth of the pass, and is rather pleasantly surrounded by 
troca and open fields; but as we walked in, it was eam 
to see we had passed into an Italian province, Vinet 
straggled over broken walls, or hung on decayed trellises; 





tses had that forlorn tatterdemalion air which only hot 
(light can enliven; the roofs were flat, and covered 
Lh the round tile, and in the midst was something 
guely intended for a plaza. 

Here was a good-sized inn, which we concluded to be 
f destination ; the more so, that the Raibl vehicle, with 
f huge canine acquaintance stretched in sublime repose 
on the seat, was drawn up at the door, Arriving with- 
the usual prémonitory sounds of whips and wheels, 
} bad to invade the kitehen to announce ourselves, 
hich produced amazing flutter in the establishment, but 
) satisfactory admission that this was ‘Leschnegy's;" 
fan which wo gathered that it probably was not ‘ Lesch- 
gg’ The supposition was presently confirmed by an 
(linn gentleman just arrived from ‘Trieste upon his 
fwual shooting excursion among the Flitech mountains, 
‘© kindly offered to show us the way to our inn, about 
uarter of a mile farther, at the southern end of the 
fm. This bad a quieter and more rural look than the 
(er, though we are bound to say that, according to our 
formant, thero was not much choice between them. Our 
(me were separated from the rest of the house by = 
ember, half lumber-room, balf granary, and being ap- 
feched by an outside gallery, were free from certain 
fvailing odours ; while the view from their windows, over 
Pxlens, and meadows, swept the valloy up and down on 
| softer eastern side, whore a ‘ chorus’ of mountains stood 
(-moltitude to hail the rising, and salute the setting sun. 
At Plitech, the first two questions on our lips were— 
Vere is the Tsonzo? and where ix the Terglou ?—the 
be the river, the other the mountain. The river flown 
fo the plain of Flitech, at its eastern comer, from an 
(most undistinguishable gap in the hills, and delves for 
elf #0 deep a course, that from the town, or passing 


—_— 
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along the high road, no one would suspect its existence 
The Terglou has no immediate connection with Piitech, 
but being the highest of the neighbouring Carniolan 
range, and in the direction of the Upper Isonzo, one 
naturally expects to find it a commanding object. This 
also disappoints expectation; that mountain led us a long 
dance before he would show at all, and on this side kept 
himself at a very haughty distance. 

When we rose on Friday morning, August 23nd, all 
traces of bad weather had disappeared, and the sky was the 
bluest of blues, Our object for the day was to explice 
the upper valley of the Isonzo, with hope also of reach 
ing « point whence the Terglon would be visible. It 
could only be done on foot. We hired a guide; tuts 
there was a prospect of fish and potatoes at the villige 
of Sotecha, did not burden him with a provision basket 
Crossing the plain to the village of Coritenza—all whith 
part of the walk, both from the near verdure and the 
surrounding girdle of mountains, was very pleasing—*e 
entered the gorge of the Isonzo. We shall not soon fone 
that stony desert—two deserts set up on end, with the 
weary water struggling between them. The mountsillt 
showed nothing but their teeth, and faces of white hort, 
while not a village or a house, for two hours of walking 
cheered the way. Death pictures were positively the aly 
signs of life, and became so frightfully numerous, that 
one might suppose the inhabitante had been all killed off: 
the accidents being pretty equally divided between 
from rocks, and falling under them. Ominous sears d& 
faced all the precipices above; and below, tons upon tot 
of limestone-blocks lay in heaps, the path constantly 
climbing over some fresh descended mase, I, for ont 
should decline the office of daily postman for this district: 
fortunately, the Upper Isonzo can do without one. — 



























‘THE CURE OF SOTSCHA. or 


‘The small church of Sotscha was in sight over the 
mounds of débris for some time before we reached the 
scattered village. Our guide, a silent individual, indi- 


of there being anything to eat t c 

euré’s, close to the church, and the only tree of any 
proportions in the neighbourhood. The curé himself, a 
portly man with regular good-natared 


eanglomeration of sount: 
from our man of Flitsch, 


about the Terglou, of which 
obtain a view by climbing th 
left, engaging to return at four o'clock. 

From the aspect described, it may readily be 
that the hille were unpromising—of anything but toil. 
‘The caré confirmed our impressions of their fatal carne 
ter; the mort frequent accidents occurring, be mid, to 
hiie people when carrying down the bundles of ‘wild hay,’ 
or Veeck scrub, along the narrow ledges which mupply the 
only foot-hold. 1 think we understood that the greater 

az 








proportion of deaths arose from some form of alpine peril. 
Several mementos that we saw represented drowning in 
the stream; and the artists had almost always chosen to 
heighten the effect by introducing chamois in a state of 
extreme agitation, perched singly upon the tops af the 
peaks at regular distances, and in various affeeting atti- 
tudes, which unfortunately only looked very comic. Our 
guide had evidently never been on the hill side befira, 
and grunted his disapprobation at cach successive steep. 
We soon left S—— and A—— to rest under a bush, 2d 
clambered vigorously with the hope of gaining our objet, 
but only attained s projecting bluff where farther advance 
was cut off, and any view of the Torglou as well, brs 
soaring precipice. This attempt lost us the opportunity 
of exploring the valley itself to a point an hour below #* 
highest village of Trenta, where an opening extending 1 
the foot of the Terglou is said to display ‘a seene of singt- 
lar magnificonce and beauty.’ Murray, who gives thit 
information, speaks of the rest of the valley to Flitech 
«very dreary,’ and this we had sufficiently verified. It * 
from the village of Sotseha that a pass of nine hours less® 
by the ‘Scala’ over desolate scenery, to the glow! 
Wochein See, south of the Terglou; this was one 
our destined points sooner or later, and by taking #23 
pass we might obtain a second opportunity of pushing © 
the head of the Isonzo valley. If not, there was still #* 
chance of crossing into it from Worzen by the pase of 
Kronau. 

It was time to think of tho curé, and we duly pre 
sented ourselves, with expectant appetites, soon after the 
sppointed hour, The good man had shaved sines the 
morning, and cleaned his long boots; he seated us al 
the table, and then withdrew his chair a little distance, on 
declaration that he had himself dined earlier, The house 





“DINNER AT THE cuRs's. 


keoper was evidently very busy within. At her first ap- 
pearance he started up to bring in the dishes, and insisted 
daring the meal upon acting the part: of garyon, notwith- 
standing all oar remonstrances. Soup, a xavoury omelet, 
turnips, and potatoes—cold, in thin slices, and steeped in 


the little old housekeeper 
his bulky figure, with a 


‘shen alone, we feared might be habitual. ‘The solitary 
and dreary scene in which his lot was cast might be the 
safficiont explanation, especially as several years of his life 
had been passed at Triesto—a far more congenial residence 
for a man of his information. Before ascertaining this, 
we bad been rather surprised at some of his questions; 
‘were we Catholics,’ was not an unusual one; but the 
further enquiry, wbothor we were Anglicans or Puritans, 
showed more knowledge of English Protestantism than 
we should have expected in this remote spot. When he 
afterwards asked after ‘that eminent Anglican Bishop, 
Pheelipota,’ wo did not at the moment recognise, Philpots, 
‘awd were 0 little puzzled as to who Archbishop * Veesiman” 
could be, till we recollected, Wiseman. What with dinner, 
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and conversation, we almest forgot our long walk back & 
Flitach, which our kind host admitted it was getting railier 
late for. We pnt into his hand nearly double what the 
price at one of the inns of the country would have bees, 
and did not forget the little housekeeper in the kitebes 
Both stood at the door with cordial adieus, and friendly 
urgings to accept the offer of beds for a night, if we deter 
mined to cross the mountains to the Wochein See, i 
which case it would be better to start at three o'clock i 
the morning. As it bappened, we did not do so, asl 
probably have scen the last of the good priest of Soteda 
‘as, in front of his humble parsonage, he watched us di- 
appear down the rugged pathway. 

‘The red sunset-glow can bring beauty into even such = 
scene as this. ‘The effect, was like draping bare walls with 
ctimson; and for living creatures there were now the fh 
which quite blackened the green pools with their malt 
tude, and explained the resources of the curé. The guide 
too, had now found his tongue, though not much ta oar 
cdification. He pitied our deficiencies, and explained thet 
he was master of six languages—German, Italian, Kraise 
risch or Slovenic, Piedmontese, Bohemian, and Hungariat 
—a wide range of accomplishments, that threw light, ¥e 
thought, upon his special unintelligibleness. It is proballle 
that each sentence contained something of all six. The 
valley soon retook all its gloom, deepening every minute: 
the water was cither a blackness, or whiteness, hurrying 
on below; the rocks glimmered grey and cold, and the 
path seemed to consist of nothing but heaps of sharp 
cornered stones, It was quite dark when we reached 
Coritenza, and from thence to Flitech the plessunt walk 
of the morning wss transformed into 8 groping aud & 
stumbling up and down grassy hills, or through nartow 
paths, The result of the day was, that we had aequired « 





new Idea of desolation—and that we had dined with the 
euré of Sotacha. 
Half a mile from Flitech, ond away from the road, 


seek that spot as a point of 
alapted; thence you may watch 


hermit, we mid, if he « 
applying the telescope to th cen teuly was the hut 
perenne Bt af erent If anyono wishes to 


Ma ia noth ‘tall isolated 
Kill, of a very sugar-lonf character, called the Sau Kopf, 
the terminal of the narrow ridge bounding the upper 
Tnonzo to the north. It is a very counterpart of the Pain 
de Sucre of Courmayeur, and that of Gavarnie, in the 


But now look westwards. I have said nothing about that 
yet, though it is by far the most churncteristic side of the 
Flitsch scenery. There, is a rango of the most arid-looking 
mountains you have ever seen, embossed with reck protu- 
Berances of tho strangest shapes—ridges, spines, horns, 
allof the hardest and severest character; while not a single 
stream, cascade, or runict flahes light or life upon the 
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savage scene, As wo first approached Flitech this wa a 
dark rampart, whose battlements and towers ott sharp 
against the evening sky. In the daytime it was a mae 
of grey distorted forms. 

Thero lay our next day's work, at least for Churchil 
and myself. One of those mountains was a great objet 
of attraction to the former; and when [ said that tw 
questions were on our lips when we arrived at Flitedy 
T forgot. the thinl—* Where is the Prestelinik?" Yetit 
is only a question for an insatiable botanist to ask; no om 
else would seek it up there in its fastnesses of enow, ant 
of course S. and A declined to do so, A ie 
different guide from the other was provided for this e 
cursion—Anton Mitscherlich—no waster or inn ow 
pernumerary, but a cheery-fuced, though wizened an! 
brown old man—a man of the mountains, full of storie 
of his gallant life os soldier and chamois hunter. We 
had not yet given up enquiring for the Terglou, andst 
we ascended the sloping base of the mountain—pat 
meadow, part stony débris, and part wood—we adel 
how soon it would be visible. ‘Not till we get aber 
that,’ sid the old man, pointing to the highest of the 
ridges in sight; ‘four hours from bere.’ Ax this w= 
unexpected as well as unwelcome information, we began te 
crosi-question our companion upon the point. He stoppel, 
tumed sharp round upon us, and repeated his statement 
with emphatic distinctnoss. ‘Now, believe me he added, 
placing bis open band upon his breast, ‘for D Eaowt 
‘Then, striking his staff into the ground, he tumed quickly 
to the hill again, exclaiming, Onward! onward! we have 
no time for this.’ There was something grand in the *T 
know.’ We apologised, professed our perfect confidence im 
him, and felt that our noble old guide was a born leader of 





WATERLESS MOUNTAINS. 23 


‘Something like a ravine, or rather trough, broke through 
the wall of precipices, and towards this we crossed the 
lower slopes. At the edge of the ravine was a ecrambling 
and indistinct path, composed principally of single foot~ 
‘holes, among roots of trees and rock ledges : anywhere ele: 
a stream would have been tumbling down beside us, but 
here it was utter silence; and we began to understand that 
‘these mountains were waterless, Think of Switzerland 
resounding with torrents, or of the Pyrenees gushing with 
bright streams, or of the soddened hills of Scotland, and 
you will appreciate the extraordinary contrast. 

‘The sun from the east beat full upon us (delays from 
Various causes had put our atart much later than it should 
fare boon), and we rained perspiration in the toil of hand 
‘od foot climbing. ‘Water soon, said the old guide 
askance, anil looking down upon ux. Presently he stopped 
at the foot of the precipice we were skirting, and stooping, 
Pointed ton wmall cleft, holding about a breakfust-cup of 

water, ax you might in the hollow of your two banda. 
“There is never more, and never less,’ sid he, ‘and you 
Weill find no more till you reach the snow.’ This modicum! 
‘Re was almost more expressive of scarcity than if there bad 
Ween none at all. One or two peasants were resting there, 
‘mand the grass and rocks were worn with feet, showing that, 
Bike an oasis in the desert, it was a place of resort. Two 
hours up the ascent and you reach the rim of the gully, out 
sof which there should naturally aboot a cascade. Here, 
Rooking downward on ono hand to the valley, through the 
‘erage and wood of the ravine, and upward on the other to 
‘the sky, through a wilderness of stones, stood a miserable 
“hut, ond goat-sheds, trampled all about with miry manure, 
‘Notwithstanding the assurances that had been given, we 
could hardly believe but that some speing supplied this 
‘wabitation, and ventured to suggest as much. ‘Bring 
—_a 
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them what you drink,’ said our old hunter; anda bowle 
a yellow warm liquid was produced—goat's whey—so = 
palatable that we could scarcely touch it, though urged 
repeatedly with ‘Drink, drink; it is wholesome.’ Tn this 
hovel a distinguished English botanist, two years befor, 
had spent a night for the sake of a long day on the Pre 
telinik. It was now so Inte in the season that Churedill 
expected to do littlo more than make himself acqusinted 
with the site. 

Above this spot grew only a few litschen—that low, 
twisted matting of pine peculinr to the upper alpioe 
region; herbage was confined to tufts, growing in inte 
stices or upon ledges; and higher still, it waa a vat 
desolation of stonea, or rather blocks, poured down fiom 
the ashy-pale peaks and precipices around. Here sy 
object was attained, and I sat down to sketch the wild and 
soundless scene. Churchill and his guide, speedily reduced 
to pin-points, alone broke the deathly silence as they toiled 
up the enormous motionless stream of stone, white and 
sweeping a8 a glacier, which descended from @ hidden 
source between two peaks; beyond which again, atl 
among glimpses of anow, appeared the grey, and florally 
hopeless-looking form of the Prestelinik, Such an uptumed 
wilderness as this is more striking than the correspaniling 
scenes of icc and snow. ‘The latter smoothes over all 
form, and the roundness, combined with the glaring white 
ness, destroys distance as well as variety of fentures while 
again, there is no such silence as in these waterless soli 
tudes. ‘The glacier groans and murmury in its eleep, and 
the rocks about it on a summer day are streaming; here, 
nothing moves. I puzzled my way down again alone, 
reaching Flitach after an absence of six hours, and had 
time enough to secure a general view of the whole monn 
tain mass from the plain, before a storm, which hed long 








"been brooding, enveloped all the tops. Evening and the 
tempest came down together, and we should have been 
more anxious for our friend than we were, had it not been 
for confidence in the old guide. About eight o'clock the 
two returned, drenched, but safe, 

T learnt from Churehill the following particulars of bis 
expedition after parting from me :— 

Following the course of the wide deep gully, that rose 
steeply up to a distant sky-line, and was filled at its 
lower end with buge blocks as if tumbled pell-mell out of 
& quarry, they got upon a succession of small snow-fields, 
where the footing was much easier and progress more 
mpid. The last patebos of herbage, with little cushions of 
Silene acaulis, were left behind with the blocks. Beyond 
was barrenness, hardly negatived by the isolated appear 

‘ance of a few small alpine plants, such as Thlaspi rotun- 

difolium, Papaver alpinum, Avabis corulea, &e. Arrived 

‘close upon the sky-line, » sharp tum to the left, alg 

marrow ledges, brought them to the ridge that runs from 

The base of the Prestelinik proper, over the plateau 

‘Rowardls the Flitech valley. Here the Terglou first showed 

Steclf A steep rock-climb led from this point to the 

summit. 

‘The Prestelinik rises out of the western precipitous 
sedge of the great platean to which it belongs. The eye 
Follows the descending lines of the edge until they are lost 
amt a tremendous depth in the shades of the Raccolano 
‘Thal, « continuation by a sudden turn, and with an oppo- 
‘site slope, of that where Raibl is placed. ‘The vast wilder- 

nem of the plateau—miles long—is tilted so as to present 
‘the Jong slope towards Flitsch; and looking diagoaully 
nerom it, they enw, standing prominently ont of the 
corners, the noar neighbours of the Prestelinik, Monte 
} Cerajala, of the Confin Spitz, the Rombon, Monte Casino, 
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and Monte Baba. Opposite, and to the « 


was the majestic mass of the Terglou—twenty miles 
tantas the crow fiies—a clear thousand feet higher than his 
neighbours, looking like a king of men surrounded by his 
court. All the multitudinous ashy-pale peaks of the zone 
of mountain-land lying between the parallel lines of the 
Waurven Save and the Isonzo were distinetly in view ; bat 
a diligent examination of the map was required to trace 
out their interlacing lines, and with the guide's amsistance 
to identify them. Mitscherlich seemed quite at home in 
this wilderness, and pointed out places where gemsen’ 
(chamois) had been shot Tast season, when he was 
this plateau with a son of Count Radetsky, and a friend 
of his from Vienna, ‘The mackintosh cup being filled 
with snow, in default of water, and drenched with 7 
prosperity to the Prestelinik and its inhabitants, if 
any, was toasted, and the toilsome descent commenced. 
Whether snow varies in gastronomic quality under differ. 
ent circumstances, we cannot say. Our guide of to-day 
quite approved of its incorporation with wine; while, in 
the Pyrenees, the attempt to swallow a morsel was 
strongly deprecated, as tending to prodace colic, or, 
the Beurnais guide expressively put it, ‘L'hiver dans le 
ventre |” ‘aa 
To give an idea of the labour inyolyed in ering 
over these heaps of sterile stones, we may state 
Mitscberlich estimated the ascent from Flitsch at seven 
hours, which is an unusually long time, distance only 
considered. 4 
It may be interesting to the reader to add to our on 
record of the characteristics of this ‘Flitecher | 
that of an Austrian geologist, given in his repo 
the geology of the Isonzo district, and to be 


















A WILD PLATEAU. wT 


Journal of the Vienna Geological Society. The clefts and 
the funnels spoken of were also seen by Churchill. Herr 
Str says—‘It is a fearfully desolate platenu, whose 
parallel can hardly anywhere be met with in the Alps. 
I went from Flitsch to the Wratna Vrh * (whose precipices 
immediately overlook the hut we passed on the ascent), 
and the surmounting of its steep, almost precipitous, 
wall of 5,000 feet in height, before the high alpine 
platesa of the Wratna Vrh is attained, costs not a little 
exertion. Thence [ turned my steps in a northerly diree- 
tion, to Monte Cernjala. Upon the plateau itself the 
climber meets with,—here, fearful gulfs—there, gaping 
clefts, that but seldom can be overleapt, and require « 
cireuit, Sometimes he finds himself separated by a deep 
and extensive funnel-shaped depression from m pleasant, 
easy-looking, level tract, holding out hopes of better pro- 
gress; but no sooner has he laboriously got acroes, or round 
it, than a few steps of advance reveals 4 similar, or some 
new obstacle, ‘The irregular clefts, down which the eye 
cannot see far, can only be estimated, as to depth, by the 
Teng-cuntinuing sound of stones thrown in for the purpose. 
‘The funnels, too, often covered over with a thin mow 
crust, forming a deceitful and dangerous bridge, have to 
be tested with stones, that, breaking through and rolling, 
reveal the depth underneath. These, and similar ob- 
#tacles, 20 added to my labour, that instead of the two 
hours whieh, under ordinary cireumstances, would have 
eon sufficient for my return from tho Cornjala to the 
Rombon, five hours and » half were occupied in constant 
morement—clambering, jumping, working round, ascend- 
ing, and descending.’ 

‘The Isonzo had certainly, so far, given no indication of 
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that benuty which caused Sir Humphry Davy to rank # 
stream as one of the most beautiful in Europe. Its 
interest in this upper part of its course—there is alway 
interest where there is character—was quite of another 
sort. At tho extreme southern end of the plain of Fliteh, 
however, there was a sudden turn, and a hint of soft tine 
and shapes, which might well be the commencement of a 
lovely region. Tolmein is the first stage, in whose castle 
Dante was for a time a guest; and next to that is Geir, 
the seat of the archbishopric and capital of the small 
province of that name, squeezed in between Venetia on 
the west, and Carniola on the east, and deseending sonth- 
ward to the near neighbourhood of Trieste. The whol 
province is almost comprised within the valley of the 
Txonzo, and it does not appear that Sir Humphry Dary 
saw moro than the lower portions of it above Gérx He 
makes no mention of the Predil; and if he had become 
acquainted with the neighbourhood of Flitsch, its wildnes 
ve probably led him to modify his description af 

nery as a whole. 
Filtech had beauties for those who songht 
‘hich, to our comfort, was here a quiet 
day, 80 that we could either remain within doors undie 
turbed, or stroll into the fields without passing through 
the racket of a fair—gave us the opportunity of noticing 
several pleasant paths, and green sequestered nooks, ata 
villages, both by the side of the Tsonzo, where it wandend 
in its deep course out of sight from the level of the plain, 
and also among the spurs of those arid hills which look 
all 8 hopeless and forbidding. Here from their cavernous 
sides gush forth the long hidden waters, and many = 
busy mill and cluster of cottage roofs enliven the glens 
and hollows which open unexpectedly to the view of the 





the luggage forming the seats, we left Flitsch to retrace 
the pass of Predil. The horses were excellent, and a 
brilliant sky filled us with that joyousness which morning 
sunshine alone can give. The broad mid-day light 

however suited to scenery so bare as that of the 

‘These stony-faced mountains require the breadths of 
evening shodow, and the glow of evening colour to bring 
out their gloomy grandeur. But the Sebnik even at noon, 
standing a4 it does with ite back to the south, looked an 
‘awful bulk as wo slowly climbed from Unter to Ober 
Preth, The Mangert, on the other band, as seen again 
from the fortress, was dwarfed under the remorseless 
glare, and did not recover itself, in our estimation, till we 
‘er it on its more imposing northern side, We had not 
time to stop at Raibl, but the old Wirthin, disturbed in 
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her cabbage garden by the sound of wheels, telegraphed s 
greeting as we passed, by every gesture she could command 
Perhaps, if Amelie had been visible we should have yard 
moment. The Tarvis people seemed equally glad tos 
tus; strangers who disappear over the Predil seldom I ep 
pose return, and they looked upon our reappearance and 
demand for a second dinner as a special complimest 
‘The dull old inn really warmed up into cordial welcome; 
or, perhaps, it was only that the good-natured Kellueis 
lit up every dark corner with her smiles, 

Early in the afternoon we were ascending the country 
road which leads out of Tarvis eastward, up a successiee 
of green and wooded hills, to the small town of Weissemiel, | 
where is a foundry, and the stream from the lakes or tarot 
of Weissenfels at the foot of the Mangert, comes rushing 
down a wooded hollow. Soon after thie the summit of 
the ridge is gained, and a fine view of the Manget 
sppears on the right, with a perspective of peaks stretching 
onward, evidently the southern boundary of a considerble 
valley, into which, after a space of open country, you find 
yourself descending. ‘This ie the Save ‘Thal, We wee | 
all eagerness for the first impression, Wonld it answerte | 
the visions we had formed? This we could fool, that there 
was frosh and cheerful beauty in the open pastures of the 
valley itself; that the soft and wooded hills on the north 
gave it a comfortable sir ; and that there was something 
very imposing in the ranges of limestone precipice and 
tower which guarded it on the south. We passed through 
the village of Ratschach, and then by the sido of = simall 
and shallow lake with the grass and rushes sloping gently 
into the water; no other than the source of the Save. A 
shed or two for the use of sportsmen marked it as & resort 
of wild fowl. At present the people were raking the bay 
out of the very ripples. a 
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DAVY'S *PAVOURITE HAUNT.’ prt 


A little farther appeared a clump of trees, upon a hill 
pushed into the valley from the left-hand side, and among 
the trees were some houses and a spire. Tt was Wurzen— 
+ my old haunt, Wurzen, as the thought-worn philosopher, 
in whose steps we were treading, ao lovingly called it. 
During ono of his visits he amused himself with com- 
posing a romance: §'The Last of the Donoghues’ Surely 
it must have been during a spell of bad weather! We 
were wondering whether we should be able to identify 
and obtain the rooms he occupied, when our cogitations 
were disturbed by the appearance of a tall and civilised- 
looking stranger, with white felt hat of tourist shape, and 
altogether a very tourist air. A figure like that we hal 
not seen for weeks, Was this one of our dear countrymen 
already in possession of Wurven and the Save? We 
lifted our hats tentatively; the response waz hardly 
English, yet not decisive of the poiut. At the village, a 
rural-looking inn was pointed out, a little way up the hill- 
side, among several scattered houses dropped along the 
tree-shuted rond. We drew slowly to the door, and learnt 
from a stout landlady that her rooms were indeed occupied 
—ehe had but two—by a gentlemen from Vienna. He 
was no * Englander,’ but, like an Englander, came every 
year for the fishing. 

Tt was a great disappointment to be denied admission to 
the ‘favourite haunt.’ It looked clean and comfortable, 
and its position upon the road which branches off here, and 
crosses the hills to Villach, gave it a commanding view 
down the valley. It commended itself as a sequestered 
retreat, and the white-curtained windows above looked very 
cosy. ‘Could we sleep anywhere in the village?’ 'The 
landlady, hitherto provokingly unconcerned, relaxed #0 far 
in our favour as to send round to two or three houses, and 
we dispersed ourselves up divers old staircases, discovering 
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a room here, and a room there, full of lumber or garden 
stores, and not at all inviting for the week's eojoura we 
proposed. We returned to the inn, a group bad gathered 
there, and ‘Kronau’ and ‘ Pufitech’ were on every lip, 
—the former, a village we could see sbout two miles down 
the valley; the latter, a personage who made provision 
there for strangers. 

It was a pleasant drive, and the valley began to exercise 
its charm, especially as, on approaching Kronau, we found 
it occupying the entrance to a magnificent defile on the 
south, whence a straam came sweeping ina broad water- 
washed course; the first accession to the hitherto feeble 
Save, which it raised at once to the dignity of a river. 
Through the village we went, inquiring for Herr Pufiteeh, 
till, after pussing the tin-plated church spire, a handful 
of shavings suspended from a lath indieated an inn, while 
a brightly coloured picture of various articles of drapery, 
stuck at the aide of the door, explained that it was also a 
shop. Two young people bad, in fact, just set up in busi- 
ness with a baby in arms—and very little else. Our 
arrival was an alarming incident. There was commotion in 
the house ; 2 woman ran up stairs, and a man ran down, 
and the Aaus knecht, or Jack-of-all-trades—he was cer~ 
tainly both carpenter and ostler—stood at the door and 
stared; at last Herr Pufitech himself, a pale-faced young 
man, pushed his way to the front, and doffing his cap 
awaited our explanations. Two rooms newly furnished, 
and therefore clean, were at our service abere stairs, 
though yarious oxtrancous articles had first to bo removed ; 
the young Herr working with a will, but with very little 
notion of the result desired. 

To give time for these arrangements, we strolled back 
that evening through tho fields to Wursen; a green and 
woodland walk, We mid to ourselres thnt the Save would 
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de. Turn southward, and all was grandeur; northward, 
and it was soft and lovely. The air was fresh and Alpine, 
the cottages white and clean. Kronan, though small, 
possessed good-sized houses, und had a brisk and tidy airs 
doing credit to Carniola within whoee frontiers we now 
were. After dark, one solitary light beamed in the quiet 
street,—it bumed there both day and night before shrine 
of the Virgin. Though we had lost Wurzen, we soon 
reconciled ourselves to Kronau, splendid weather making 
up for many deficiencies in poor Pufitech’s establishment, 
Sir Humphry Davy, usually came to Wurzen by the 
road from Villach, It crosses the | i 
@ lofty mountain range, the Karavanken Alps, sep 
the valley of the Save from its neighbour the Drave, He 
thus describes one of his arrivals »— 


is through forests of beech 

jountains on the Italian side 

ith sno ut in descending (i.e 

down to Wurzen) these mountains open on the view in 

thelr greatness. They present the noblest forms calearcous 

rocks can assume, and a great varicty of colours They 

rine abote beautiful green valleys and high wooded moun- 

tains breasted with snow, and presenting their inaceossiblo 
sammits to half the sky.’ 

We devoted our first morning to testing thia description. 


friend the Dobratech is the principal object; aa soon as the 
eet 00 that side is reached, the continuous 
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range of yellow-red precipices are fly played, ad he 
small white pilgrimage chapel on the summit ean be 
discerned.* But the road is so immediately sink among 
trees and gorges that it is difficult to obtain an outlook 
over the two noble valleys beneath Returning towards 
the Save, occurs the scene of Sir Humphry’s deseription. 
We are bound to admit that on the present oceasion we 
were disappointed, but it must have been owing to un- 
favourable conditions of some sort: partly that it was 
blinding mid-day, partly that we bad weakened the im- 
pression by frequent observation as we came along; 
partly, perhaps, that sensitiveness to any acenery wax dulled 
for a time, That our present appreciation 
correct one, may be gathered from the fact 
following year C— and A— coming tl 
Villach, and opening therefore upon the pro 
Humphry did, were quite ox much strack with; 
deur; and considered this the finest: possible im 

to the mountains of the Saye. 

On the present occasion the view from the Mil 
Warzen, a sort of open down, and displaying 
of the valley, checked our incipient mu 
the evening we were enchanted with the sp 
manded by a small green plateau on the steep Atle 
opposite Kronau. Those ‘ inaccessible summits ocetipyiing 
half the sky,’ were inunediately in front, vanishing ow 
either band in a vast perspective; while the setting sum 
was streaming crimeon from the west along the entire 
length of valley, a gorgeous sight. 

Our second excursion was to the small lakes at the foot 
of the Mangert, the favourite and principal resort of our 
philosopher. A rough, but bundy, vehicle curried us 
through Wurzen to Ratachach. ‘Then, on foot, we followed 
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® eart-track to the left, more or less marked, through 
pastures and woods, till we entered the glen which has 
been already described as descending to Weimenfels, 
Turning in the opposite direction, the enormous walls 
of the Mangert, flecked and wreathed with snow, rise up 
sublimely before you. You seem penetrating to their 
wery base. Suddenly the torrent at your side bas ceased 
ite rear,and you find in its stead a silent lake deep among 
the trees. Farther, and a second lake is seen, still so 
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mbosomed and rock-guarded that it is difficult to reneh 
Ets shore, a vory solitary strand, and then you have the 
Serandonr all to yourself—an expanse of water, vivid as 
merald and smooth as a mirror, but for the circles of 
ising fish; beyond it receding woods, and above them the 
beer impending mass of the Mangert, casting its mighty 
image into the water nt your foct, as itself soars into 


the sky. 





Here the great Chemist spent long and lonely days; 
lighting a fire on that patch of shore from the dead wood 
provided by winter storms, and cooking thefish be eaught. 
On his first visit he says: *T have seldom viewed a scene of 
more savage and peculiar wildness ;’ perhaps there is too 
much of surrounding wood to answer precieely to that 
description; but the trees and brushwood add greatly to 
the sense of seclusion. Rising thick behind, and hiding 
the lower lake and all below, they screen the spot from 
intrusion, and shut you up to the one spectacle of the 
gleaming water, and the vast quarry-like precipice of 
mountain. It is a spot that would have suited the auther 
of ‘Vathek;” we know it suited the author of *Con- 
solations,’ and that it soothed the Inst days of a philosopher. 
How many threade of subtle speculation were spun in that 
busy mind aa he sat on these lichened rocks! How offen, 
with sudden inspiration, would his genius flash light upoa 
some secret of nature, as he brooded in the silence of this, 
one of her choicest solitudes! And again, how many aa 
hour waa passed of sad despondoney under the fatal disease * | 
thnt pursued him, even to this far retreat! Such # scene 
one might have stumbled on and thought it grand, but its 
association with this bright intelligence and suffering 
frame, hus bestowed a consecration beyond the power of 
nature's utmost necromancy. 

‘A passage exists here, by the side of the Mangert, to the 
pass of Predil, a very finc excursion. C— explored for 
some distance by the base of the mountain, while I sketehed 
the view from the upper lake, He overtook us om our 
return, while still in the romantic and roaring gorge which 
descends from the silent basin of the lakes towards the 
little world of life at Weissenfels, and the greater one of 
Tarvis, for the stream, thrown westward instead of east 
wand, turns aside from the near souree of the Save, and 
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finally enters the Gail. It seemed a rather long walk 
back to Ratechach, though probably not more than four 
niles, but we bad taken the excursion without a guide, and 
bad to pick out the path. Returning from Ratachach to 
Kromaiu we passed again the pool of the Save, and watched 
for the occurrence of the ‘Sorgente Sava,’ circular bub- 
bling holes in the water, which sccm to have attracted 
Davy's particular attention; but we saw none that wo 
could attribute to any other cause than fish or insects, 
That day we had been pilgrims ton shrine | 
and of science; the next we made a pilgrimage in a more 


literal sense to © ‘holy mountain '—the Luschari Berg— 


the one horse of Kronan was put to sepa (thay alias 
drive here fn that lop-sided manner) and the one old 
driver tucked his wisp of straw under him for a seat, and 
away wo went on Thursday morning, back again over the 
Weiscenfols road, and so down to Tarvis, and up on the 
other side, and through Upper Tarvis on the great road, 
‘way towards the Pontebba pass. The dr er ma 
feeble atterspt to deposit us at the inn of Ober Tarvis; 
‘Phis we resisted, but noted that both the inn and the 
eople bad a comfortable look which might remove, 
Stnother time, the objection to Turvis on the scure of ac- 
‘Sommodation. Fivo mikes farther is Saifnitz, immediately 


far the use of pilgrims coming in thin dirvotion strikes off 
om the left, and there the figure of an angel with silvered 
“wings, on the top of 4 small column, stands by way of 








finger-pest, with outstretched arm pointing the way to the 
sacred hill. It was more convenient for us to disregard the 
angelic invitation. i 

‘There are several inns at Saifnitz, which must make 
great gain of godliness, as aleo numerous booths in a 
ravine, about half a mile from the town, where the real 
steepness commences. Here are all sorts of provision for 
the flesh, which is apt to arrive, whether on the ascent or 
descent, tired and thinty, and in need of shade For the 
last, interlaced boughs of trees forming a rough thatch, 
and supported on posts, shelter rows of benches for some 
distance on each side the path. It was rather a vacant 
hour when we passed, and we had each been fortified 
already by a glass of tokny at Saifnitz, Tn the course 
of the climb, however, we met several parties of returning 
pilgrims, some of them respectable-locking women, in 
quite other than peasant dress—one in white muslin, and 
with a parasol—yet all walking barefoot and carrying 
their shoes, ‘These we expected would soon be found, « 
merry company, in the booths below, The path, though 
unrelentingly stecp, was broad and worn, and, for wt least 
the first. half of the ascent, was carefully and variously 
watched—by blind men at set distances, by very old women 
judiciously interspersed, and by flying patrols of children, 
each and all with the inevitable extended 
itehing palm—and the endless plaint. Such a gigantic 
begging system wns too much for us; and besades, was it 
not necessary to put in a Protestant caveat against ‘good 
works?’ So we looked stern rebuke. for which the blind 
men, at any rate, were not much the worse, and left the 
almagiving to the genuine pilgrim. 

It is called three hours to the summit. ‘The greater + 
part of the distance is up an interminable gully. which | 
shuts out all prospect except that immediately bebind, — 
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and this consists only of doll grey hills At Last the open 
alp is gained, where the path aacends, terrace-like, round 
the conical summit of the Berg. Then the view begins to 
open, and the church and a few buildings are seen above. 
These consist of a house for the priests, another for 
travellers and sick pilgrims, and a cluster of booths, not 
like those below for rofreshment, but for the male of 
rosaries, trinkets, and votive offerings,—all mere tinsely 
rubbish as regarded their material value, unless come of 
the rumries of polished stones be excepted. He i 
‘we were too late for the fair; the mass of pilgri 

day had completed their task, though ono poor fellow, an 
elderly peasant, was stil] a quarter of a mile below, toiling 
on his knces up the gravelly path. He was moving very 
slowly, with a jork snd pause, and » haul upon Ii 


wants we caw him prostrate on | 
the church. It wns o spectacle contrition ; a visible 
‘acknowlodginent of a deep-felt need; we believed he 
might have been taught a better way of erueifying the 
flesh, and a nearer approach to a still holier altar; yet we 
Jooked with sympathy and reverence upon this expres- 
‘sion of God-given aspirations, which had found no other 
etannel. 4 
The church was built in 1360 upoa the spot where, 
according to tradition, the sbopberds found a carved 
wooden image of the Madonna among the juniper buabox 
‘The other buildings are of Intor origin; all ocoupying a 
‘Dollow just below the actual summit. In the chureh, a 
wall edifice, there was nothing but monn and tawdry 
decoration, and to us no element of smetity except the 
sral-troulle of that figure stretched upon the floor; while 
‘the faint enell of incense, and the sickly odour of a recent 
inclined us to seok with small delay the pure 





== 
air and noble prospect of the mountain top, There, under 
the infinite arch, were spread majestically round, some 
of the great things of God, which it was worth a pilgri- 
mage to behold. We stood upon a space hardly large 
enough for a dozen people, and were immediately joined 
by two priests, who, like panorama men, began to desiguate=== 
the featares of the view. One was a young man, for the=—= 
residence attached to the church is » sort of seminnry——y 
though resorted to only in the summer; the other, 2 mam==—0 
of middle age, had that open, honest, simplo-hearted ¢x——~ 
pression, characteristic of mountain men, whether price; == 
guides, or hunters. 

And here, as this good man stands beside us, let as ay === 
our word for these Catholic clergy of the mountains Wee* 
could not admire the rites they administered, nor their—==—t 
connivance at peasant superstitions, but we could of. == 
much admire the men themselves. ‘They were, am a las, — => 
hard-working and conscientious, often, like the Curé 
Sotscha, intelligent and well informed; and, at far as we <>" 
had interconrse with them, courteous and hospitable —=* 
Theirs is no pampered lot; they have to face weather and =! 
danger, like their peamnt parishioners, and do it bravely, —“# 
When they come across Protestant leanings in their people, <“ 
ax they sometimes do, no doubt the professional man & 
touched to the quick, and they are no more charitable than = 
the professional man generally is, when bis particule == 
fanetion ie in danger. ‘Their natural weapon i then the =" 
anathema, and that is an ugly weapon, wounding the hand 
that wields it, A curse generally clings the most fatallyte 
him by whom it is uttered, ‘The priest, from the nature of —* 
his calling, is more exposed to this danger than othermen; = 
and if the odium theolagieurn is a hateful hate, it is yet 
the more excusable in proportion to the qprafounder 
importance, and to the soul-moving : — 
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matters with which it deals, It was not our part to probe 
this sare place, and we sw only the better—the genial 
—side, of tho clerical character in these remote valleys. 
Our two friends, upon this peak of prospect, were 
thoroughly enthusiastic about the * Aussicht;’ and it was 
truly a noble view. Enstward, the 
walley of the Save, with its long 


sof the snowy Norics, distant, 
‘Frosted silver, upon the b 


scontly jagyed peaks of tho Wischberg, rising out of the 
unfathomable deptha—a group of giants! We were 
‘near enough to their wild inaccessible summits to realise 
all their fearfulness. Such a scene strikes awe with 
‘the sense of power it presses upon th ind—power, not 
in nection, but in absolute repose, which is perhaps the 
more impressive of the two. It is congeale 
dormant. Here we locked and questioned long, 
Of these monsters has a name, and the name invests with 
and in some sort informs with soul, Adam set 
an example which all his sons have followed, and that not 
‘merely for convenience of momory. There is m far deeper 
significance in the necessity. We claim and elevate into 
war own spiritual region the thing we have named, 
| Te ie the buptisin which mind bestows upon matter. 
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The priests were busy with their staves, pointing sal 
naming for an hour, These great presences of nate 
wore their friends of morning, noon, and eve. *Oh/ mid — 
they, ‘the sunrise! Oh, what magnificence !” and they 
apread out their arms towards the sweep of the borked, 
as if they would embrace the glorious spectacle. 

We were half inclined to yield to their persuasions, and 
spend the night in the pilgrim's house, though the accom 
modation was of the roughest, in order to secure the bunt 
of morning upon the scene; but it would have cost tw 
much disarrangement of our plans After, therefor 
painting the features of the view carefully upon car 
brain-tablets,—it was too extensive for the poor effoms 
of the pencil,—we descended, after the manner of mest 
dinner at the small refreshment house, where, considerar 
the lnbour of bringing up every article of provision, # = 
very tolerably served. 

Then came the question of getting down again, We 
might do it on foot of course, but that would take trea 
three hours, and besides, that was not fila mode’ Fie 
all who can pay for it there is a peculiar contrivance of 
descent which, sooth to say, had been one of the attractii 
of the mountain, though, whether or no to avail ourselne 
of it, was matter of much discussion, Standing abet the 
house were two or three men with long spikes attached te 
their shoos, und loaning against the walls appeared cet 
tain light wooden frames with long handles; these ae 
sledges (Schlitten), and, to do the mountain properly, yor 
should go down it, like a streak of lightning, an one of 
them. It looked a queer and nervous operation; the 
sledge marks wore visible down the steep crest for some | 
distance, and then pitched round a comer inte woknewn | 
space. There were, moreover, but two men m 
then, so that our party must be divided. § 
wore, however, willing to try, and all the 
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of the hill assembled to sce them packed. The priests 
assured us of their safety, and that they would reach the 
bottom in twenty minutes; one portly old fellow, with a 
trombone of a voice, was not only emphatic in his assur- 
ances, ut, putting a hand on the shoulder of each of the 
teen preparing to descend, warned them to take nce 
care of the two English ladies, Ye 

them as they were tilted over the edge! A small 

fied ao eneh sledge formed the seat; two crooked pegs 
owe all there was to hold Seog Li, pressed 


—in a minute more, were | 
the hill, and, whether for 


two or throo sledges coming up, « 
tacks, but could not learn the fate of ‘those in which we 


themany turns that occurred, and eleres lightly over 
; Or, When the descent favoured, suddenly seating 
Jn front of cach occupant, left the dedge \o We 





own momentum; then down went driver an 

lady and all, ut 9 velocity which took away the breath If 
au check occurred, or the ground varied, the spiked fet 
were struck out in a moment; but what with spel 
shaking, and fright, poor S—— and A—— were scling 
all over; and though glad to have acquired an experienc, 
were not inelined to repeat the experiment. 

Naturally, more tokay followed this exploit, and before 
we left, in marched the portly priest with a long asd 
strong alpenstock in hand. He had descended from bisper’ 
to see how we all fared. Shouting and laughing, and shaking 
hands many times over, he poured out his comgratele 


‘Then, turning to sails, innkeeper, he roared out: ‘Her 
are Russians, Bavarians, French, English, and Turks al 


period, and our advent ja & 
amusing, however, to find cut 


positive physical delight. It was twilight as we elimbed 
the last hill above Weiesenfels, and entered gpom oar 
valley. ‘The stars were out as we passed the pool af the 
Save; troops of them danced in ita waters, and the long 
line of dark peaks vandyked the dark sky, A little later, 
and the gleam across the road of the shrine 
Kronau, told us we were home again. 
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‘“Ehere is this peculiarity about the scenery of the upper, 
or. <w it is often called, the Wurzcn Save, that the grand 
linemestone range on the south, while, as a line of peaks, it 
alracm ost everywhere gives token of its presence, is at suc~ 
ceseesive intervals displayed suddenly and magnificently to 
viceroy by short lateral valleys. It is as if the mass of 
de Ris, which encumbers the base of the lofty chain, and 
foxens the immediate hill-side as scen from the valley, had 
beers: at intervals scooped away, s0 as to reveal the bare 
ta=msoory of that stupendous wall, The suddenness with 
wEaSech cach of these rock glimpses breaks upon the eye 
remaitly adds to the effect. You pass down between rounded 
‘Stee wooded hills, and in a moment the wood and the bill 
theewo disappeared on your right, and you look into the 
eegeths of a vast amphitheatre—tier upon tier of pale, 
Peta les rock—*oceupying half the sky,’ to quote Davy’s 

Sceressive phrase. The first of these openings runs up to 
thee> high wall connecting the Mangert with the Predil 
Kegel; the second brings to view the Mittags Kogel; 
thee third is filled by the Mangert, and holds the lakes 
© Weissenfels; the fourth occurs near Ratschach, and 
‘GEegilays the Sebnik and Truunik; the fifth, near Wur- 
=x, breaks a way up to the Moistroka; the sixth, at 
FOxcnan, brings the Prisinig to view; a seventh, a little 
Keser down, is very characteristic of this scenery ; it bows 
Bee jaro mses of the Spik and the Kukowa; and the 
“Racith, at Lengenfeld, has the honour and glory of un- 
Fling the Terglou iteclf. 

‘Tengenfeld was destined for our next excursion. No-~ 
Bxfng could exceed the beauty of the weather all the 
we were in this Save country, and wo rattled down 
valloy under the purest of skiey canopies, The 
‘was richer and more gracious erory milo—always 
the bunt of savage grandeur at Mitteberg, 
je bare, blistered, snow-streaked Spik shoot 
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sternly in the gap. Approaching Lengenfeld, a villi 
out of the road on the left, sprawling up the bill, anl 
encompassed by rich greenery, a broad vista openel 
southwards—too broad and too deep to answer to the | 
abrupt breaks I have described; and instead of beg 
filled by the bulk of the Terglou, as we bad hoped, tht 
mountain was retired among a Wilderness of inferer 
peaks—dignified, but very tantalising, behaviour, ani fr 
from bearing out that passage in Murray which spel 
of ‘the rugged precipices of this magnificent mounts 
terminating the view. Dismiss that vision of the Tengley 
and you will probably not be disappointed, for it ba 
beautiful and varied scene. , 
‘The busy village of Moistrana occupies the bottom if 
the valley, and is surrounded by orchards, gardens, brit 
green pastures, milla, and a foundry; and, where the lase 
turns off to it fromm the high road, stands, of all thing,« — 
direction-post to a waterfall! Tt was a dreadful text | 
symptom ; and we had been so long accustomed te fel 
out our waterfalls for ourselves, that we were inelined {9 
reeent the indignity of being shown one. The thet yay 
we had now trenched upon the excursion grounds of the 
gay lake of Veldes, several miles below; and a pasting | 
gentleman in spectacles, following his fat dame in a ext 
down the stony track, soon corroborated it. Churehill 
and his wife, however, were not to be daunted, either by 
the heat, which was now fierce upon the shadeless path, 
or by the possibility of stumbling upon a pico-nie They 
«tid not find their three hours’ walk il! repaid. ‘The way 
thither was pleasantly and agreeably varied, A consider 
able body of water, taking into account the 
season and the character of the district, foll over a tna 
ledge of rock that projected, for a mile or mo 
face of the northern wall of the valley, and 
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& <Becp basin excavated in the enormous heaps of debris 
beB<ow. Climbing up the debris to a level with the fall, 
the=zy found a deep and lofty cavern behind it; and, from 
the= point where they stood, a small and perfect circle of 
raixabow played over the spray at their fect, contrasting 
ch=mcemingly with the rich dark-brown of the wet rocks, 
StemecHded in every chink and crevice with lovely ferns, and 
the graceful folinge of Astrantia carniolica, 





AneOE AN BACK SHAD 





As for S— aid myelf, wo wandered towards an an- 
ene chureh, but found the shade of some walnut trves 
“Pon greensward so welcome, that 1 was easily permanded 
"SY proper function was to sketch a fiold shrine which 
handy in the sunlight. It was a quaint conieal- 
thing, with niches on its four sides, in each of 


* 





which, faint blotches of colour indicated that a fresened 
shint was waxing dim. Beside it, stretched one of the 
long Carniolan racks, ompty as yet of its stores of beans 
and barley; and behind, the rocky outline of the Lengen- 
feld side of the valley rose white in the hot sunlight. 

We hud arranged for dinner at a small innat Lengenfeld, 
where the mistress, when meat was mentioned, reminded 
us, with grave surprise, that it was Friday; as soon, 
however, as she understood the rights and privileges of 
English heretics in that particular, she was willing to do 
her best, and succeeded excellently. ‘There is one neat 
whitewashed bedehamber, and we conceived that a quiet 
couple might find this pretty village very pleasant quarters 
for 4 summer. 

Again there was the jog-trot bome in the delicious 
twilight. There is a primitive country inn at that end of 
Kronan, bearing for sign a picture of the disciples and the 
‘Stranger’ at the door of Emmaus, with the inscription, 
‘Abide with us, for the day is far spent.’ It scemed 
always appropriate in the dusk of evening, and suitable 
to the homely simplicity of the house. We have sic: 
frequently met with this inscription on houses of enter- 
tainment. Ours was more pretentious, though it boastel | 
only a bunch of shavings. Under them, far into star- 
light, sat a group of smokers, who would rise and salute 
us we approached, Pufitsch holding a candle overhesmmd 
appearing from within to excort us upstains—not tow 4 
comfortable salle, however, but to a dreary open landie==®) 
where the dirty cloth of the previous meal, and of mas 
before that, was spread upon an extempore deal tah—<—# 
Among divers relics with which it was sure to be strewea=™ 
was the one lump of butter, daily diminishing, and n= 
hineked to almost its last fragment. ‘There was ho prospest 
of a frosh supply; and though we pitied young Mo 
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Pufitsch in ber troubles, between baby upstairs, and pot~ 
bailing below, we could not admire her domestic manage- 
ment. 

Yet we must hold to Kronau a little longer. Saturday 
was to be a great day—a day devoted to an excursion 
which C—— and myself must take alone. I have men- 
tioned the opening behind Kronau, 1 winding, solemn- 
looking gorge, with a broad white bed, partly stream and 
partly stones. Davy appreciated this grand portal. ‘Took 
= ride at six,’ he says, ‘to the opening of the glen below, 
where another stream joins the Save—a glorious valley!" 
Tt leads to the recesses of the Prisinig ; and from its upper 
end there strikes a path over the Julian range into the 
valley of the Isonzo, though far above the village of our 
howpitable Curé of Sotscha. Somebody bas told Mr. 
Murray enough about it to lead him to say that ‘the 
scenery is of the boldest. character.’ Morning and evening 
we had looked up this gorge, resorving it for a last and 
crowning expedition. 

Moming nir and morning light, with peaks ahead to 
reflect its glow; stout alpenstocks, a well-filled wallet, a 
lithe bright-eyed guide, and an inspiring sense of adven- 
ture —what elements of earthly happiness! For two hours 
we kept to the broad bed of the torrent ; then, in company 
with a party of sennen, or checse-makers, bound to fetch 
cheeses from the Isonzo, whom we had overtaken, we 
twounted for two more hours stecp slopes of gras, or 
threaded n difficalt upward path through pine foresta, 
having always on our left the amazing walls and terraces 
of bare rock that buiki up the Prisinig. As we mounted 
ligher, and higher etill, the lodges where the chamois feed, 
or retire for their noonday siesta, were exposed to view; 
but the sviishine streaming acrom prevented our guide 
from picking any of them out, though he was certain they 
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would be there; and, as he confessed to having shot as 
many as seventy-six,—that is to say, committed so many 
acts of poaching,—he might be considered a man of expe- 
rience, After leaving the torrent, that want of water, 
which afflicts the Isonzo mountains, began to show itself; 
and we found all the cheese-makers, who were a little in 
advance, flung down in every attitude of repose beside « 
rill—the only symptom of a stream on the whole mountain- 
side, 

From the summit of the pass we diverged to the left, 
towards the shoulder of the Prisinig, upon which we in- 
tended to mount as high as possible, and thence surrey 
the course of the Isonzo. To have descended to the deep 
valley would have been useless fatigue. On this side an 
enormous geroll descends from the sheer preeipices of the 
Prisinig, That term is applied in the Alps to those wast 
slopes of stones—not pebbles, but angular fragments, from 
the size of those of a macadamized road to that of a chest 
of drawers,—which shoot downward from a mountain 
side, in a line of mathematical straightness, often for 
several thousand feet. Among these mountains the gerill 
is a remarkable feature, and here was one of the oom 
pletest specimens. For two hours we crossed it diagonally, 
continually bearing upward, and attained at length a buf 
of rock with a little soil and heather, which gave us all we 
wanted. It commanded a perfect view of the head of the 
Tsonzo valley, which curls round upon itself in a mo* 
singular manner, like the end of « shepherd's crook; 4 
sides being also of remarkable depth and 
‘Trenta, its highest village, occupies the point wheres it 
begins to bend, and was so immediately at our feet, thae®* 
dislodged fragment might have almost bounded down mga 
its church roof, which yet was so fur below, as to Be 
but a speck among the other little roof specks The 
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‘wonderfully precipitous sides of the mountains at the back 
of the Terglou ranged eastward, like successive buttresses ; 
and to the west were the like towering buttress maases of 
the Sebnik and Mangert. To have ascended higher, we 
must have attacked the summit precipices of the Prisinig, 
and tamed our backs upon this views so we emptied the 
wallet and dined, while cagles sailed elowly by benoath, on 
balanced wings. 

Churchill spent all the time that could be spared among 
these arid crags, and found his reward. It was in crossing 
the gerdll that, after Iagzing for some time among its 
hopeless-looking blocks, where to my eye, at least, no 
green thing grew, he quietly remarked on rejoining me, *I 
have found it at last.’ The prize was a very tiny floweret, 
the Campanula Zoysii, peculiar to Carniola and South 
Styria, not more than three inches long, with a slender 
leafy stem rising out of a rosette of leaves, and crowned 
by a pale-blue, narrow, tube-like flower, bearded at its 
mouth, very different from any other European Campa~ 
mula. Todiscover more speciinens was an object; and by 
lose and continued search, several others were added to 
the yasculum; but in recrossing the geroll, which had 
afforded the first discovery, it seemed as if tho only 
individual bad teen already captured. 

Instead of retracing the path of the morning, we took 
arather diffeult but directer course, much closer to the 
Prisinig; and our guide, continually spproaching every 
vantage spot, searched long, but vainly, the ledges of the 
#upendous walls above, for somo sign of chamois, uttering 
repeatedly peculiar whistle in imitation of that by whicb 
the chamois seutinels are supposed to spread the alarms 
hat nothing stirred, It was amusing to witnes the ab- 
stracted absorption of his gaze and the dilation of his eye, 
‘we he stood, without the movement of a limb, watching wa 
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a cat would a bird. To bim the great prize of life ww 
game. It was astonishing to be told that up the craggy and 
tangled steps which wo wore now descending —using often 
the elastic branches of the liitschen by which to let out 
selves down—a bear, in the spring, had carried or dragged 
the carcass of an ox which he had killed below. ‘These 
creatures, and wolves also, wander over from Croatia, espe 
clally in the early part of the year, and are tracked amd 
killed by the villagers of the Save, We slaked our thie® 
at the water issuing from a mow-bed. Some of the firet 
precipice effects are to be seen about here, not only ames 
those of the Prisinig, but in a vast amphitheatre of meock 

which joing it on the north, full into which we looked 0 
our descent, its grandeur heightened by illumination fo 
the western sky, above the black tops of the pine forest 
As the red-tinted gloom of evening fell around us,  ¥* 
descended from the woods upon the green border of the 
wide and wasteful torrent. Here, sounds whieh had — F 
some time filled the nir were explained; a Inrge flocks # 
sheep and goats were dribbling down the opposite moss" 
tain side, and following the course of the stream to Kron" 
It was the last day of August, and their summer sojos=™™ 
on the alpine pastures was ended. Three shepherds, w=" 
ing large bunches of dark-bluc monkshood in their 
and one fine dog, who seemed to consider driving no 
of is business, accompanied them. It was by voice 
gesture only that the flock were guided, spreading loom=—ey 
for more than a mile, and jingling their many-toned 

The sheep, content with an occasional uibble, pursued the=ae 

way in a peaceful frame of mind; but the goats, wml 

which they were intermixed, betrayed their restless sxaattd 
inquisitive temper by bleatings, and excursions nerogs sathe 
stream, whence it requited many wheedling calls from a=0e 


shepherds to lure them back. Both sbeep = 
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however, were mightily tempted by our pockets, and licked 
our hands for the expected malt. When Kronau came in 
sight, the hillocks round were seen covered with people, 
and, availing themselves of an open space, the shepherds — 
significant sight— ‘separated the eheep from the goats.’ 
Then, marshalling the former into a compact mass of 
white woolly backe, the principal shepherd marched at 
their head, with quick military step, through the town, 
proud to bring his charge safely home, and welcomed by 
every voice, 

S—— and A—— had met us outside Kronan. It was 
several weeks since we had received any letters, and during 
our absence a tate of them had arrived. The grave faces 
of our wives prepared us in measure for the sud tidings 
they bore. Tho remainder of the journoy was shortened, 
and robbed of its gleeful joyousness; but we must not 
allow our pages to be darkened with the shadow whieh 
then fell upon ourselves. 

The following day, a serene and lovely Sunday, it was 
if mature hod surrounded us with her most soothing 
influences; and, as at Flitsch, there was welcome quict in 
the village, though a Inrge number of the valley peasantry 
were assembled round the church. The women wore gene- 
rally a brond band of black velvet over a white cap, which 
had rather a picturesque effect; and the men, almost 
universally, black boots up to the knee, somewhat in the 
fashion of Frederick the Great. There was a prevalence 
of bine eyes in the population, with an open and pleasant 
countenance, which gave a favourable impression of the 
peasantry of this portion of the Save. Even in this 
cheerful valley many fatal accidents were depicted on the 
memorial tablets. One, which had occurred by night, at 
the bridge near Kronau, when the stream was in flood, 
had sadly perplexed the artist, who was only equal to 








264 THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS, 


daylight effects, To get over the difficulty, he put torches 
into the hands of all the bystanders, and that was oon 
sidered to sufficiently indicate darkness ! 

‘That evening, S— and myself, following a steep path 
up a hill on the north side of the valley, two or three miles 
below Kronau, and marked by a «mall white shrine whit<) 
always shone like a star in the setting sum, reacheGR 
spot, which—upon that occasion, for the beauty Leneath <=sur 
feet and above our heads, earth and sky all radiant in 
rainbow hues—is almost unparalleled in our recollecti<on, 
The Luschari Berg was enveloped in the golden hase of 
the west, whenee the rays streamed down the Save valley, 
illuminating every farm and village, every forest-crowxaed 
hill, and every bare penk, till the lovely view fuded inte s 
mist of dolphin colours in the extreme east. ‘ Yes,” we 
said, ravishod with the sight, *it ix the loveliest valley i 
Europe.’ 


CHAPTER X. 
THE LAKE OF VELDES AND THE WOCHEIN BAYER. 


‘The * Gem of Caraiola’—Felsteite and the Wochein—We invade the 
‘Tergion—Fetran’s Llness and our Defeat—A Vision of the Steiner 
Alp—Ascent of the Torglou. by Capt. Holsmay—‘The Terglou Wil- 
domoss and the Julian Alp»—Sclavonic Mas» Musio—Radmannsdort 
und Sir Homphry—Krainberg. 





‘Os Monday morning, Pufitsch, arrayed in a smart 
blue coat, intimated his intention of complimenting our 
ladies by driving them himself to Veldes; taking his seat 
in the same old vehicle, and behind the sume eld horse, 
that by this time seemed almost our own. Churchill 
and myself were consigned to a surly fellow in a straw- 
stuffed wagyonet, but with a capital horse; Pufitach led 
in good style, and we went at great speed down the valley. 
Again of course through Lengenfeld, and then on to 
Assling, the scenery dismissing the open Alpine look 
which characterises it at Kronau, and breaking into richer, 
more romantic forms. At Assling, larger houses decked 
the green knolls, nobler trees clustered about them, and 
fron forges sent up the sound of the tilt-hammer from 
deop umbrageous hollows. 

After Asiling, we left the valley by a side road to the 
south, climbing steeply up through woods, and, when the 
height was gained, entered beautiful glades studded with 
fine trees in English park-like fashion, with bere and there 
a village, and more than one gentleman’s house, a most 
rare sight in theee countries, and yery grateful to our 
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summit of an abrupt rock draped with wood ; and at the 
further extremity of the lake, a graceful, wooded islet, 
hearing a white campanilad church, approached by Bights 
of steps from the lapping water, offere a miniature repre- 
sentation of St. Giulio on the Lake of Orta. A village or 
two, in their original homely simplicity, lie along the banks, 
and in every direction, except that of the Save valley, 
forest-covered hills enclose the scone, The one break in 








LAKE OF YRLDES Am BISHOP OF HarEEN’® scHLome 


their circuit is filled by the noble, hazy maas of the Stou, 
an ontlier of the Loibl Pass. Over the hills on the south 
und west are seen mountains of varied contour; and crowning 
ll, westward, the high bare ranges of the Tergtou; yet, 
fa at Lengenfeld, not with predominating grandeur; that 
Goes not occur till you are far down the Save valley, or at 
least ave reached Radmannsdorf. The mountain is still 
fas perverse as ever. 

Rough country boats—square, broad-bottomed things, 
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large enough for a family dinner party,and mostly furnished 
with awnings—are sculled about the lake by women; 
the usual voyage being to a pretty village and rural inn at 
the upper extremity, and round the ecelesiastical island. 
We walked to this village, a distance of about two miles, 
and, in one of these boats, returned by starlight,—past the 
shadowy islet and under the dark precipices of the castle. 
‘The season was growing late for visitors, They are prinei- 
pally from Laibach, and we could not hear of any English 
tourist. An English family had indeed spent the summer 
there, but they were formerly resident in the neighbour= 
hood, and now lived, we were told, in a castle in Styria 
‘The name was so unlike an English one that we scarcely 
believed the story at first, but afterwards found it to be 
true. 

Veldes may be sid to occupy the fork between the two 
rivers—the Wochein and the Wurzen Seve, which unite 
below it to form the proper Sare. Churchill and I had 
thought of leaving our wives for a couple of days at the 
hotel, while we explored the Wochein valley, visiting the 
gloomy luke which bears that name, and, if posible, 
reaching the tase of the indomitable Terglou. S—aal 
A—,, however, preferred taking the chance of a tolerable 
inn at Foistritz, five miles short of the Wochein See, to 
being left behind. 

We started for this excursion the next day after ont 
arrival, and enjoyed an afternoon drive of twenty mami 
up the Wochein valley, which surpassed our expectations 
Fine picturesque crags guard the entrance; and thous 
for the most part, it is a confined ravine, we do not ag 
with Murray's depreciating account. The Woehein Sas?" 
speeds through it, « shallow but broad and brilliese® 
stream, the vivid green of ite waters being quite remax 
able; and there are some charming open grassy 
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fall of pastoral beanty. An inconvenience to the traveller 
arises from the trains of black charcoal earts, which, at 
many 4 pretty turn of road or river, come like a smutch 
upon the landscape, as well as block up the way. 

Feistritz itself, fifteen miles from Veldes, lies well in an 
open basin; the mountains which enclose it have a fine 
sweep in them, and are mantled in black pine forest 
with a sombre grandeur, At a point north-westward of 
Feistritz they sink sufficiently to display some of the lower 
ranges of the Terglou, if not the mountain iteelf. Clouds 
prevented our certain identification of the fact. The inn 
is through the village, by the side of a bright stream, 
and beyond it the valley stretches with unfenced fields, 
encroaching woods, or orchard-surrounded villages, towards 
& recess in the hills, which, as we approached in the after- 
noon, was filled with hazy light. Before we reached it 
the light was gone, succeeded by dull gloom, and presently 
was spread before us a sheet of water, rolling short waves 
on a very solitary strand, and in the midst of a solemn 
monotony of desolation. A single boat was crossing from 
the farther shore, which was veiled in dun shades; and 
two or three men, waiting for ita coming, were dangling 
their legs over the lower wall of a churchyard. ‘The church 
itself, the only building in sight, increased, by its dreary 
isolation, the senee of solitude. This Inke, in all respects 
4 contrast to that of Veldes, is the Wochein See, and the 
ebureh is that of St. Johann. 

As we looked towards the dark hills beyond, we con- 
gratulated ourselves that we had not crossed thom, as we 
‘ance intended, to reach this spot from the Isonzo, and could 
‘woll believe the Curé of Sotcha’s assurances as to their 
‘sterile und desolate character. The source of the Wochein 
‘Save is amongst them, five miles beyond the Jake; there 
it imsues from the rock in a cascade, which the Veldes 
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visitors think worth an excursion, Our greater interest 
lay in another direction—northward—where a wild valley 
broke direct for the Terglou, his frowning mass being 

actually visible there for a few minutes among tumultuons 

clouds. 

At present, haying dismissed our ears at the Inke, we 
liad before us the evening walk of five miles back to 
Feistritz. When you wish to be in full accord with 
nature—and evening is the very time—touch mother 
earth with your feet, tread the springy turf, or the 
wayward path; linger here, to cateh the glimmer of the 
stream, and there, to mark the purple peaks against the 
dull evening red; pause to listen to the murmur of 
sounds, from the distant goat-bell to the near whistling 
of the grasshopper, and turn your cheek, from time to 
time, to the soft fluctuating air. We enjoyed all this, and 
more; and then, as night came down, and the mountaia 
shapes were mufiled in mist, and the road lost itself im 
darkness, and a distant light, which, might be Feisteite, 
twinkled, and was gone, we began to think of England and 
English homes, upon which as in far off Carniola, the 
same summer dusk was settling, and the same stars were 
peeping. 

Feistritz affords the nearest sleeping-place to the lee 
of the Terglou, and even then he lies some twenty rales 
back in his wilderness of rocks. On Wednesday morning, 
having engaged a car to convey us to Mittersdorf, aber 
ten miles, Churchill and I started with the idea of pemi® 
trating this area of desolation as far us time allowed. 8 
footpath to Mittersdorf passes over the depression in @2# 
hills immediately opposite Feistritz, and greatly rede ®* 
the distance; we drove round only to eave our Leg* 
Having repassed the end of the Wochein See, we tur? 
away from it through the village of Althammer i ’ 
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‘Mittersdorf valley, running nearly parallel to that of 
Felstritz, This took us beyond the entrance of that wild 
gorge, rending its way up to the Terglou, that we had 
wished to explore. The fact was, our guide—a tall, dark- 
haired, interesting-looking fellow, bearing the name of 
Petran, a common one in this district, and whose soft 
Jow-toned voice was also distinctively ‘ Windisch "—would 
‘hy no means agree to it. He supposed our intention was 
to reach, if not to ascend, the Terglou, and knew that to 
be a hopeless route. Our object, which was only to 
obtain an effective view of the mountain, would, as it 
turned ont, have been better served if we had taken the 
gorge in question, by a herd-path which twists itself up 
the barren heights to the left. 

Petran's path turned up the hill just before reaching 
the church of Mittersdorf. The bell was sounding as we 
arrived, and the driver and he, suddenly jumping from 
the vehicle, threw themselves on their knoes in the road, 
two or three peamnts in the churchyard did the same; 
anda pricst, bearing something in his hands, and attended 

| by the sexton, appeared at the church-door. It was the 
Host, about to be carried to some dying person. A 
Pramnt was waiting with a cart to receive the priest and 
bis clarge; but there was something incongruous, if not 
grotesque, in the circumstance, that the sncrod guardian of 
this mest sacred mystery was troubled with toothache, 
hie face bung woefully awry, bandaged up and poulticed. 
Te was an incident for the sareastie, yet pitying, humour 
of Carlyle. 

Here we were six hours from the foot of the Terglou. 
‘The path, a steep one, through brushes aud scrub, showed 
the Mitteradorf valley below, in great variety of beauty, for 
the wildness is all above. We had not mounted far before 
Petran, who had rested sooner than guides are wont to do, 
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of the most ruthlesi-looking precipices, peatke, 
0 wastes, and dismal abysses, which clouds were 
ening and disclosing by turns. In the direction from 
hh we had come lay, deep among the mountains, the 
waters of the Wochein See. The bright side of the 
pect was towards the Save to the north-east, a vast 
softly-coloured scene. In the midst of it, about fifty 
6 distant, rose an object of the greatest interest to us; 
Jays past we had boon looking for it—anything which 
ild answer to the great mountain group—the Steiner 
(to which the last week of our journey had always 
\ devoted. Now, and for the first time, it stood 
aled—a nobly rearing, gigantic form, wreathed with 
t clouds, and gleaming with the delicate tinta of bare 
distant rock. It was the Grintouz, the westernmost 
fer of the Steiner, and the loftiest ; the corner-stone of 
inthia, Carniola, and of Styria, and the guardian of 
‘aps the most seeluded valley in Europe. 
Ve were consoled by this sight for the loss of the 
lou; and, after an hour's enjoyment of the view from 
narrow perch, scrambled down again to our guide, 
(m rest, coolness, and water had greatly restored. He 
+ in the course of the summer, achieved the ascent of 
‘Tergioa in company with the English gentleman 
ise family had been staying at Veldes, and a young 
od of bis; and showed ux a pocket-knife, of Shetiield 
te, given a4 a memorial of the exploit, which he valued 
lily. ‘The party alept at a but named Belpole, ¢ white- 
1 expressive of the stony waste amidst which it is 
bod. Thisis 5,430 fect above the sea; and at the imme- 
te base of the mountain. Four hours, as we understood, 
ke them thence to the summit; but it is represented as 
feent of much difficulty, and some danger. The first 
ascent is that of Captain Bosio in 1822, when 
- 





om 


engaged in a trigometrical survey, who 
experienced, in ample measure, both the 
the danger, losing a guide by lightning, and — 
in the utmost peril to spend a night upon the summit. 

Another Austrian officer—Captain Holamay—was more 
fortunate, and has given, in the recent volume of the 
Vienna Alpine Club, a narrative of his ascent, made, nt 
from the Wochein, but from the Save ‘Thal side, bie 
starting-point being Lengenfeld. ‘For such of our reat, 
who, not being Alpine professionals, aré not likely tha 
the volume, we may extract some details of the adventars 

Captain Holsmay and his party left Moistrana, veir 
Lengenfeld, at 4 rat, and at about 9, having lost them 
selves for an hour in the dark among huge blocks, readied 
the upper Kerma Alp, nearly corresponding in height 
the Belpole hut on the opposite side. Here they t= 
mained till 5°30 4.91, when they started for the ascent, AD 
hour brought them to the top of the saddle connecting tht 
Drassberg with the Terglou, at the height of 6,330 fet 
From this a difficult path deseendsto Belpole. Desceniling 
for half an hour in a northerly direction, along the inet 
side of the saddle, they arrived wt the actual base of t# 
Terglou ‘massif? Here Holsmay found himself at t? 
foot of the most colossal slope of geréll he bad ever ste 
which it cost much labour to ascend by short zigangs. At 
the summit of this slope rose a precipice sixty feet Mgt 
which, running round the crest of the mountain, 
to bar all further progress. Fortunately, asingle cleft the’ 
or four feet wide, was found, and up this with mach difi- 
culty the party forced their way. Captain Bosio, who © 
his ill-fated attempt, first climbed this cleft, calls ita 
without reason, § Das Thor des Terglou? 

The Terglou ‘Thor’ was passed by ning, and pe 
for a few minutes, as at this point the special d 
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the Sedat commence. Everything superfluous, even the 
sipenstock was left behind, for the hands had now 
enough to do to help the feet. The Dachetein limestone, 
ef which the Terglou mass consists, is much weathered, 
and full of cracks, 20 that the firmness of every projection 
must be carefully tested before trusting to it either hand 
or foot; and there is this further inconvenience, that the 
weathering bas left the edges of rock as sharp as a knife, 
Captain Holemay had not climbed far before his gloves 
were in tatters, and his fingers cut all over. In half an 
hour he reached the peak of the little Terglou, 8,820 feet 
above the sea. 

He now descended to the saddle that connects the lesser 
With the greater Terglou, pursuing it in a north-west 
direction. It is broad at first, but narrows gradually till 
St requires the greatest caution, for precipices drop on 
Both sides, and at last for the distance of ten feet or so 
the width ix not more than cight incbea This portion the 

aptain prudently took astraddle. Arrived thua at the 

Tease of the final peak, the ascent resolved itsclf into a 

“strenuous scramble up narrow clefts, alternating with 

abrupt faces of rock, where foot or hand-hold seemed 

lenied. This was the most exhausting part of the 
whole, and roquired frequent reste, On the top of this 
final wall, a sloping ridge conducted the climbers, in bout 
thirty paces, to the summit of the highest peak, 9,370 feet 

wabove the sea, which they reached at 10.0. 

Waring the ascent they suffered much from want of 
‘water. Snow was the only resource, their wine having been 
saceidentally loft behind, ‘The highost springs only half an 
hour above the Kerma Alp, and they were therefore eight 
Thours without sufficiently slaking their thirst. The peak, 
euch weathered, and covered with rocks, stretches from 

south-southeast to north-northwest, with a length of 
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wooden posts with other fragments lay there, the remaine 
of the pyramid erected by Captain Bosio. The Horizon 
was not clear, or Venice itself would hare been seen; but 
‘a part of the Adriatic,"and the serpentine courses of the 
rivers along the Venetian plains were risible. 

At 11 4.8. they commenced the descent backward, om all 
fours. At 12 they passed through the Tergloa Thor. At 1-30 
the hut of the Kerma Alp was reached, and resting there 
an hour they got back to Lengenfeld at 6°30. reat. 

From this account it is clear that the Terglou is a 
redoubtable mountain, and Churchill shall now add a few 
particulars respecting the Terglou district, which will 
explain some of the peculiarities we have dwelt upon. 

The Terglou ie the culminating peak of four short 
rocky ridges, ronning in a north-east and south-west 
direction, parallel to cach other, and allowing room oaly 
for narrow, deep, and debris-strewn valleys between them 
They occupy, orographically, a singular position as the 
transition district and meeting-ground of three different 
systeme—the system of longitudinal valleys and ridges, 
which are dominant to the north and east; that of — 
the irregular and broken district of Venetian Carnia, 
with isolated peaks scattered through it, on the west; and 
finally, the system of peakiess plateaus, without 
yalloys, and full of funnel-shaped depressions, caverns, and 
subterranean rivers, to the south and south-east. The 
country therefore exhibits great variety in its relief A 
lofty line of elevation nearly parallel with the Hine of the 


Karavanken Alps forming the nortbern the 
Wurzen Save runs across these four ridges, at 


right angles, connecting them with each other. The 
whole constitutes the Julian Alps their highest peaks, 
such as the Terglou, Razor Spitve, Prisinig, 
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Mangert, occurring pearly at the points of junction of 
the four ridges with this main ridge. The cross ridge 
determines, too, the line of watershed from which streams 
flow down the intervals between the four ridges. On the 
northern aspect, they fall into the-longitudinal valley of 
the Wursen Save; and on the southern, give rise to 
the Isonzo and its affluente. Hence, also, the numerous 
short valleys, which open out into the valley of the 
‘Wurzen Save, and originate the peculiarities of its scenery, 
whieh all occur on its southern side. On the Isonzo 
side the contrast to the Save landscape is very marked. 
Two of these short ridges, for example, are at last 
united and lost in that vast plateau behind Flitsch, in 
whieh it is difficult to say whether the ‘ ridge ' characteristic, 
or tho ‘plateau,’ prodominates. Both are there in great 
perfection. The fourth, and loftiest ridge, containing the 
‘Terglou, terminates to the south-west. in a lofty plateau — 
tho Krn—where peaks stand at the angles, and overlook a 
desolate depression, which constitutes its interior. Here 
the ‘ridge’ element is abscnt. Then, pushed up against 
this Tenglou ridge, and its terminal plateau of the Krn, is 
vast plateau of triangular form, with « base line running 
east and west for twenty-five miles, and with sides 
‘of twenty miles in length. Its area would probably com- 
prise about 200 square miles; its rocky irregular surface 
‘everywhere slopes towards the interior, and the Wochein 
See occupies the point of greatest depression, still nearly 
2,000 feet above the sea level. The whole interval between 
tho level of the Wochein See, and the summit pyramid of 
‘the Tergiou, consists of one enormous bed of * Dachatein 
imestono’ of the Liss formation. 
‘Tho reader will thus note that the position of the Terglou 
is very central, not only in relation to its own ridge, but 
‘to the whole district in which it stands If the traveller 
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endeavours to see it by standing on the cross ridge, there 
is sure to be some peak of this ridge, or of the four 
parallel ridges in the way; and the valleys are too deep 
and narrow to afford a glimpse of aught beyond their 
immedinte boundary walls ; it can only be seen by pene- 
trating to ite foot; by climbing such outposts as the 
Mangert or the Prestelenik, that out-top everything; or, 
by getting quite outside the district, and viewing it from a 
distance, the culminating point of a grand whole, as seen 
from Radmannedorf, 

‘The pass of the Predil, uniting Raibl and Flitsch, is taken 
over a depression in the first of these four parallel ridges; 
and by the Flitscher Klause through a much deeper 
depression or rather cutting in the second ridge. Finally, 
the Saukopf, that fine sugar-loaf peak mentioned at page 
251, which stands immediately opposite Flitsch to the NE, 
is the termination in that direction of the third ridge. 

It took us three hours to return to Mittersdorf; po 
doubt heightened by contrast, the valley struck us, even 
more than in the morning, as extremely beautiful. The 
lust portion of the descent into it ia very steep; I happened 
to be in front, Churchill following at a little distance, 
Petran, who still suffered, last of all. In turning a sharp 
comer of the path, among dwarf oaks, I stood transfixed. 
Churchill! exclaimed I, «look here!* «What is it?" erted 
he, ‘anakes?’ It was well this reached no ears but mine, 
Before me were our two wives, seated demurely, with their 
needlework, under a tree. We had no notion but that they 
were ten miles away at Feistritz, where we had left them 
in the morning. They had taken advantage of the 
vehicle returning in the afternoon to come so far to moot 
us,and had climbed the hill a little way to surprise us more 
effectually. The addition to our party, howeveragresable, 
was a little embarrassing. Petran was too ill to walk, 
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80 he and the driver were accommodated in some way 
behind the horse's tail; S. and A. took the proper, and 
only legitimate, seat; Churchill and myself a second one 
of hay, rigged up behind them. This, however, when we 
began to jog down the rough lane, quickly dissolved into 
nothing at all, and we two unlucky pedestrians were 
reduced to lying at the bottom, like calves in a cart, with 
Jogs sticking out on each side—of course under much kind 
commisteration from the ladies in front, which neither 
softened the jolts, nor prevented toes and heels from 
catching against trees, rocks, and cottage walls, as we 
pawed along. Yet we cannot deny that the twilight drive 
home was a pleasant one—once again past the solitary 
Woobein See, and by the banks of the young Save,—once 
again past the end of that vieta which brings to view the 
obstinate Terglou—once again to the rural inn at Feistritz, 
where, in a snug little back parlour, they good-naturedly 
did all they could to assist in the concoction of ten. 

‘The next morning we returnod down the narrow valley 
to Veldes, looking as lovely as ever, and dined—yes, dined, 
after that leisurely, orderly, civilized fashion, which alone 
ean be called dining. But then instead of a garden-seat 

| in the shade, and the ‘Gazzetta di Venezia’—our restless 
habits being too strong for us,—we ascended the castle 
rock, pooped into the apurtments of the bishop and his 
chaplains, looked into the private chapel, and strolled 
round the little plot of garden, fenced by a low wall from 
the brink of the precipice. What a view for the clerical 
gentlemen—when once they have got there—into the 
lake, over the mountains, and down the great valley of the 
distant Save, Jost in quivering heat! At the foot of the 
qock is = small village; the schoolmaster is the post- 
master as well as organist to the chureh, and, while waiting 
& few minutes in his room, A—— turned over and tried 
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a few pages of a Slovenic mass, She was 50 pleased with 
the rich, plaintive, and peculiar character of the compo~ 
sition, that as we were not likely to visit Laibach, where 
the composer lived, she struck a bargain with the sehool~ 
master for the possession of his rather tattered copy; and 
now these sweet strains serve to remind us sometimes of 
our days of Carniolan travel. 

‘That afternoon wo left Veldes for Krainberg, an old 
town four or five hours’ drive down the Save. At about a 
third of the distance is Radmannsdorf, very picturesquely 
situated; it is not, however, on the presemt post route: 
the valley of the Save is here of great width, and the chief 
road for traffic keeps along its northern side. Sir 
Humphry Davy, whose track we were still following, thus 
speaks of his approach to Radmannsdorf in returning 
from one of his earliest visits to Wurzen: * Left the post- 
road at Assling. The plain between the two chains of 
mountains is elevated, on the side where it meets the 
Carinthian mountains, above the valley of the Save, and is 
rich in pasture, with clumps or hedgerows of trees, 
walnuts, ash, elm, chestnut, lime, and beech, It is like an 
English nobleman's park with an intermixture of corsa, 
clover, and maize. There is a fine cliff to the right, topped 
by «picturesque castle,* and one range of broken bills, 
and four distinct ranges of mountains—the last, the bare 
and suowy Terglou. Through the valley the Sava winds, 
and the meeting of the two waters, the one bright blue, 
the other sea-green, is distinetly visible. ‘The lowest hills 
have the eame vegetation as the plain; the next range, oak 
and beech; the third, pines; the fourth, pines and bare rocks 
the fifth, without any appearance of vegetation—cliff of 

- © Te is ehut of Velden Sic Humphry st that time bad not 
lake, with which he was afterwants mach enchaated Orewa 
‘of the scenery just described by him is given at p. 266. 
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marble or masses of snow. By the sides, or upon the bases 
of the hills are seen beautiful villages with white spires 
rising amidst trocs. Man seems here capable of enjoying 
life, animated nature is gay, and inanimate nature beauti- 
ful and sublime.’ 

‘To this no Jess acenrate, than charming description, the 
one phrase, ‘man seems here eapable of enjoying brid 


bright ornament of the choicest 
sesor of an European reputatio 


bright gifts of nuture are 

people, if gladness and hay 

But the reader must have 1 

landscape, a stern and d 

every fair scene; how fr iy pl 
trodes through the flesh ! diene she laughs in 
the valleys, site in haggard silence on the hilla, Severity, 
therefore, rather than beauty, seems the characteristic 
feature of the landscape ; scenes as beautiful, perhaps, may 
We found elsewhere—seldom such traits of sombre grandeur, 
Tt i with this Iateer element in their scenery, that the 
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Winilisch character seems most to harmonise. Their 
national temperament finds its key-note here; and perhaps 
the beauty of their valleys reminds them only that the bright 
threads of life are shot upon so dark a texture. Nay, this 
is the very offect that appears to have been produced upoa 
our philosopher himself. To his own mind the point of 
his sentence lay doubtless in the ‘seems capable;" there 
was capacity, there were the conditions—but was the 
result attained after all ? 

From Radmannadorf, as I bave already intimated, the 
Terglou was seen at last in that attitude of majesty 
which became him. Now he towered towards the sky, 
and ruled the subject landseape. Here, for the first time 
his three-headedness was apparent, though it might be 
better described as a head and two shoulders Tho four 
ranges referred to by Davy were distinctly delineated, and 
with the richness of the two lowest, the utter bareness of 
the Terglou masses was finely contrasted. Yet the Save 
valley itself must not be conceived as a soft and smiling 
ecene of verdure; it is rather a plain, cut up into deep 
tayines, and sunken spaces, where villages and fields lie 
hidden along with the stream; the road passing up and 
down among them with many painful hills, deep in trae 
continental dust, Heavy wagons toiled along them, and 
@ costume was prevalent among the men, about thé 
ugliest that can be imagined. I think I remember it in an 
old book of costumes, on the page headed * Windisch,’ ite 
principal peculiarity being breeches quite open at the 
knee, from which loose dingy-coloured drawers desmend, 
and are stuffed into squat open-mouthed boots It i 
utterly unpicturesque, and has a moat slovenly appearance. 
Whenever we were traversing the upper plateaus of the 
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plain of the Save, their comparative bareness was com- —— 
pensated by the view to the right and lef of the bor- —— 


‘dering mountains, gracefully wooded, sweeping up into 
solated cones, and each surmounted by a white church, 
or monastery;—a landscape, entirely unlike anything 
English, and radiant in those soft atmospheric tints, which 
our climate never bestows. 

Tt was longer than we expected before the towers of 
‘Krainberg became visible through the dust we raised on 
the now high road of traffic. We were approaching the 
district where the Austrian troops lie massed ready for 
action either in Hungary on the one hand, or Italy on 
‘the other; and the villages, were occupied by eoldiery, 
which made os nervous for our night quarters. Another 
source of uneasiness on the same score, was the informa~ 
tion that the bishop of the diocese was at: the time holding 
w visitation at Krainberg. ‘Avold the Post,’ said the 
guide-book. So we passed through the town, and descended 
‘Aeteep hill to the bridge, accordiug to its further directions 
—only to find the inn there quite full. ‘It is the bishop : 
that has filled the town,’ we mildly suggested to the stout j 
old landlady, who had been emphatically demonstrating 
the lack of accommodation. ‘Bishop,’ sid she, with a 
tem of her bead and a tone of amazing contempt, ‘we 
don’t care for bishops here!’ So we renscended the bill 
and weot humbly to crave admission at the Post itself, | 
‘There we found not only rooms decent enough, but a | 
young hostess, positively charming, and evidently much 
Younger than Mr. Murray. The change of administration 
im iteelf promised well, and so it proved. We fared 
better there than for many a long day, always excopting 
Veldes, so that travellers need by no means ‘avoid the 
Post” in future. 

Krainberg looks an old town, as far as we could judge 
by dusk and starlight, and it stands picturcsquely on tho 
high beuk of the river. We were not to pursue the Save 
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CHAPTER XI. 
‘THE CALDRON OF THE STEINER ALP, 


The Oistries Spitee—Tho ‘Caldcun' dencribed by Lipold—De- 
parturs from Krainherg and Ascent of the Kankerthal—The Hill of 
the Seeberg—A Giant in the Twilight—Mee Popp and Kapypel— 
The Salsoch Weess—St. Leonharl—First of the Caldron 
—The Widow's Inn—Early Visitors—The Waterfall and the Bauer 
—The Greautier und his Comrades—Are we Christians?—The 
« Newdle's Rye’—Larfen,—The Gronadicr makes « Night of f—The 
Drive to Cilli—Railway Retrospections. 





‘Tur railway from Vienna to Trieste crosses the river Drave 
‘at Marbarg, and about half way between that place and 
Laibach, the capital of Carniola, passes the town of Cilli. 
Here’ myx ‘Murray,’ ‘the Oistriza Spitzo, 7,704 feet 
high, near Sulzbach, a mountain situated between Styria, 
Carniola, and Carinthia, on whose top rests perpetual snow, 
ix seen in & westerly direction.’ No further information in 
given respecting this remote and final member of the snow- 
corered Alps, or of the country at its foot. It ix to thin 
outlying mountain district that we now ask the rpader to 
Accompany us—regretting, however, that we can afford 
lim but a passing glance, as it was all we bad ourselves, 
of a singular region. 

‘The pawage above quoted, although quite sufficient to 
attmet the notice of any mountain enthusiast, had not been 
our sole inducement to explore the neighbourhocd of the 
Oistriza. We hail other, more detailed, and more stima- 
lating information, derived from the ‘Transactions of the 
Geological Society of Vienna, for 1866.’ A paper in that 
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himeelf in the finest part of this valley, so varied in 
natural beauty. This is the Logar Thal, about five miles 
long, and half a mile broad, 2,600 feet above the sea, 
stretching from north to south, and hemmed jin east, west, 
and south by lofty precipice, The contrast between the 
level valley, and these mountain masses is extraordinary ; 
for while the valley, rendered cheerful by its scattered 
farm-houses, shows luxuriant vegetation, and by the alter- 
nation of arable, meadow, and wood, produces a friendly 
impression; the grey limestone masses around are fearful 
fm the abruptness with which they rise more than 5,000 
feet above, partly in precipitous walls, partly in a countless 
variety of peaks and pinnacles, among which the Oistriza, 
Skaria, Skuta, Szinka, and Mersla, are the more prominent. 
Numerous waterfalls throw themselves over these preci- 
ploes: that of the Plesenig above the farmhouse of that 
mame, remarkable through its similarity to the Schloier 
fall at Naasfeld, near Gastein; and the Szinka, in the 
uppermost corner of the valley, from its height and 
Yolume of water. ‘The Szinks full, 1,000 feet high, és also 
‘to be noted as the spocial source of the Sann, although its 
owaters, almost as soon ns they rench tho eniley, lose them- 
selves in the earth, and only come to light close to the 
* Logar™ farm-house, yet in such strength as to drive = 
saw-mill. 

“The colosn! mountain “ massif” which thus encloses the 
sources of the Sann, and whose almost inaccessible peaks 
till shelter numerous chamois, while their deep gullies 
serve as a refuge for bears, presents much variety in a 
geological point of view. ‘The eruption af plutonic rocks, 
such ax diorite, porphyry, and basalt, especially at Leutsch- 
Gokf, has bronght about grent disturbance in the bedding 
of the sedimentary rocks, and has led to the great upheaval 
GF the latter above the soa level. Most of the Sulzbach 








Alps are composed of members of the Carboniferons 
Tring formations—that is to say, of Gailthal limestone 
‘and schists, and of Werfen, Guttensteim, and Halletadt 
beds. Only on the highest ridges are the Dachstein beds 
of the Lower Lias to be seen, Newer formations are 
nowhere present.” 

There was here, as the reader will allow, enongh to 
excite much curiosity about the Caldron of the Steiner 
Alp. At Krainberg we were as far to the south-west of it 
as Cilli is to the south-east ; and were about, therefore, to 
attack the ‘natural fortress" from the opposite side to that 
from which Herr Lipold gained access, We asked for = 
vehicle of some sort to the Baths of Vellach. Much com- 
sultation, and shaking of heads ensued. A man who 
was sent for to furnish information, reported that two 
heavy passes, which an ordinary carriage could not. possibly 
surmount, barred the way ; and that light country cars eould 
alone be used. We were well accustomed to these, bat 
eaw there must be something unusual in proapect when 
the blacksmith came to attach to ench of those intended 
for us double set of slippers. - 

On leaving Krainberg—Friday morning, September 6— 
an extensive view presented itself over the whole valley of 
the Save; for the town stands, as I have mentioned, 
the edge of the ravine in which the river flows, and the 
road keeps along the elevated plain. The long ranges 
mountains on either hind stretched into hazy distance= | 
those to the north, for which we were bound, being mod= 
the more lofty, They constituted part of that range alrendya 
frequently referred to—the Karnvanken Alps,—whick=i# 
forms the southern boundary of Carinthia, and separates 
the Drave country from that of the Save. Ab this time wee" 
had not. visited Klagenfurt, and were unnequainted with 
the marked importance of the Karavanken land — 
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sespe; and though familiar with that portion of them 
whieh lines the opper Save on the north, their inferiority 
there to the opposite Julian Alps deprived them of the 
attention they deserved. Farther to the east they are 
‘more imposing: the Stou was a fine object from the 
Lake of Veldes; the Loibl Pass crossing thern lower 
down ig noted for its scenery; and bere there rose 
before us tho partially-veiled form of the Grintouz, a 


however, little more than the ian ‘of that name. From 
the moment of entering the mountains the road was re- 
markably solitary. 
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60 charming, that it was o great disappointment to tind the 
inn affording scarcely possible quarters for a lengthened 
stay, abould we ever return to it, And, besides, no one 
spoke anything but dreadful Sclavonic—all k’s and 2's. 
Our drivers themvelves knew scarcely a word of German, 
and it was with’ difficulty we got anything to eat, the 
people being all, as it seemed to ux, excessively stupid. 
Ab! but nature siniled, and made amends right lovingly to 
her votaries, spreading around, her brightest carpet of 
soft-bladed grase, draping the hille with her richest tapes 
try of woods; and if sho reared above them awful walls of 
‘verdureless rock, it was surely to shut off this favoured 
pot from the great world without, and keep it ever fresh 
and fair. From the Grintouz, now standing to the south, 
range of the hardest precipices circled round upon the 
east, connecting his detached bulk with the mass of the 
Steiner group. 

After a couple of hours’ delay the two horses were yoked 
to one of the light cars; two tawny bullocks from the 
farm—immense bat innocent-looking creatures—were 
attached to the other, and the ascent began. In the 
hot afternoon, and with this ample draught power, we 
thought we might allow ourselves to be pulled up any 
Hill; but a few minutes’ experience of the perpendi- 
cular gutter, called « road, turned us out upon our foot, a= 
‘well to relieve the straining beasts of our weight, as our- 
selves from the senmtion of being dragged at their tails 
head downwards. We can all aver we never saw such a hill 
fn our lives, The bare notion of a travelling carriage get- 
ting either up or down it is a joke, only ta be appreciated, 
however, on the spot. It was a succeswion of steepe; at 
each supposed crowning of the hill we were at the foot of 
another just us steep, ‘The whole goes by the aume of the 


(i 





At last upon the summit! It is a mecting-place, mere 
frequently, I suspect, than not, among the clouds, for 
whatever traffic is upon the puss. A few sheds and @ 
cottage or two, men and horses resting themselves—tha® 
was all wefound there; and for view—woods—woods— 
woods—sloping downward ‘out of sight, and scatterimest 
thinly above, upon the sides of conical hills, which hice 
mest of the rocky and snow-streaked mountains, Theme 
bullocks were unyoked, all the slippers, chains, amd 
breaks adjusted, and we seated ourselves for the descenmenst. 
But to soe the horses sliding down upon their haunches==s, 
and to feel the carriages slipping sideways, till they were 
sometimes almost hind-part foremost, was worse thems’ 
before; and we were quickly out again, It had seemesand 
as if there would be never a top to the hill we hasssd 
climbed ; there might be never a bottom to that we weeset? 
descending. Knece ached with the continued straimamm; 
and the carriages above, scraping down in an absuntllly 
helpless manner, reminded us of their difficulties, E7 
dislodged stones rolling at our heels, or sudden sounsemmls 
that seemed to say the crash had come at Inst. There # 
an end to everything, and so, in time, there was an ed 
to the hill, its desperate pitches subsiding into a deep a= 
narrow valley, thick with trees, There was scarcely 
sign of bubitation, and we began to consider where == 
Vellach Bad could be, at which, according to every com 
putation, we ought before now to have arrived. 

Still the drivers jogged silently on. We had long ge" 
up attempting to extract from their Sclavonic minds a= 
serviceable information, and were becoming dull with B=" 
monotony of scene and movement, when a curious © 
started to view, Upon a face of rock which soomed ==? 
tar the rvad, there suddenly appeared a gigantic Sgur— 
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rising above the trees, and illumined by the reflected 
glow of evening. Now, giants of old time were not 
favourable to travellers. Fortunately, in this case, the 
giant was a saint—no other than honest St. Christopher, 
Dearing ‘the child’ upon his brawny shoulders, and pre- 
paring, with his oak sapling, to ford the stream which 
here flowed 20 appropriately at his feet. He had been 
evidently fresily painted or retouched, and shone bright 
with colour, We had often met with the saint on church 
-walls—for the legend, as it deserves, is favourite one in 
‘these lands of streams and forests—but never had we 
encountered the good follow in a veritable solitude like 
this, and on a spot that might have been the actual 
scone of his strange adventure. Tn the darker shndea of 
evening, or fitfully irradinted by moonbeams, the un 
expected apparition might prove not a little startling to a 
lonely wayfarer. 

Not far beyond, where the valley lay a little more open, 
the double towers of a‘ church in the distance gave 
promise of a town, and we presently entered a considers 
ablo stroct. The drivers nearly cleared the houses again, 
before they stopped in front of no low but fair-looking 
inn, with o strong granary smell, and passage and 
staircase white with flour. A Mra Popp was the pro- 
prietor—a pleasant, matronly body. She gave us two 
goed-xized rooms, and seemed to have liberal notions 
respecting supper. I think it was the next day before we 
sccidentally discovered that we were not at Vellach, but at 
Kappel! The former—a cluster of rough bathing-houses, 
stat up and forlorn, and nearly hidden by trees—we had 
pawed unpoticed, about five miles back on our route, 
‘The men had good roason, certainly, for not setting ux 
down there, though that was the bargain, as far as wo 
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knew. Most likely they bad all alopg intended to 
take us to Kappel, leaving our benighted selves to talk 
about Vellach as much as we pleased.” 

Rather than sup in the dignified seclusion of a bedroom, 
we descended to. the Speise Saal below. Tt was small, 
smoky, and many ways disagreeable. The evening 
habitués—the priest, the doctor, the lawyer, as ther 
might be, and a few others, all boon companions—wor 
noisy, and rather rudely curious; but we had our adva- 
tage in presently obtaining information from the only 
one among them who, even here, knew anything of the 
Caldron, and its village of Sulabach. It was satisfactory ©” 
learn that there was now a small inn at the village, Hest 
Lipold could only lodge at the curé’s Also, that as ©? 
people were in the habit of coming over to Kappel ome * 
Satorday to supply themselves with yarions neces? 
articles, we might, this being Friday, avail ourselves =“ 
the morrow of their returning parties to carry our bagzae=" 
and show the way. ‘And mind,’ said our informant, © 
take with you as much meat as you are likely to w=? 
during your stay: it’s a strange spot.’ © Are there stil 
leurs in the mountains?’ we enquired. ‘You are mast 
likely to moot with any,’ was the reply. ‘Not likely 2” 
S-— and A—— would have preferred a more 
negative. 

In the morning some of the Sulzbach people wea==™® 
hunted up—three men and a woman—the latter a boars) 

© A fow Greece illustenting the diffvrest lorels on ow rate ie —— 
berg may interrst rome readers Krainberg is 1,200 feet, the churchill) 
Ober Scland 3,026 fet, and the summit € the Scobenz Pass 4,106 feet 
above the set. On the northern or Carinthian slopes, Bad Vellach, hie" 
lies imminediately at the foot of tho Secbeng, is 2831 feet, Kappel 17H, ——* 
Vathermarkt 1626 fort above the sm. Volkermarkt complies the sa 
relative position ca the Drave as Krainborg os the 


Rave, 
those data that the difference of level between the plains of the Dewte at 
Save amounts t more than 300 feet. “ 
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creature worth all the other. Dressed in a short blue 
pettionst, a red handkerchief crossed over her bosom, 
white sleeves, and 2 round, broad-brimmed waggoner's 
hat, she stood Innghing at the solemn looks of the men, 
as they lifted and pondered over the weightier articles of 
eur iaggage. Thrusting at last the heaviest into her own 
creel, and raising it and herself together, with no other 
aid than her own stout stick sbe started gaily alone for 
the march, beckoning § and A——to follow. Burden 
and all, she stooped to kiss a child or two in the street, 
and to distribute bandfuls of ¢ sweeties’ among her fayour- 
Stes as she passed along. 

Churehill and T were obliged to wait the pleasure of the 
slower-mindel peasants, and while kicking our heels 
before the door were accosted by a tall priest, whose black 
sexwock showed his fine figure to advantage, while his 
handsome features were set off by a military gold-laced 
eap—a phenomenon explained by the fact: that he was an 
army chaplain on furlough. He had been much puzzled 
hy seeing our ladies and the Sulzbach woman trudging off 
lene for the mountain. Our appearance somewhat re- 
Heved his mind of the difficulty, and still more the 
discovery that we were English. We almost expected to 
be again associated with Turks ; but he only complimented 
us all upon our ‘strong legs,’ and predicted long life for 
such adventaroas walkers, 

We loft Kappel by the same end that we hod entered 
it, but soon turned off to the left. Kappel ix a plousant 
little town, set among woodland hills, where, however, 
Diue wreaths of emoke, high up agninst the sky, show that 
the eharcoal-burners are at work, The valley is an off- 
shoot from that of the Drave, and, from the rough natare 
‘of the Seeberg pass, must be practically almost a cul de 
wie. -Vilkermarkt is the point on the Drave from which 
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the Kappel road strikes off, and a post-cart, offering but 
two seats besides that of the driver, goos to Kappel and 
back every day. The Gross Obir, a mountain of grest 
fame among the Austrian botanists, and a fine object from 
the neighbourhood of Klagenfurt, rises from a lateral — 
valley to the west of the town, to which it mmst be of 
much importance, on account of the extensive lead mins 
near its summit. Botany waa now over for the seses, 
but the Gross Obir brought Churchill here the following 
year in time to avail himself of its treasures.* ‘The mines 
and plants of the Obir, the rude baths of Vellach, asl 
perhaps a little traffic over the Seeberg, are probably the 
sole inducements which bring people to Kappel. 

We had walked an hour, after leaving the road, up# 
chareoal-cart track, and through pictaresque clefts of 
rock, down which a stream tumbled, before overtaking 
our wives and the Sulzbach woman, all resting ade 
tree. ‘Tho latter was in lively flirtation with a chareuk — 
burner, Sclayonic appearing to afford as much facility & 
that kind of thing as any other form of human spe 
For a parting pleusntry the charcoal man clapped bist 
black hands on each side of the lady's face. It was ve 
promptly resented upon his ears, and the march 
till tho offended cheeks had been woll scrubbed in #2" 
stream. All around was very solitary—nothing bat 
or tracts of pine stumps, where the axe had been, or al 
of fir wood, which the axe had spared. Upon the 
we had passed occasionally a small mill, scarcely biga== 
than a sentry-box, but thumping busily; now, upon t= 
hill-sides, the only objects were a quaint shrine oF | 
placed where an open space of grass invited es New 
one of these, a plentiful display of blackberries revive™ 


* See A—'s lotto, 
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‘the schoolboy delights of an English lune, and supplied 
the want of water on these hot and thirsty steeps. In 
three hours we had nearly topped the hills, and were 
walking in pleasant air along their ascending ridges, 
where, sheltered by a sloping pine forest above, and 
clustered upon a smiling plot of green, appeared the 
hamlet of St. Leonhard. 

A chapel dedicated to the saint occupied a grassy 
mound, and there the whole party—eight in all—sat 
down to rest and enjoy the milk, cheese, and bread 
which the dame of a neighbouring cottage was not long 
in eupplying. ‘The view from this clevated spot, though 
not remarkable, was interesting, The open country to- 
wards Klagenfurt was visible over the hilla to the north- 
west, and south of that stretched, in long perspective, the 
numerous peaks of the Koschuita Gebirge, a portion of 
the Karavaiken in near neighbourhood of the Loibl Pass. 
Eastward, and close at hand, was a lofty rocky ridge— 
the Oushova; and this was the most attractive portion of 
the prospect, since that mountain forms one of the out- 
works of the Steiner group, while, from the appearance 
of the forest above, we judged that a view into the 
Caldron itself could not be far distant. A rusty chain, 
supported on hooks, was carried round the walls of the 
chapel. All the explanation we could got wna, that this 
was St. Leonhand’s; and the chain, probably, bore refer- 
ence to his martyrdom, Unfortunately, in carelemly 
handling the chain at a corner out of sight from the 
village, it broke under my sacrilegious touch, and dropped 
to the ground. I was sincerely sorry, but trasted that if 
either the saint or the Evil One had anything to say 
about it, the wandering Protestant would be held alone 
responsible, 

Above St. Leonbard’s, we wore soon among the tall 
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stems of the pines, and, before long, mening eee 

the long-defiant hill. The view came in i moment, The= 
trees thinned away: there was an open space of heathe=at 
and fern, and then, as if carved out of purple cloudas=, 

the Caldron Jay at our fect. It was one of those scene==== 
which memory can reproduce mt will; nay, sometine=—==, 
when least expected, it flashes into sight, aa if its colours, 
dissolved into the substance of the brain, requireses=d 
but a breath to bring them out clear npon the retinas 
I see it now; but if you wish to possess a similar pictures, 
there is nothing for it but to climb the heights of Sash 
Leonhard, and look for yourself into the great — 
of Sulzbach. 

Te lay; sta peusratiog Foase eae 
miles as a wonderfully deep and narrow gorge into thacibe 
centre of a mass of limestone mountains, breaks final 
in their midst into three heads, all turning south 
parallel to each other, separated by spiny ridges, and ale sel 
included within the *Caldron.’ The first leads to 
base of the Oistriza, the second to the Skuta Veh, 
third to the Merslagora Vrh. ‘The Grintouz stands b=—=—e 
yond these outworks of the great citadel. The middbea=ah 
branch is the trae head of the valley, and 


and contains the sb 
source of the Sann. 
From our station on the heights of St. 
looked directly down upon, and along, the nécond 


third of these vast troughs or hollows, out of whi 
mountains rose with a wave-like sweep, rearing anes 
crest, and soaring their highest, eastward in 
westward in the Grintouz, The singularity 
of the view consisted in the complete c 
bifurcated valley, and the horse-shoe rim of 1 
seen not too near for oneness of impression, 
off for detail. The mountain-sides were, 













PINST SIGHT OF THE CALDRON, 299 


part, thickly wooded, and the thin smoke-wreaths of the 
charcoal fires, flouting upwards into the noontide atino~ 
sphere, bestowed that final touch of grace which Turmer 
introduced so well upon his sunlighted distances, It 
was a grief, howover, to observe the result in many bare 
strips and spaces where lately there was unbroken forest. 
‘The Oistriza, the most prominent of the mountain mases, 
of course disdained all covering for his iron shoulders, 
except o slight vesture of snow. In him there was all 
that rigid rural aspect to which Dolomite bad so long 
accustomed us. One other mighty object must be men- 
tioned to complete the idea of the Caldron. This was 
the Raducha, a vast spiny ridge projecting from that on 
which we stood, and blocking up all view eastward. It is 
the principal object from tho village of Sulzbach itself, 
and the last lofty mass of the Karavanken Alps. 

Not a single village graced this scene, extensive ax it 
was—only here and there a farm-house, so far as we could 
make out specks of white among clumps of tree. Sulz- 
bach, deep at our feet, lay concealed in the throat of the 
valley. The waterfall, mentioned by Lipold ns the source 
of the Sann, was known to all our people, and visible even 
bore to their keon mountain sight. Our good peasantess 
took great but fruitless pains to point it out at the valley- 
bead. 

From this spot,—no doubt the true point of view for the 
Caldron, and where, ab the first step downward, we passed 
from Carinthia into Styrin,—we descended at a rapid 
pace by precipitous wood-paths, and an alp fully as 
seep, towards a small chapel on the brow, named ¢ Heili- 
gengeist, for use of a few houses on tho slopes. These 
habitations, farms rather than chilets, indicated a more 
suletantial claws of peasantry than is usual among moun- 
taina Even from the brow nothing of Sulzbach could be 
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‘spot in the grand prospect of the moming, and now he 
flung upon the valley the tempest he had gathered ; while 
we four unlucky strangers from the west sat ruefully 
together in the great room, till the darkness of storm was 
succeeded by the darkness of night, and an evil-looking 
face, painted om a clock-casc, whose cyes at every tick 
turned in their whites from side to side, lost its ugly fasci- 
nation in the gloom. Churchill's bed, on the lid of a large 
box, was under this mechanical demon; its tickea-tack 
might mix with his dreams, but it rolled its eyes quite 
ineffectually over his night’s elumbers, 

Next morning we were breakfosting under the villainous 
optics, when the village street, and the house below, began 
to fill with people. Tt was a bright Sunday morning, and 
there were all the signe of a festa—that plague of all 
Sundays. Presently the door opened, and two tall hand- 
some fellows, in embroidered jackets, black velvctecn 
breeches, and long Cariolan boots, strode into the room, and 
upsetting Churchill's improvised couch, proceeded to open 
the bos, und extract various articles of attire, The origi 
nal purpose was to change their shirts, but, looking over 
their shoulders at S—— and A—, they faltered in mid 
process, Leld perplexed conference in whispers, and finally 
compounded the matter by putting on the clean shirt over 
the dirty one—not « very comfortable arrangement for s 
hot gnla-day. It was clearly better to absent ourselves, 
and  prepossessing young fellow—who, having served in 
the Austrian army, could speak a little German—under- 
took to show us the way to the waterfall, So we told our 
singular hostes that xhe would not nee us again till even~ 
‘ing; and as group after group of holiday-dresed people 
met us in our walk up the valley, we were glad to think 
wo should find quictoess in the remote recesses of the glen. 

‘Til we reached the point where the valley branched off 
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to the Oistriza, it was the narrow ravine I have described: 
then it became smiling meadow bottom, diversified by 
woods, which had slipped into it, as it were, from the 
heights above. A bauer’s, or small farmer's, cottage cali 
provide us, we were told, with bread and ooffises but a 
continued our stroll, and found but one other habitation 
im all the further stretch of valley. This was a respectable 
farm-house, with one of those large ornamental trelie 
work barns attached, of which the sketch below ise 
specimen. These erections give a quaint richnew b 
Styrian landwape; and bere the cluster of rural Imildings 
set upon a level plot of shaven grass, whence the woot 
rose skyward, backod by the great Oistriza, whose ledge 
of snow glittered in the sun, formed a perfect picture of ® 
secluded homestead. 
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Beyond, wood followed wood, and the circling wae 


which closed in the valley showed their stem fronts, ft 
waterfall was amongst them ; and after we had spent 
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time upon a felled tree-trunk, enjoying the stillness of the 
day and scene, Churchill and I went on with the guide to 
search it out among the foliaged crags. We had for some 
time suspected a flaw somewhere in the glowing narrative 
of our Vienna geologist. The small quantity of water in 
the tangled stream-bed we were pursuing confirmed our 
mispicions; and when at last wo spiod a thread of water 
dribbling down the rocks, and were assured it was the 
great cascade of the valley, we turned back in disgust. 
Either these people don't know what a torrent is, and so 
think much of their one waterfall, or the unusually dry 
wenson had robbed it af ite proper proportions. Herr 
Lipold’s account leads one to suppose the latter, Having 
spoken 20 warmly of the view of the Caldron from its 
rim, we can afford to admit this disappointment in its 
waterfall 

‘The bauer, proprietor of Plessniz, the last farm of the 
valley, was a young man of very pleasant aspect; we met 
him returning early and ‘doucely’ from the féte, The 
peasant owning the cottage, where on our return we 
thought to refresh ourselves with coffee and a loaf, an- 
ewered more to our English notion of a ‘bauer,’ that 
is to may a boor, He assailed us with violent execra- 
tions n# we approached. They were, of course, entirely 
unintelligible to us, and the weight both of attack and 
defence fell upon our companion, who responded vigor- 
ously, He was accused of kaving left a gate unfastened, 
by which certain pigs had obtained entrance to the potato 
plot; the intention was simply to make us pay for some- 
body else's carcleasmos, Our ignorance of Selavonic was 
8 great convenience, but there was no mistaking the tone 
‘of tho vocablex flung after us by the entire family as we 
pamed on. It was the only [instance we encountered of 
that rudenes which Sir H. Davy experienced upan one 
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‘oh, that grenadier! twenty times be rapped his broad 
chest, repeating ‘Grenadier, grenadier,’ as if we had not 
sufficiently apprehended the fact; and twenty times over 
extolled his general, Radetzky,—‘ Father of his soldiers, 
father of his soldiers,’ till his fuddled voice almost broke 
into sobs, Then drawing his stool closer, he would confide 
to us the fact that the landlady was very rich, ‘a widow, 
very rich, and only two children!’ We believe, indeed, 
that this cireumstance accounted in measure for the throng 
of menabout the house; they were half of them suitors. 
‘They came rushing up one after another to hand a 
plate, or bring a chair, in ludicrous competition; more 
than one informing us in stage whispers, when the lady's 
back was turned, what a catch she was, 

Dinner over, we hoped for quiet. Few minutes, however, 
elapsed before the grenadier again presented his person, 
on plea of arranging for the porterage, by bimeelf and 
two or three others, of our baggage on the morrow—for 
we had made up our minds to go. With infinite trouble 
the terms and the time were settled, and our friend 
descended. A few minutes more, and another stalwart 
fellow entered, announced himeelf as comrade of the 
grenadier, nnd engaged in our service; thereupon proceed- 
ing toan elaborate recapitulation of the terms, followed 
hy an interval of profound meditation upon the same; 
after which, taking up his hat, he departed. ‘Then a third 
heavy footstep was heard upon the stairs, a third knock at 
the door, und s third tall figure darkened the threshold. 
His errand was the samo; and the conference proceeded 
through the like slow stages of explanation, reflection, and 
exit. Surely it is all right now! No, bebold the grenadier 
again, there is still a difficulty; and at last it turns out 
‘that one o'clock after mid-day had been mistuken for one 
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o'clock after midnight, and they uaturally at di 
light would be preferable over the rough paths 
‘That matter explained, we were left alone for rather & 

Jonger interval than usual, when a ruth upon the stair 

sounded as if all the suitors were coming in at once—aand 

so they were; the grenadicr, of course, at the head of ais 
company. ‘Here, cried he, ‘here is a great bind of 
the mountains, very big, very scarce, trapped only “am0- 
day, very good to eat; what will you give for it?’ Nowe it 
is not usual to purchase one’s provisions in this fashGos 
when staying at an inn, but it seemed to be expected bree; 

and our stock of meat had proved so unsatisfactory {iiat 
wwe were glad to make any addition to our store So  ¥€ 
paid a guiden for a fine specimen of a female capercailessit, 
and very good wo found it next day at an early meal. 

Our best course now, we thought, was to lock our dose 
and go to bed, trusting that the noise below would sile=—==i* 
as the night advanced. Not at all! ‘Penelope's 
were making a night of it—or the porters were casei” 
brating with their friends their novel engagement, Scm—®S 
succeeded song, cheers, shouts, and thumping of tabi aes 
and though one and another were heard stumbling off — 
the darkness from time to time, their wild jodels dy=——=3 
away in the distance, enough remained to keep it up_=a=oo 

without doubt the grenadier, whose stentorian ywice = 
~ always in the ascendant—till moming light disturbed see 

revel, and the Inst half-dozen topers trooped out to ae te 

water-trough to souse their faces, After such a 

during which we above stairs had Inin without a wink —=f 

aleep, we rather expected to find the gronadier and === 

friends in not the best condition for their works but 

ablutions had put them all to rights, and they would hae=?° 

shouldered their creels, and marched off with our baggmas® 


directly after breakfast, had they not been seen and stopped 


‘We tind determined to go, principally because the 
‘listance to Cilli, where we should take the railway for 
Wienna, wns rather too far to accomplish in a single 
lay. There were in fact twelve or fourteen miles of 
rough walking through the long neck of this singular 
svalley, before we should reach, at Laufen, a road upon 
which wheels could run, and then there would still 
xemain some forty miles to Cilli, So we agreed to take 
the chance of night quarters at Laufen, and not to start 
till the afternoon of the day, employing the time to 
oltain a sketch or two. The great Raducha looked 
wiaguificent to the eastward, and from the opening below 
Solzhach, a vista of farm-sprinkled slopes was closed 
grandly by the Oushova. 

I was sketching the first of these scones, and soon, a8 
neual, surrounded bya group of men, women, and children, 
all squandering on the grass, when the schoolmaster of 
the village good-naturedly advanced with an umbrella to 
shade me from the sun. Presently an animated discussion 
Grove among the company—ite purport of course all 
waknown to me, till, amidst « sudden silence, the eehool- 
master addressed me in German with the question: ‘Do 
you believe in Christ?’ ‘You mean,’ said I, ‘do we in 
England believe in Christ?’ He nodded. Asserting as 
emphatically as I could that we were Christians like them- 
felves, I added, by way of confirmation—and with un- * 
covered head suiting the setion to the word—that in 
England it was our custom in church to bow at the name 
of Obrist. ‘This information renewed the discussion, but 
I trnst they will have a little better opinion in future of 
the faith of Protestants. 

By one o'clock, having picked the bones of our bird, 
‘wo were ready for the march, and our three fellowe—they 
preferred not to have a fourth, and their broad backs 
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mo trace of an entrance could be discovered. This sealed- 
“Mp opening, and tho chasm passages beyond it, well 
‘sustain the character of seclusion which belongs to the 
Sulzbach valleys. 

But the ups and downs did not agree with the grenadier, 
owho ‘larded the lean earth’ as he went along, and was 
nelined to be rather crusty at having to foot it on so hot 
an afternoon. In about three hours, it ehould perhaps be 
only two of good walking, we reached the first village— 
almost the first house—after leaving Sulzbach. There had 
ndeed been room for none before, but here an expansion 
of the valley left space for Leutachdorf, where our three 
troopers stooped under the lintel of a wine-shop door, and — 
i ‘slipping off their loads intimated they should rest and 
| refresh, At this point the valley changed both its character 
and ita course, It had been rounding tho end of the 
_ Raducha, among the roots of which it had been struggling 
- and working southwards hitherto, and now turned with a 
_ freer channel to the north-cast. We left our men to 
_ eoine after us as they pleased, and kept on ut a steady 
| pace among rounded and sparsely-covered hills, with the 
_ Raducha constantly in view behind us, and the crest of the 
‘Oistriza just showing to the west. We had in fact at Inst 
 @merged from the recesses of the Steiner mountains, and 
_ their giant shapes were beginning to chow ‘en bloc.’ 
is But the windings of the stream, and the closing hills, 
and the failing light, soon deprived us of this view, and 
eee seesion a: plod amidst a sameness of umbery 
tints—somotimes by the water, sometimes on 4 stony hill- 
* dey) monntnee through a wood. It was nearly seven, 
| and entirely dusk, before wo entered Laufen, a village 
| gprinkled over  tree-shaded plateau, and whose inn we 
with difficulty. 
boart at the sight of a comfortable, capable 
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rooms. Yet appearances were deceptive. We venturedt 1 
urge an early supper, as our bird at twelve o'clock baal 
proved remarkably light of digestion; but the delays smal 
mismanagement of everything were dismal, The mms) 
came in driblets; we had finished the fish before athe 
bread appeared, and the bread before the butter, and all 
before the coffee, of which last poor S—— and A———+ 
after their fourteen miles’ walk, were sorely in need. 

And then, the grenadier was in the kitchen ! too cum==ely 
we recognised that ponderous voice, He and the otk=="* 
had clattered in about an hour after us, had 
their pay and largess, and we hoped by this time ="? 
fairly tired out. But the fun waa beginning: 
had assembled to weloome Sulzbach, The 
was great that night; some Laufen hero was theres= ' 
match him, and he rege in glory as the clock went 
Tewill be long remembered by them—and by ux, Chure=—=till 
was for making desperate incursion upon the compe 
with an appeal to the sacredness of the night-cap; but ==—r"=? 
could hope to stay victory in its tide of conquest? e=ammi 
the flow of those mighty bumpers? So we turned asad 
grinned upon our pillows, and discnsed our sore? 
through the wainscot. In the morning, to add insult 
injury, the cost of the entertainment appeared footed 
the bill, whereat our wrath rose 90 high that the landla===y 
discreetly withdrew the offensive item. 

They were all gone by morning light, and though  ™* 
have no wish to encounter the Sulzhach men again, 
often wonder how the wooing has fared. To this hour 
are divided in opinion as to ‘Penelope's’ final choice. =f 
she be wise, the little woman will eschew the grenade 
Our sympathies go with the quiet fellow whe 








wus to the waterfall, and who was certainly far the most 
‘handy and assiduous about the house. 

Some hours passed before horses and a vehicle could 
be hunted up; it was a straweseated waggonet, and took 
some time to prepare, Meanwhile we were rather sorrowe 
fully oceupied in packing away our mountain paraphernalia, 
and in trimming up town habiliments, A stroll about the 
village showed it to be pleasantly situated, and possessing 
an unusual feature ina large open green, studded with fine 
old oaks, under whose shade the cottage doors were in- 
yitingly sheltered. A pilgrimage-looking church shane 
white upon a bill, and in the distance to the west rose the 
tocky barrier of the Caldron—one hugo stony mas in 
porticular, the Raducha, representing in this direction the 
last bulwark of the Alps; castward now, lay the plains of 
Hongwry, and then—the Carpathians. 

With two heavy farm-horses we started for Cilli about. 
leven o'clock. At the leisurely pace they took, it was 
seven at night before we reached it,—all down a widening 
valley, expanding till it was almost a plain, and a cluster 
of dark peaks on the backward horizon alone remained of 
the mountain world. ‘The day wns pleasant, with a fresh 
autumn feel in the air. Gardens, gay with dahlias and 
China-astors, orchards Jaden with plums, corn plots with 
the harvest all gathered, low hills covered with wood, 
owned with small white churches by the dozen, and 
ttretehing into bazy, sunshiny distance on either hand; # 
tiver flowing broadly in the centre, and bearing inau- 
tmerable timber-logs, to be formed lower down into rafts 
for the navigation of the Save and Danube ;—such was this 
Styrian landscape. This was to be our Inst drive, as the 
‘Previous afternoon had seen our last walk, and we chatted 
‘rer all our Dolomite adventures, 

By five o'clock the valley bad become quite a plain, an 


—— 


A 





RETROSPECTIONS, as 


‘out somebody to give us the expected answer that it was 
full. They all scem to resent an application for rooms if 
‘they happen to be occupied. People were watching us 
from a neighbouring hotel, so we drove there; but they 
took care to vanish in the interim. A third inn was 
equally unaccommodating ; but a fourth met our enquiries 
with a ready assent. It was comfortable, but dear, which 
we found to be characteristic of Styria, compared with 
ita neighbouring provinces. After two sleepless nights, it 
‘was mither trying to rise at three for the train from 
“Trieste, which, after all, was two hours behind its time. 
Tt came; and, sented in the carriage, we knew that all 
was orer—all the romance—all the adventure—all the 
Treedom—all the wildness, the grandeur, the beauty! We 
shot through tunnels, and flitted by stations; but our 
thoughts were busy with the vanished Dolomites, with 
‘our days at Ratzes, and our discoveries at Caprile; with 
the now far distant Marmolata, Pelmo, and Civita; with 
‘the mysteries of the Gail Thal, the wilderness of the 
Tsonzo, the bewuty and sublimity of the Save, the loveli- 
nem of Veldes, and last, not least, the seclusion of the 
Steiner Caldron. Yet the passage of the Sémmering 
recalled ua to a present scene of wonder. The circling 
flight of the rail round those mountain shoulders, and 
over those stupendous depths, is perhaps the most as- 
tonishing exploit that ever railway accomplished. Onee 
upon the northern side of that last of the Alpine ranges, 
and a thick veil of rain blotted them all from view. Wet 
and forlorn, we entered Vienna. Two days later, Churchill 
and his wife left direct for England, where S—— and 
myself, by the more circuitous route of Prague and 
Dresden, arrived a week later. There, settled for the 
winter at our respective firesides, we disappear for a time 
from these pages of summer travel. 
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CHAPTER XII. 
4——’s LETTERS. 


Introductory—Gritz to the Levanthal—Wolfsberg—Ascont of the 
Kor Spitze—Kappel and the Grose Obir—Klagenfurt—Legend of the 
Dragon—The Zollfeld and its History—The Worther and Ossiacher 
‘Lakes—Bleiberg—Hermagor and the Wulfenia—Professor Vulpius’s 
‘Adventure—Klagenfurt again, and the Satnitz Platean—Wurzen 
and Raibl. 


Ir the reader has accompanied us faithfully to the close 
of the preceding chapter, we may hope he will not be 
disinclined to hear a little more about the Dolomites. 
We have yet to open some of their recesses; we can yet 
lead him to pastures new. Nor perhaps will he decline 
to revisit with us, in this summer of 1862, one or two 
favourite spots of our last. year’s ramble. 

But first, we commit the pen to another hand. Churchill, 
anxious to secure the fleeting flowerets of the Alpine 
world before another summer's sun, or the mower's 
scythe, had laid them low, left England with his wife 
a month earlier than ourselves, appointing a rendez- 
vous for the 2nd of August, at Ober Tarvis, in Carinthia. 
With all the speed of rail, they were to reach Vienna, 
and thence Gritz in Styria. Then, across country, and 
over a mountain pass, they would enter Carinthia near 
the head of the Lavanthal—a region rich in botanical 
interest. Kappel, where they looked for a kindly wel- 
come from Mrs. Popp, would be their next halting-place 
—not for the sake, however, of revisiting the Caldron, 
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where the grenadier kept guard, but oe, 
Gross Obir, and of exploring afterwards, if time seresede 


the mountains of the Loibl. Finally, and as a crows 
Wulfenie, 


ing object of their journey, there was the 
which, this time, was to be caught alive in its 


Snstaees; abd consigned to the Boncnrableeasayieeeed 


the botanical folio. This would of course take them to 
Hermagor once more, in the near neighbourhood of oat 
rendezvous, 

Of their movements and adventures, A—— wns to keep 
us informed; and as their journey took them where 
English tourists never go—for even at Klagenfurt, the 
capital, they found thetnselves to be rare aves—we have 
thought that some extracts from her letters may prove 
as interesting to others, as they were to us at home 
—wniting eagerly for the hour to strike which should 
set us free to speed over the Continent, and join our 
friends for a few more days in the Dolomite region. 


Wolfebong: Jnly 3, 1862. 

DearS——,We left Vienna for Gritz by the night train, 
for though eorry to pass the Sommering in the dark, we were 
anxious to make up for lost time. Arriving at six in the 
morning, we were provided with a comfortable breakfast 
in the station, and at ten left for Kiflach, two hours’ 
distance, on a branch line of rail, and a very charming 
rido in the direction of the western mountaina All round 
Gritz bright little churches are perched on the heights, 
just as we observed them last. year about Krainberg and 
Cilli. Kaflach, you should know, is situated in the north 
east comer of Carinthia, far away, therefore, from that 
part of it with which last year we mude sequaintance; it 
possesses bode of lignite, or brown coal, which ba 8 
the construction of the line. 
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At Kiflach there was s neat but diminutive stellwagen, 
‘carrying only four persons, on the point of starting for 
WWolfaberg, the chief town in the Lavanthal, our destina 
‘Sgon. The stellwagen is in correspondence with the trains, 
Beut as it only travels twice a week, we were very fortunate 
‘So meet with it, and to find two places vacant. There is 
== steep ascent up the mountain ridge—the Kor Alpe— 
owehich shuts in the Lavanthal, and having the opportunity 
<»f walking, the search for flowers began, An orchid with a 
Sragrance like vanilla was new to me, but we welcomed 
She sight of many an old acquaintance, and our botanising 
<evercame the shyness of one of our new companions, a 
owvorthy countryman, who had previously kept at a respect« 
Ful distance. He became quite interested in the pursuit. 
‘Jur other fellow-traveller was of s very different grade; 
‘Sneed as it afterwards appeared, something of a *Grand 
Seigneur’ He commenced acquaintance by courteously 
Presenting me with a rose, then, launching out in French, 
the poured forth abundance of talk, himself the hero 
always, a might be expected of s man with so many deco- 
rations. He had been visiting the Duchesse de Berri, and 
had much to my of the Due de Chambord’s recent levées 
at Locerne. (Of course he was a thorough legitimist, and 
we could sympathise little with his views upon Italian 
Liberty, or his antique politics in general; nor, however 
smusing, much more in the staple of his conversation, 
which was society, good dinners, and good wines. Tra- 
velling in a stellwagen upon a mountain road seemed to 
‘be an unusnal incident to this fine gentleman, and when 
‘we came to the extremely steep descent he throw himsulf 

‘back with a groan, committed himeulf to * destiny’ and 
the ‘cocker,’ and announced that he was ‘not sccustomed 
to travel down precipices!' Neither of ua had any other 
cholce than the inn of the stellwagen at Wolfsberg, and as 
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our tastes were so different, « few days of further intimacy 
were quite enough. Fortunately, a ‘ grave matter” decided 
at lnst hie departure for Klagenfurt. ‘The dinner one day 
was not satisfactory! He gave mea bouquet at parting, as 
a souvenir, and asked C—— for an exchange of cards, 
from which we discovered him to be Le Commandenr 
Chevalier, &c. He is taking ‘les eanx' for his silments, 
‘or he would not be found ‘en ces lieux sauvages.” 

Our inn at Wolfsberg is rough, but not uncomfortable, 
for the people are attentive, and the living is good, always 
excepting the chicoraceous coffee. ‘Il Signor,’ however, 
declares that «La Petite,’ as he calls the hostess, is the only 
good thing here. Sheand her husband, young and comely 
people with a baby, remind us of the Kronau establishment, 
but are much superior to our friends there in point of 
equipment, The street is narrow at our part, and full of 
soldiers, a regiment 800 steong being quartered in the 
town. They are mostly quite young, and some of them 
eo fond of beguiling their time with practice on the flute, 
that they begin their tootling at day-break close under our 
windows, 

Fortunately they afford us sometimes better music 
than that, for yesterday, just as a thunderstorm wns ces 
ing, their band struck up a grand, solemn march upom 
occasion of a soldier's funeral, which waz oa fine as any~ 
thing of the kind I have ever heard. All this by day; 
and at night a nightingale pours out her notes from the 
garden below. 

Our first day was occupied by a stroll to the Alp or Alm, 
aa the country people call it. The path ascends behind a 
very fine modern Schloss, which looks down the valley 
upon the distant mange of the Karavanken right and 
left of Kappel. Several of them showed outlines which 
reminded us of our old Dolomite friends. The scemery, 
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howorer, of the valley itself is quite different; the moun- 
tains, of gneiss and mica slate, are broad, rounded, undu- 
lating and grassy, very little rock being anywhere to be 
seen. The slopes are, indeed, richly interspersed with 
woods and cornfields, but there is too little character to 
farnish mabjects for the sketch-book. 
‘The following day, taking the return stellwagen at four 
im the morning, we retraced our previous journey four 
hours up the mountain towards Kéflach, tempted by the 
profusion of flowers wo had noticed, Alighting at a 
favourable spot we ate our second breakfast in the shade, 
and then botanised luxuriously down the pass again, with 
the sun behind us, and a crisp breeze blowing in our faces, 
A wayside Gasthaus gave us lunch, and a carriage ordered 
from Wolfebers brought us back there in the evening. 
Upon this pass there isan iron smelting establishment, and 
perched upon the edge of a romantic rock above it is the 
Schloss Waldenstein, A Schloxs should always have a 
story; and this is not without one, In the tower isa small 
toom known ws the ‘Cornet’s Chamber.’ Here a certain 
unlucky cornet, Peter Eokard von Peckern, was starved 
to death throngh the jealousy of the then owner of the 
castle, Philip von Dornbach. On the wall of the little 
pom a hardly legible inscription, scratched by @ nail, is to 
Be seen:— 
© Richter, richte recht! 
Du hist Meer. und ich dein Knocks! 
Wie dx wirst riehten mich 
‘Wind Gott einst riehten dich. 
1909, Petor Eckard ¥. Peckers, Cornet, 
Now for an excursion of much more importance than 
wither of those I hnve mentioned; nothing less than an 
ascent of the Kor Spitze, 7,200 foot, which involved our 
mleeping pon the mountain. It lies some distance to the 
south-west of Wolfsborg opposite to St. Andra, the next town 
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down the valley. T must acknowledge that the prospect 
of spending the night in a hut at about two hours from the 
summit, was not very agreeable to me, having in recollection 
certain horrible dens into which we have sometimes peeped 
in similar situations ; but I made up my mind toit whatever 
it might be. The entire ascent is reckoned at from serves 
to nine hours. T astonished the Wirthin on the previous 
night by personally superintending a brew of tea stronger 
than any ehe had ever seen, which was bottled for me 
Farther provisioning the expedition with loaves of bread, 
chocolate, portable soup, hard-boiled eggs, cheese, misins, 
biscuits {and wine, we started—well provided, you will 
say—and accompanied by a guide, at two in the afternoon, 
July the Sth. 

From the town we ascended by stony narrow pathe a 
behind the Schloss, and then up steep gullies in the midst 
of pine woods, filled with bilberries, with Cytious migr= 
cans, Genista sagittalis, in rich masses of yellow bloom, | 
and many other plants. Higher still, the pines rose 4 
majestically, reminding us of that solema forest threags ) 
which with you we descended to Cortina, Here, however, ; 
some were white and weird with lichen, and at their feet, 7 
conspicuous for beauty and splendid growth, was a pro~ | 
fusion of the white Veratrum. 

We reached the open, and the hut, about seven, and you 
may imagine my relief to find a tidy little wooden erection 
fresh and clean. It had been built only last year. The 
young woman to whom the guide explained our wishes had 


a remarkably handsome face, so delicate and i in 
outline, that she might hare been a cultivated 
woman. It isa characteristic you will have 


observed before in Carinthia—as also a brusque inde 
pendent manner and speech, which quite destr 
resemblance. There was a small interior 
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A NIGHT UPON THE KOR ALPE. = a9 


we entered, with a bed of hay in the comer, which we were 
free to appropriate. A place upstairs had already been 
assigned to an expected party from Wolfsberg ; for we now 
learnt that since the erection of the hut, the expedition to 
see the sun rise from the summit of the Kor had been a 
favourite diversion with the young Wolfebergers. 

While the guide boiled water for the chocolate, wo 
#auntered on the alp, enjoying the exquisite mingling of 
‘vening glow with the increasing moonlight. Soon after 
eight, the cows appeared, slowly moving down from above, 
wend nearly al! of them milk-white, softly shining on the 
Turf. It was more interesting to watch them, than to 
survey the landscape, which, from this point, is not 
Panoramic. The Kor Spitze itself blots out everything to 
The south, and the Lavanthal is out of sight below; but 
the rolling country occupying the broad back of the Kor 
ridge, and retreating into the far distance northward 
Towards Styria, looked pleasant and gracious in the slant- 
Eng light. With night came chill, and the warmth of the 
stove in the hut was as welcome as the repast, which— 
‘thanks to chocolate a La créme and our mountain appetites 
—was iielicious. A man and boy, their peaked hats 
‘ornamented with the Alpine rose, hnd now filled up the 
mautmber of the household, and darkness having settle! 
down, it began to be surmised that the expocted party had 
Tost their way. The man, therefore, issued forth with his 
Thorn, and sounded it long and loud, to which, at lust, 

from the still woods below, there caine distant answering 
shoute—a signal for us to disappear into the little chamber 
at the back, We bad scarcely done 20, when & noisy party 
—three young men, and one young woman, in the height of 
Jollity and glee—burst into the but, and filled its narrow 


We bad disposed ourselves in the bay, and carefully 
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depesited our belongings upon a form, when, to our con~ 
sternation, the door was thrown open, bringing us under 
close observation of the company; and the hostess enter- 
ing, seized the bench, upsetting in m moment the pro- 
vision-basket, and everything else. With a loud langh, 
she did what she could in replacement, and then, raising 
what seemed almost all the floor at once, in the shape of 
& vast trap~dloor, disclosed beneath, an awful void, inte 
which she deseended with her light. Her object: was to 
draw, from two large casks, what we supposed to be beer, 
but discovered afterwards to be red wine kept on hand for 
the supply of the neighbouring shepherds, ‘This wns not 
the only incursion upon our elumbers, for we unfortunately 
occupied the storé-room, and stores and cellar had to be 
frequently visited for the supply of our noisy neighbours, 
Left in darkness at last, we tried to sleep. The crevices 
between the wooden planks of the outside walls were filled 
with moss, through which we were, nevertheless, quite 
conscious of the night-air; but no moss closed the eavitie: 
in the wall separating the two rooms, and the riot of the 
new comers could be almost ag well seen as beard. Tp fact 
it was soon apparent that they did not moan us to sleep. 
‘They laughed, stamped, sang uproarionsly, and kept up 
all the racket in their power, till after midnight, whes, 
retreating upstairs, they started an artificial, snoring, all 
for the benofit of the * Engliinder,’ as we plainly enough 
heard them say. But for this, the soft bay bed wonld 
have beon comfortable enough—far more so, indeed, than 
those we had left below, which, in the chevalier's opinion, 
were stuffed with corks. 

At three, our guide entered the room to announce 
the approach of dawn. I should say that he had done 
what he could the provious evening to guard the door, 
establishing himself like a watch-dog on the threshold. 
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SPEIK AND SPIKENARD. 825 
half-an-hour we were upon the grassy slopes which 
dto the summit of the mountain, composed of a few 


e rocks, G—— had laid out the minimum thermo- 
eter, and expected to find a low register ; but it marked 


e sky quite clear, and Venus shoue brilliantly. Yet 
the east and west were beginning to contrast in tint, 
though there was not light enough to see the green 
of the rhododendron scrub at our feet. These bushes 

ere vo heavy with dew, that my skirts were soaked ; 
upon reaching the top, which was involved in mist 
iven rapidly by the wind, I was glad of the, travelling 
g pinned round me in addition to the cloak. The 
had then risen, but of course waa of little use to us. 
ly as it was, two gentlemen were already on the sum- 
one of whom enquired of G— whether he had 
id any specimens of the ‘speik,’ a plant so characters 
tic of this mountain, as well as of the neighbouring Sau 
Alpe, as to obtain for both the name of the *Speik 
kogel.’ He had been unable to discover any. * Why, there 
are thousands |" answered G—,, pointing immediately to 
four plauts at: the speaker's foot. As the view was so 
much obscured, we also betook ourselves to what we 
could see at our feet, and this was nearly as varied a 
‘carpet as on the flowery pass of the Fedaia, The 
Bpeik (Valeriana celtica) iss very amall plant, formerly 
exported in great quantities, us an article of commerce, 
‘to Venice and thence to the East, where its fragrance 
was valued for bath, You will be familiar with it a» 
“Spikenard,’ 

We continued botanising downwards till! we, reachod 
asort of ‘corrie,’ where, sitting down by a spring, we took 
our second breakfast. About seven, the mist having cleared, 
we re-sevouded for the view. 
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‘The interest of this centred in the limestone peaks of 
that Karavanken range to the south, which we were soon 
to visit. Stretching up from them, and forming the 
western boundary of our valley, rose the Sau Alpe with 
Jong soft slopes and a broad back, like its more lofty com- 
panion, the Kor upon which we stood. Over the Sau Alpe, 
to the north-west, the Gross Glockner ought to have been 
seen, but only a few black peaks stood out among masses of 
cloud. In the distant plain, Klagenfurt was barely visible; 
but the nccaxional booming of cannon throughout the day 
marked its whereabouts, The Kor and the Sau are, you 
see, the two great mountain features of the Laranthal, 
and they afford the opportunity for a very interesting 
eastern custom which is not met with in any other part of 
Carinthia. On Easter-eve piles of wood, which have been 
placed at intervals stretching from the bottom of the 
‘villey to the summit of the mountains on either hand, are 
simultaneously lighted to welcome the approach of the 
Redemption morn, It must be a stirring spectacle—the 
flickering of these scattered lights visible through the 
whole extent of the Lavanthal—seeming like a reflection 
on earth of the starry sky above, a token for a few hours 
of the coming reconciliation of both! 

We reached our but again at twelve, and Wolfsberg at 
four, much pleased with our successful and very plensent 
excursion. ‘To morrow we lenve forthe Karavanken Alps, 
and shall touch at Kappel upon our last year's route 
Hitherto, according to our usual fortune, the mountains 4 
have shown us only their sunny aspect. 

Yours, &e. 


Kaypels Jaly 0, 1862, 
Dear S—, Wolfsberg and the Lavanthal bad attractions 
that we feel the more sensible of now we have left them, ana 








VOLKERMARET, | or 
thoughts frequently recur to that luxuriant valley, well 
ed the ‘Paradise of Carinthia,’ One of the charms of 
stay there, was the singing of birds, which, as we have 
previously visited the mountains in the silent months, was 
ite a new pleasure. Our guide upon the Kor Alpe 
imitated the various notes admirably, and drew after us a 
number of the deceived little warblers. The cuckoos we 
surprised to find as vocal as with us in May, 
At 5 AM. on a grey unpromising morning, we took 
the diligence for Volkermarkt in the Drave Thal The 
ond does not follow the rich and pleasant expanse of the 
vanthal to its exit, but turning aside at St. Andrii 
os the Griffenberg and passes throngh the village of 
ffen clustered round a lofty isolated rock, Vélker~ 
kt is one of the six largest towns in Carinthia, and 




















Drave. At this point the great high road from Kh 

ot itself situated on the Drave, touches the river, 
mpanies it on its eastern course out of Carinthia into 
Sty and so on to Marburg, where it reaches the Vienna 
ind Trieste Railway. 

Arriving at Vélkermarkt at ten, we engaged places in a 
small country ‘wagen” which plies daily with the post-bag 
between that place and Kappel, starting at half past one. 
was covered in with canvas, but soon after we set off, 
such a heavy storm came on that the min penetrated the 
thin roofing and we were glad of an umbrella and all our 
wraps. A short distance out of the town a peasant girl, 
-halfdrowned, looked so piteonsly at the little wagen, that 
the young driver made room for her at his side and pre- 
swently became eo engrossed in flirtation that the horse 
was left to take what pace it chose. The love pasmges on 
ieee ve aetna commenced with efforts for the 
n of the damsel's ring, proceeded to an exchange 



















the transference of his cigar from his own lips te bers 

Of course, from our little den ae 
00 nothing of the country, but at five the sun shone out 
and we got the curtains withdrawn. Then we peered out 
upon patches of snow on the ground about us, and upen 
mountains showing hoary, one of them, the Gross Obir, 
which G— intends to ascend, being the most promi- 
nent and striking. 

‘We were entering Kappel at hulf-past aix, and looked 
out ¢agerly for the old inn, Frau Popp berself, standing 
in front of her Gasthaus, was the first indication of the 
permanence of the former state of things. She recognised 
us immediately, and having a lively recollection of ber 
hospitable supper of last year, we were in no doubt ofa 
similar one to greet our arrival. We were doomed to die 
appointment, and during all our stay the fare has been very 
meagre, Wolfsberg was a land of plenty in comparison. 
In other respects, too, there are signs of deterioration. 
The salle we thought so comfortable, is now dirty aad 
dreary; one of the walls looks positively as if it had bees 
daubed with blacking. Swallows have built in the door- 
ways and lobbies; you enter your room and see swallows 
comfortably nested just over-head! The place seems 
going down, and the good Popp appears to know it. Our 
chamber is the large passage bedroom, That within, i 
cooupicd by Herr somebody, with his wife and child, who <=* 
es |= | 
nonchalanee. 
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weather would bave been perfect for 
G— was too ill with a feverish cold 
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stroll about with me. We obtained a fine view of the 
‘Grintouz and its neighbouring Dolomites over the Socland 
ridge to the south, and in the evening came upon traces 
of fortifications in the gorge just below Kappel, which, 
Gt seems, were erected in 1740 ogninst the Turks, who 
‘threatened an attack from Carniola G—— was now 
“better, and the brilliance of the full moon as we returned 
determined us to engage the guide for the Obir on the 
morrow. 

‘Tt was balf-past six before we were fairly off, and a dull 
grey sky looked ominous, but the guide, with an abundance 
of ‘nixes” assured us it was ‘all nothing,’ the wind being 
in the right quarter; and we were fain to put faith in him, 
‘though with lingering distrust. The ascent was by the 
tide of o stream in the valley opening from the west, till, 
‘near a village called Ebriach, we turned upwards to the 
right, catering woods of beeches, pines, and larches. As 
we climbed, the Oushova, Raducha, and then the whole 
range of the ‘Caldron’ mountains came fairly into view 
‘behind ws, their bare precipices of many thousand fect 
wamed with snow. I cannot say we felt tempted to renew 
our scquaintance with that singular spot. Mrs Popp 
informs wx that the Sulzbach landlady is stil! surrounded 
‘by her crowd of guitors, and the dreadful grenadier is no 
Woubt, therefore, still in attendance. Other fine peaks of 
similar character were appearing in the west, but the Obir 
showed a head grim and black above his pine-covered 
outliers, and thander was already growling in the dark 
elouds behind him. Still our cheery young guide bated 
nothing of his confidence, and on we went up the steep 
figmgs of the highest woods. Suddenly volumes of mist 
rolled down upon us, and then rain fell heavily. We 
pped for counsel; but the guide declaring that a miner's 
Kaappen Haus was but an hour distant, and not far 
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‘SUNDAY AT KAPPEL. 981 


= green slope among the trees. The rond, os yon will 
xemetber, is beautiful, winding among picturesque rocks 
on either band, and we had now an opportunity of ex- 
camining the St. Christopher, whose gigantic figure occupies 
he smoothed fhee of rock so startlingly by the side of 
‘Bhe stream, and seoms, as you return from Vellach, almost 
to bar the road. The lower portion of the scaffolding 
exuployed by the artist is still left standing in the water, 
‘On Sunday, from very early in the morning, the pensants 
were coming down from all the hamlets round in gay 
holiday dress. Preparations had been making in Kappel 
‘the night before; the women sweeping and watering exch 
their own bit of strect till the whole place had a holiday 
alr, The early mass was crammed, and a kneeling crowd 
was gathered round each entrance. During sermon we 
could just see the preacher from a distance. ‘The women 
in general wore snowy white handkerchiefs bordered with 
lace, hanging down from under their straw bata, and 
another handkerchief of bright colours covering the 
shoulders, A white chemise sleeve reached a little below 
the elbow, and the skirt was of some etrong contrasting 
colour, Flowers were stuck in their hats, and there were 
few of the men whose hats were not similarly adorned, 
either with flowers or feathers. The inn that day was so 
full of people, drinking bowls of soup and smoking, that 
we were early driven out of it, and taking refuge on the 
hills, reached a great height upon an alp just opposite the 
Obir. There we sat down upon grass newly mown, and as 
soft ax velvet, to enjoy a magnificent view. The Obir in 
front crowned the series of ridges which ran up towards 
him both from right and left. Southward the Sulzbach 
Alps impending over the ‘Cakiron’ showed a jagged line 
of tare precipices, with little fields of mow lighting up 
their deep recesses ; and to the north we looked out upon 
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the great plain of the Drave, broken by folds of bill— 


Klagenfurt occupying the dim distance. The 


-sublimity—* 
of the mountains and the loveliness of the plain, decked = 


by the shadows of light changeful clouds, were equally 
attractive; while the utter solitude that surrounded us— 
for all the peasants were gone below forthe Sunday—made 
the scene exceedingly impressive. It was late before we 
roached Kappel, having lost our way in the woods and got 
on the wrong aide of the stream. ‘The place was still full 
of people; and later yet, when we sauntered down the 
street, groups of friends were chatting and plenty of 
couples flirting under the stars. Peeping in at a window, 
which had attracted us with sounds of music, we found a 
dance just concluded, and the fatigued partuers regaling 
themselves with beer. 
are . - . . . 

‘The Gross Obir has been done at last. It was Monday, 
and I was so tired with the walk on Sunday, that I was 
obliged to leave G—— to make the ascent alone, The 
day was perfect; and starting at six, G— and bis guide 
reached the suramit in four hours, and then spent five in 
Dbotanising, with great success. He would gladly have 
remained the night at the Knappen Haus had it been 9 
arranged; and on the second day have explored the 
western side of the mountain, which, a chasseur told us, 
‘was remarkably rich in plants, returning in that way to 
Kappel. The excursion is quite feasible, and I could easily 
have accompanied him, as there is one tolerable room at 
the Kappen Haus, which is a large place, with accommoda- 
tion for thirty miners and a superintendent. TLead and 
zine are the metals worked; and G—— observed that 
theAustrian mining code, suspended in the superintendent's 
office, was printed in both German and Selavenie, The 
great feature of the view from the summit was: 
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VIEW FROM THE ODIR. aaa 


of the Sulzbach group to the south-east. To the 
ith, through the deep cleft of the Kanker Thal, a part 
of the Laibach and Save country was visible, and to the 
|, the plain of the Drave, the silver band of the river 
ing in the far distance from almost as high ns Villach, 
ind which towered the bulky mass of our old friend 
the Dobratsch, with the mountain valley of Bleiberg in its 
On a clear day the Gross Glockner can be seen, but 
‘thore was too much haze on this occasion. The double 
-eharacter of the Karavanken Alps appears very distinctly 
from this point; the northern Ridge, of which the 
Gross Obir itself is part, running exactly east and west, 
while the higher and more southern range, including the 
Solabach group, takes a great sweep to the south, and 
only comes back to the more northern line at the south- 
east corner of Carinthia, 

‘My solitary day in G—'s absence went slowly. T 
had thought to be very industrious, but employment grew 
wearisome, and I felt like a prisoner. About four the 
idea struck me of meeting him on his return, and open- 
ing my door I was startled by the sight of s prostrate 
figure on the bed in the passage-room. * Pardon” was 
‘muttered as T tiptoed past, and Fran Popp afterwards 
informed me that some officials had arrived at the inn that 
‘morning, and this was ‘der Baron’ taking his siesta. The 
gun was blazing outside, and under my umbrella I went 
down the road till I found I bad missed the turning, and 
Tegan to fear T might have missed my husband too. 
*Which is the way to the Gross Obir?’ I asked of a 
passing peasant. The man stared with surprise, waved 
_ his band with a short ‘hinauf, and then added something 
_ in which T distinguished ‘nit fir frauen.’ ‘The absurdity 
of lonely lady asking the way to such mountain as 
sand at that time of day, struck me forcibly enough, 


APPROACH TO KLAGENFURT. a5 


Volkermarkt between nine and ten, and took the diligence 
at twelve for Klagenfurt, Through the dusty plain and 
under a blazing sun we jogged on in the sleepy afternoon at 
the rate of four miles an hour, The view to the south as 
the sun’s rays began to slant was a fairy land for variety 
and intricacy of mountain form; ridge behind ridge, all 
softened into the most tender outlines and delicate tones of 
colour, reminding us in some degree of the grand view of 
the Terglou Alps from Radmannsdorf. ‘The whole range 
of the Karavanken was displaying to our farewell its highest 
ideal of loveliness, sot off, too, to great effect by the long line 
of isolated cliff that formed the middle distance. This is the 
edige of tho Satnitz plateau, which, covered with wood and 
pasture, runs east and west for miles like an island ga the 
green level of the Carinthian plain, and separating it from 
the Drave, which flows to the southward, at the base of the 
Karayanken chain, The structure, situation, and inhabj- 
tants of this plateau are all peculiar, the latter being entirely 
Slovenes. We must confess to having lost the approach to 
Klagenfurt, for the heat and the slow motion sent us off 
to sleep at last, like the rest of our fellow-passengers, I 
ean, bowever, tnake up for the omitted description by 
relating a few particulars respecting the situation ami 
history of this capital of Carinthia, which G—— has 
picked up from various sources. 

You will see on the map, near Klagenfurt, a lake 
called the Wrther See. The plain of Kingenfurt 
stretches from this luke fifteen miles eastward, to the point 
where the Drave emerges from behind the Satnite platenu, 
Its width is about half that distance, and the city is situ- 
sted about three miles from the See, which appears to be 
the remains of a much larger luke that in prehistoric times 
filled the whole of the basin. 

The plain, covered to great depth with diluvium, is 








t ‘of the monster's mouth, the serfs sprang from their 
hiding-place, belabouring him with their iron-headed clubs 
till be was dispatched. Where this combat took place a 
peaceful village was planted, the Duke built a protecting 
Schloss, and, in course of time, village and Schloss became 
Klagenfurt, the plough of the farmer invading in all 
directions the once dragon-haunted wilderness, 

‘The Schloss is gone, but tradition still points out the 
‘Golden Gocse’ in the ‘Old-square' ax its site—the 
centre of ancient Kiagenfurt—and in the *New-square’ 
fis @ great greeny-bronze figure of a dragon (Lindwurm) 








TRE NEAOGY OF KLAGEXTERT. 


‘opening itx mouth upon a man with a club, in memory of 
‘the dragon conflict. It wax erected in 1590 upon a mass 
‘of stone brought from the Kreutzborg, near the lake. Some 
people, I shouki tell you, prefer another explanation of the 
origin of Klagenfurt, derived from its etymology, They 
“mppose that the town gradually clustered round some 


NE of those times when so much of the 
= . 









country was a morass; portions of it <till remain in that 
state.” 

West of the dragon monument is a statue of Maria 
‘Theresa, with the Hungarian crown on her head. This, the 
work of Ralthnsar Moll of Vienna, a pupil of the famous 
Donner, was erected in memory of a visit of the Empe=—== 
in 1765. And for another historical monument, I mayemey 
mention an obelisk on the ‘Cardinal’ equare, commemo——_- 
rating the pence of Presburg in 1809, placed there by theese 
Cardinal Prince of Salm, the Mecenas of his countepse—y 
‘The material was brought all the way from the Untersberge—aen 
near Salzburg. This is the Cardinal, it may interest omaaru 
Alpine friends to know, to whose benevolence was due thsi 
construction of the Salmshitte, now in ruins, 9,000 focme—ce 
above the sea, on the side of the Gross Glockner. Thai 
Carinthian House of Assembly, marked hy two towers, dtm 
from 1591. Tt contains a fine room decorated from fox—o0) 
to ceiling with the arms and shields of the Carinthian s====> 
bility, while upon the ceiling is represented the homage t# 4 
the Emperor Charles VL, painted by a Carinthian artiat 
Two other paintings in the same hall depict the old mod aed 
of homage to the Dukes of Carinthia. 

You will now be able to appreciate something of th=ihe 
intarest with which we sallied out on the evening cm & 
our arrival to inspect the old town. The quaint antiques» 
looking House of Assembly was one of our first pointe 
Then we wandered through the squares, criticising the=—=!" 
queer statues—one of them, the famous dragon—enormou===™™* 
enough. Some of the houses are singular in their o> 
mentation. One amused us much, Over each of ica 


© Some yr age thst of atin ine Pee) ee 
dng ont of the diluviam near Klagenfurt, ard preserved in the 
them. ‘The common people teliered it to be a —— 
the ‘Lindwarm.” ° 
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numerous windows was carved in relief the head and 
shoulders of alion in full front, his fore paws grasping the 
upper corners of the window, and his hinder ones the 
lower, so that the window itself appeared to open into the 
stomach of the animal. The formal, yet varied, expression 
of such a family of pompous old lions gave a most comical 
aspect to the physiognomy of the house. Most of the shops 
have a picture painted either on the wall or a board, re- 
presenting the sort of articles that are sold within, and these 
gaily lettered decorations add much liveliness of colour to 
the streets. Altogether, we think Murray unjust to the old 
capital in his rather depreciating remarks; and the neigh- 
Dourhood has attractions which we must return to. At 
present we have an object in view which becomes pressing. 
The Wulfenia in flower is yet to be obtained, and the 
Alpine plants are so much more advanced than G— 
expected to find them, that we must hurry on to Hermagor. 


Hermagor: July 24, 1862. 

Dear E—., We left Klagenfurt on the afternoon of the 
17th, and at 3 pat. stepped on board the little steamer 
that navigutes the Worther See. Twelve miles of water 
landed us at Velden; and thence a stellwagen brought us 
to Villach at 9 at night. I will guther for you a few 
more notices of the Klagenfurt neighbourhood, which, as 
we picked them out of a Carinthian guide-book, helped 
to render the voyage on the lake the more interesting. 
It seems there is a view from the lofty tower of the parish 
church of St. Egydius, a building dating from the origin 
of Christianity in these parts, which gives a splendid 
panorama of Carinthia. Many ‘illustrious personages,” 
and even ‘ crowned heads,’ have descended from the gallery 
decluring that the prospect is one of the most remarkable 
inthe Empire. One may well imagine it to be so, with the 
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Noric Alps on one side, the graceful Karavanken on the 
other, the Lake in the midst, and the curious plates of 
Satnitz diversifying the plain. Then, away some six miles 
to the north, there is Karnberg, the oldest castle in Carin- 
thin, near which is still seen the stone pedestal on whick 
all the Dukes of Carinthia sat for installation; while 
at a short distance is the equally venemble ‘Herzog== 
‘Stuhl, where they received the homage of their subjectsoss 
This custom is older than the thirteenth century, ancomed 
continued down to 1597, when, on January 28, the Emm 
peror Ferdinand oceupiod the Stuhl on the last occasiomear 
of the kind. Still more interesting, however, is the amb 
Church of Maria Saal, on the ridge above the ‘Stub al’ 
a little more to the cast. The two towers may be seen freee 
& great distance. This is the oldest church in Carinthiee= = 
In a.m. 754, St. Modestus, with four priests, arrived hene—e=ft 
as missionary bishop, sent by the Archbiehop of Salzburg} 
to instruct the people in the Catholic faith. There ime 4% 
a sinall cottage below the church where he is reputed t= & 
have lived, which still bears the name of the ‘Modesti=ee= 
stickl’ He lies buried in front of the altar in the churche=—* 
Here always the Duke, after his installation at the Karaberg =e 
came to hear high mass in presence of all the dignitana=="" 
of the country. Here too he partook of a meal, while hia" 
cupbearer, carver, and others were solemnly installed ie@® 
their turn; and then betaking himself to the neighbouriaga*8 
«Saal ’ or *Zollfeld,’ he received the homage of his vaxale=—4 
from the ‘Stubl,’ and took oath to dispense justice ta alata! 
applicants, The ducal chair is but roughly constructed =< 
old hewn stones, and, during its thousand yeurs and 
of existence, has suffered much from weather. It ix cloa===* 
by the road, and in 1834 was inclosed within fron railings=—=—=* 
Composed of two seats with a common back; there i 
be sen on the edges of the back, cut in two pe 
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und opposite lines of Roman letters, a question and its 
answer, ‘Has be the Holy Faith?’ the one, and the 
other, ‘The Faith —¢o at least they are rendered. 

Yet another interest attaches to this neighbourhood. 
Near the little castle of Téltschach, not far to the north 
of the Maria Snal, ix a small pine wood, which conceals 
excavations that for hundreds of years have proved a mine 
of Koman antiquities. Those identify, beyond a doubt, 
‘the site of Virunum, the oldest and most important city of 
‘Roman Noricum, whence the Roman roads, still visible in 
their traces here and there, streamed out in all directions, 
No wonder that this elevated plain, universally known as 
‘the Zolifeld, should be chosen by the early dukes as tho 
seat of their power, and should be considered the classic 
ground of Carinthia. 

‘This Warthur See, which now helps us so plewantly on 
our way to Villach, is one of several long and narrow lakes 
in Carinthia, Near Villach is another, the Ossiacher See; 
and I may as woll relate one other historical incident of 
which this is the scene. On the border of the lake is the 
former abbey of that name, claiming a higher antiquity 
then any other in the country, but now only used as a 
place for rearing army horses. Here,about the year 1060, 
resided tho great Boleslauz, King of Poland. His lawless 
life bad brought down upon him a sentence of excom- 
munication from Pope Gregory XU. In retaliation, be 
desved an order forbidding mass to be suid in Cracow, and, 
detecting the bishop of the city performing mass in secret, 
slew him by the side of the altar. Struck with remorse, 
he repaired to Rome to sue for absolution and the removal 
ofthe Papal rentence. The journcy led him through the 
soft and peaceful-looking scenery of Ossiach, and its 
Attractiventes so dwelt upon his mind that he finally 
resalved to enter, unknown, the abbey walls as a common 
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weathered blackly round us when but an hour or so from 
Hermagor, and the driver, balting for another bait, drew 
under the broad eaves of a house. Yet, notwithstanding 
this delay, and the rolling up of heavy clouds which 
promised a deluge, it did not burst till we were safely 
sheltered in our pretty Hermagor. Short it was, though 
sharp; and in the evening, strolling up the Gitsch Thal, 
we enjoyed the exquisite fragrance of the freshened air, 
and the beauty of a scene in which, as a twelvemonth 
ago, the Dobrateth in evening light, suffused with the most 
tender tints—ailver, blue, aud faint vermilion—was the 
chief feature of its loveliness. ‘ 

We have spent several days in this retreat, where we 
find every comfort and not a few luxuries. Among the 
former, large basing, instead of pie-dishes, to wash in, and, 
wonderful to sy, delicate pink soap! and for the latter, an 
elegantly arranged toilet-table, with pin-cushion and hand 
bell, and some fair oil paintings. The room, which opens 
from a small antechamber upstairs, ix small but cosy; two 
windows, shaded by curtains, look upon tho church, up 
fights of etepa, opposite; and another shows the vista of 
the long street, closed in by a green mountain slope. The 
old Kellnerin, who was both a trouble and an amusement 
last year, has given place to a clean, quiet, and obliging 
*Kammer Madchen’; and there is a very accomplished 
cook, whose resources, as far as a week's trial has tested 
them, ecem inexhaustible. Is it not strange to meet with 
all this in 4 Carinthian country village? Perhaps we owe 
it to the botanists who come for the Wulfenia, 

‘The Wulfeniat Of course a visit to the Gartner Kogel 
is our grest evont. At half-past six, July 19, the mists 
low in the valley, but the day promising to be fine, we 
Marted with a guide, hoping to see the wood slopes blue 
with the beautiful spikes of the longed-for flower. I need 
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not degeribe the ascent; you heard about that amd ibe 
character of the mountain last year. Qur impatienct 
increased as we approached the alp shoulder—the Kilbweg® 
—which is the habitat of the plant. Alas! instead of the 
purple hugs, there were only myriads of stalks, brown axai 
bare, rising out of the broad green root leaves. The glowry 
had departed—we were a week—only a week too late! 
Not to lose a chance, however, G—, a few days aft==t- 
wards, started for the Watschacher Alp, a little higher = 
the valley than the Gartner Kogel, which it adjoins It 
is the only other known habitat of the Wudfenia, and = # 
G— intended to visit the Gartnor also before descerse- 
ing, the expedition was beyond my powers. We drove =i" 
gether in a little light carriage, about an bourand a half, 
the village of Watschig, where the ascent begins. [ta * 
morning of cloud and mist. A pleasant, dark-eyed Ines? 
woman came out of the village Gasthaus to offer criti 
who spoke of the mountain as ‘sehr steil, ‘sehr oe! 
and shook her head at the look of the weather, G——— 
and his guide, however, took the hill undaunted; and o 
my return drive to Hermagor, T was happy to see the ===" 
penetrate the mists with promising good will The da==h 
indeed, proved beautiful. The pedestrian, though === 
more fortunate in their search for the Wulfenia in flows" 
which yet grows in such abundance that when in ble 
the alp must be quite a sight—found many good — 
The woods, too, were rich in ferns, both in species and 
individuals, and G- had nowhere observed single — 
trees so tall and massive. From the Watschacher the"! 
passed on to the rocky summits of the Gartner Kogel, ae! 
its southern fue, where the view in that direction ~—™™ 
very fine. Six distinct ridges could be counted, one al 
the other, the Inst being the snow fields of Monte Canin" 
Part of the great platform at the foot of which 













stands. The Luschariberg, the holy mountain of our Inst 
year’s pilgrimage, was conspicuous with its tiny white 
cluster of buildings at the top—a mere speck; and the 
road to Italy, below the Pontebba, could be seen running 
southwards for miles, through a narrow defile, and in close 
fellowship with the torrent, till lost at the base of a fine 
chain of mountains stretching east and west. ‘The aky was 
brilliantly clear towards evening, except that upon every 
near peak was a wisp of mist, as if each were giving out 
its own amoke. : 

This disappointment about the 
ludicrous, after having come eo fi 
pot a little mortifying, and call 
next year, Meanwhile, I wi 
sccount given by a more for 


It is «contribution to « botani 
Vienna :— 

*At six o'clock in the moi 
wt Mayer's Inn Mt Wesechig a 


im, He told 
re ee on the 


a alp richer than any othe 
while from it I could retum to Watschig, by way of the 


Kiillwege. 
*I followed his directions In the fieki close to. the 
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and ran away. There was not a soul to ask a question of; 
and after packing my plants, I ascended the long lines of 
debeis to the peaks and precipices that bound the alp 
towards the south and east, and whose highest point is tho 
Gartner Kogel. While clitnbing, I heard shepherd-boys 
boating to their cattle, Iwill have a try at these fellows, 
thought I. But as soon as they saw me steering towards 
them, away they went, driving their cattle quickly down- 
wards, over knoll and ridge! I now began to bo seriously 
uneasy. How shall I find the “ Repp” or the Kiihwege, or 
assbelter for the night, if all doors are shut against me and 
everybody runs away? Yet for a time my attention was 
diverted; for there bloomed abundantly around me in 
the grass, Homogyne discolor, Linum alpinum, Achillea 
Clawener, Thlaspi rotundifolium, Serophularia Hoppii, 
Corastium latifolium, Popaver alpinum, Pedicularis 
rotea. In the chinks of the precipices, Arabis pumila, 
Laserpitivm peacedanoides, Sesleria spherrocephala ; and 
at their hase, Rhododendron chamacistus and Potentilla 
nitida! Still eager in my quest, I directed my steps to 
the highest points of the Kogel, where grew Sazifraga 
Bureeriana, and a multitude of the beautiful and rare 
Gentiana imbricata, 

*But again came the question, What was I to do? I 
climbed the ridge between the Gartner and the nearest 
neighbouring summit, and then downwards over debris, to 
the precipitous face of the mountain, for a pawage to some 
alp below. But the lower I got, the less I seemed to 

‘human habitations, and the more to be involved 
in the depths of a frightful “ Tobel.” The slope was so steop 
‘and the forest so difficult, that nothing remained but to 
take to the bed of the stream and clamber down the rocks 
‘Tu this way I slid over wet slippery slabs, and let myself 


wa m ledge to ledge. The stream splashed over me, 





und once swept out of my hand my map, full’ of precious: 
plants; I wus fortunate, however, in recovering it. At last 
the stream took a leap which forbade my accompanying it 
any further; I was compelled to work my way through the 
wood, and, as evening waa coming on, my position became 
almost desperate. Sceing presently that the bed of the 
stream below me had become less steep, T descended toit 
again, but ina short space the sides of the ravine closelis, 
the stream once more threw itself over an edge, and wone 
than ever, the ravine itself seemed entirely closed bya wall 
of felled trees belonging to the sluice of a timber slide It 
was night, and every chance of getting out of this frightial 
“graben seemed denied me. Tn the midst of ry disres 
I suddenly caught sight of a small block hut ameng the 
scrub at the foot of some rocks, Words cannot expres ay 
joy at this discovery. I crossed the stream and found it 
hut closed only by a wooden bar, Within, a bench ma 
along the wall, covered with fir branches, and upon tis 
evidently the sleeping place of some woodeutter, I ley dunt 
and spent aquict night. My clothes were much damage 
and I had nothing to eat, but I was reassured in rnind, 8 
there was certain to be a path from the hut in some din 
tion or other, 

*At dawn of day I lost no time in reconnoitring BY 
position, and soon discovered a tree thrown over the strat! 
to serve asa bridge. As 1 expected, a path Jed fre i 08 
the other side, and after two hours of bard climbing, t 
reached the ridge of a wooded mountain, and leant the 
voices of shephents. Further on, I came upon a woiia® 
and a child tending cattle, who to my great jay dicl nott™l 
away. They belonged to the Kahwege Alp, but the hilt 
she told me were at a considerable distance, She was fall 
of wonder as to whence I had come, and T relate 
the events of the last twenty-four hours, 
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‘me the way to Watschig. The child went o short distance 
with me for this purpose, and then a tall bearded chamois- 
heenter—Martin of Watschig—took me in hand, and by ten 
@elock, with a wolfish appetite from twenty-cight hours of 
fasting, I found myself again in the village.’ 

You will see that the poor professor would be very 
Jikely to endorse Goldsmith's line about the rude Carin- 
‘thian boor. The professor has left his name in the botani- 
eal history of these parts, for a Serratula, a plant allied to 
‘the thistle, and found by him at Auf der Plecken, our 
Favourite retreat last year, has been designated Serratula 

Vulpii. 

G— has made another ascent during our stay at 
Hermagor—that of the Reiskofel. It ix one of those pro« 
vainent and isolated peaks on the north side of the Gail 
‘Thal, which answers to the Gartner Kogel and others on 
the south. The first part of the way is up the Gitech Thal 
to Weimbriach, the village where we dined last year on our 
exeursion to the Weisensee. [went so far with G—— in 
4 carriage, and wns recognised at once by the people at 
the inn, and not by them only, but by the eurly fellow who | 
left ws in the lurch at Raibl, soon afterwards, It must 
have been rather asturprise to him. ‘This evening, the last 
of our stay, we have taken a farewell walk from Hermagor, 
down the valley about four miles, to the Preseler See. 
‘The little lake ix beautifully set. It soomed as if the 
beilliant green meadow formed o basin for the steely blue 
water, Beyond it glistoned the white spire of a village 
chureh, perehed upon a gentle slope, with a pine wood for 
tackground, and to the left rose the bulky mass of the 
Dobratseh in profile, its own rich tints intensified by the 
vermilion hues of sunset, The whole scene was a perfect 
picture, and wo turned from it only when sober twilight 
feminded ux we were a long way from our inn. 
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How sorry we shall be to leave our pleasant quarters: 
eight daya have made us quite at home in thom. The 
sweet sounds of the singing at daily service in the church, 
wafted over to my room, where a sprained foot has ke=y* 
me much a prisoner, hare been very pleasant to listen 
T have borrowed the service book to make extracts, Mo«cet 
of the music is by Gregor Riharja of Laibach, the somexe 
composer whose ‘sacred songs’ (Sveti Pesmi) I obtaim=net 
last year from the organist at Veldes in Carniola. at 
night there is the chant of the watchman, immediatelyger # 
the striking of every hour, It rans thus: 

* Allo meine Herren laert each wages, 

Der Hammer het Zehn geseblagen, 

Bewabret das Feuer end Licht, 

Dass uns der liebe Gatt bobs, 

‘Bite bei Gott fir une, O Maria! 
Hist Zebn geechlagen.’ 


To-morrow we leave for Villach and Klagenfurt gaiae—* 
week only remains before the meeting time with 
friends at Tarvis. 


Tarrie: Angue 2 

Dear E—, We left Hermagor last Saturday, July 26 
Our driver, cheery and talkative, was an old acquaintes=2*° 
of last year. A splendid waistcoat was donned for the 
casion, and his hat was ornamented with yellow everlastiao™® 
carnations, and a lemon-scented geranium, to say 
of three feathers stuck bolt upright, plucked from the ta 0f 
a Cochin China, A cosy little carriage ands capital how 
carried ux along at & great pace till we climbed behind the 
Dobratsch into the Bleiberg district again. Now, as before, 
the distant precipices of the Carniola chain—or Julie 
Alpe—were seen sbarply cut out against the bine—so bard 
and yet so soft! I noticed in my last bipriccc- 
works of the Bleiberg, but did I mention i 
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stacks of wood piled ready for their use? Every cottage 
has, of course, its stack hoarded for winter, but those pro= 
vided for the lead amelting are on a scale 30 gigantic a3 to 
make one tremble for the forests. 

‘This mountain road brought us down upon Villach, 
where we spent a night on our way to Hermagor, It isa 
pretty town on the banks of the Drave, in a plain varied 
with hill and dale, and on three sides girt in by mountain 
peaks. Eustward the plain extends towards Klagenfurt. 
Our driver, who dashed very spiritedly into Villach, greeted 
by weveral young Frauen of his acquaintance, here com- 
pleted his engagement with us. The humbler stellwagen 
conveyed us in three hours to the Worther See, and another 
three on the boat, brought us to Klagenfurt. We had 
stayed before at the * Post,’ an inferior inn; now we went 
to the largest in the town—the * Kaiser von CEsterreich,’ 
which is deserving of our commendation. The windows of 
our spacious room face the large square or platz, of which 
the centre ornament. is an old-fashioned monument of many 
figures, quaint and crumbly, surmounted by the statue of 
Saint Florian. The custom of the house is, morning— 
coffee in the bedroom; dinner by carte at half-past twelve 
in the salle; and supper, which is dinner over again, at 
eight. There is a large bevy of officers, white-coated, or 
tn blue and silver, and once, at dinner, a General, with a 
young wife and children, graced the occasion, and #0 dazzled 
the waiters, that no civilian could be attended to, much to 
the disgust of an irate old gentleman near us—alwnys 
very particular about his dishes. 

With all this company the Visitors’ book shows not one 
English name; but ms the railway will be opened next year 
from Marburg, tourists will probably soon make their way 
to Klagenfurt, which is central for excursions to every 
qquarter of Carinthin. In the remote east we see our old 
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ich on Jan. 25, 1348, brought down there a portion 
of the mighty Dobratsch, The ascent of the ridge we 
“made on foot, striking into grascy and shady xide paths, 
which cut off much of the distance. The hot san brought 
out multitudes of butterflies. ‘The tawny spotted Fritil- 
Jaries, large and strong of wing, hung on the thistles by 
scores. We often sce the Camberwell Boauty, a rich dark 
maroon with amber-coloured border to the wings; the 
Apollo, Peacock, Painted Lady,the three sorts of Siwallow~ 
tail, and once, near Hermagor, met with the rarer Purple 
Emperor. At the top of tho pasa is a boundary post, 
marking the entrance upon Krain (Carniola) Upon this 
spot we all stood Inst year looking down over the then 
‘unvisited Villach country. Now, we hoped for better 
fortune than we had then experienced at the little Warzen 
inn. The burst of the Save mountains as we descended, 
was really glorious, This time we were lucky, and not only 
in quarters, but in breakfast, though it was nearly twelve 
before we got it. Then out upon the grassy slope for a 
sketch of the Philosopher's ‘haunt,’ and in the evening 
we followed his favourite walk to the eource of the Save, 
‘The pool, or small lake, where the river rises, extends some 
distance by the side of the road, and our steps disturbed 
‘2 multitude of brilliantly-marked malachite-green frogs. 
‘They went hopping and plopping into the water in succes 
sion, just stopping a moment on the surface for another 
look before the plunge. The evening light upon the 
Stou Berg, and other mountain profiles at the lower end of 
the valley, was very beautiful, but the west was lurid with 
something else than sunset glow. We returned only in 
time to shelter from a storm which made a night of it, and 
detained us prisoners part of the following day. 
* August 1.—The thermometer was down to 48° in the 
night, a fall of eleven degrees, so the air felt quite keen ag 
AA 
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we started in the usual little car for Raibl. It was a ver 
different arrival from the dark, stormy, and inhospitable 
one with S—— and her husband, when soldiers filled the 
inn. Now there was plenty of room. In course of the 
day we strolled up the Predil Pass, botanising successfulk. 
The showy bright-blue Aquilegia pyrenaica was in grat 
abundance on the rocks, and by the edge of the lake we 
surprised a black salamander. On our return we called 
the old lady who sheltered us on that not-to-be-forgotta 
night. She was overjoyed to see us—such shaking f 
hands and clacking of Deutech! The kind little wife d 
the commissary was gone with the soldiers, To Tarviswe | 
drove in the pleasant afternoon, taking possession of mot | 
comfortable rooms at the ‘Gelbfuss,’ in the upper village; | 
and yesterday, August 3, accomplished a happy meetisg | 
with our friends and fellow-travellers, J—— and 8—. | 
. . . . . ° 
‘Yours affectionately, 
‘A—? 


CHAPTER XIII. 
MOUNTAINS OF FRIULI, OR CARNIA. 


Plan of Journey—Diligence from Salzburg to Villach—Old Times at 

Villach— Ober Tarvis—Descent of the Pontebba—Resiutta—The Ta- 

gliamento and Tolmezzo— Adelaida — Arrival at Rigolato—Forni 

Avoltri— German Colony of Sappada 
“Srx o'clock on Saturday evening, August 2, at the inn- 
door of Ober Tarvis.” With those words Churchill and his 
wife parted from us in England; then and there we were 
to keep our tryst. This village is excellently situated 
for command either of the Drave, the Gail, the Save, 
or the Isonzo valleys; but the advantage it offered to 
ourselves at this time was its position at the head of the 
Pontebba Pass, leading directly to Friuli, a district into 
which we had not yet set foot. Through it we might 
approach the Dolomites from quite a new direction; 
while at the same time we traversed a line of moun- 
tainous country which, though forming part of the distant 
horizon of Venice, is abyolutely unknown to the ordinary 
tourist. 

Our plan was to keep southward of our former course, 
as well as to reverse its direction—travelling now from 
east to west, as then from west to east. In a good 
map the chain of the Carnic Alps is very distinctly 
marked. it is that portion of the great range which more 
immediately overhangs the plains at the head of the Gulf 
of Venice. Our previous journey, after leaving the chief 
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the Kinigsce pleasantly filled up the two days at our 
disposal; but on our return to Salzburg it was vexatious 
to find that the hour of departure had been put several 
“hours later, so that, not reaching Villach before ten on 
Saturday night, it would be impossible for us to fulfil our 
‘The afternoon journey from Salzburg—an afternoon so 
gloriously hot as to make amends for all the chilly summer 
months in England that year—rotraced, as far as Werfen, 
the earliest of our tours—through Golling—through the 
the grand pass of Luegy. At Werfen, just as dusk was 
falling, we turned to the left ont of the Gastein road, 
working through many dark hours, rendered darker by the 
dark woods, towards Radstadt—a small walled town on 
the borders of Styria. Not far beyond, commences the 
* Radstadter Tauern,’ the first of two passes which open the 
way into Carinthia, How long we had been ascending I 
do not know ; but after a drowsy consciousness for some 
| tine of exceedingly slow progress, and a queer rattling of 
chains, I discovered that the road was tilted at a very steep 
slant, and that four patient oxen were harnessed in front 
of the horses, When morning broke, in a sky of exquisite 
purity, and the ascent still continued, it was time to turn 
out into the fresh air, and enjoy the rosy tints which 
touched the mountain tops. Behind, in the distance, was 
the serrated line of the Dachstein, near Halstadt; around, 
| Gare summits, not remarkable but for the glorification of 
dawn; and immediately about us, alpine meadows and 
sparse pine and bush. This pass is over the subsiding 
portion of the Noric range, and is reckoned a five hours’ 
business. The descent on the south, though for a long 
time uniateresting, displays one fine view over the upper 
Maur Thal, before the road drops into it at St. Michnel. 
Before noon that day, a second ridge, the Katechberg, of 
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the south rises the long line of the Karavanken, overtopped 
by somo of the higher summits of the Julian Alps beyond. 
The wooded Carinthian hills close round on the north anid 
east; and westward rises tho Villach Alp, culminating in 
the Dobratsch. Defended by the Drave and Gail in front, 
and backed by the Karavanken range, the vast encampment 
of the Turkiah host might spread for many miles, and be 
a convenient dep6t for the plunder and prisoners of all the 
rudiating valleys. But there, ax in a net, they might be 
caught; and there, attacked by the Carinthian chivalry, 
assisted by the Emperor Maximilian, and under tho 
command of Kevenhiller—a name famous in these wans-— 
they were, after a terrific contest, broken and destroyed. 
Few would regain the Hungarian frontier through the 
‘numerous intervening defiles or mountain pastes, which- 
ever way they fled. 

By reason of this momentous battle, the name of Villach 
yet lingers in the cars of the nineteenth century. Formerly 
St was known through Europe, in connexion with Venice, 
5 a great emporium of Eastern trafic. It was the 
commercial city of Carinthia. St. Veit was famous as the 
‘meat of the Ducal Court, Friesach for its military strength, 
Villach, yet more, for its commerce. In Roman times it 
was known as‘ Villa ad Aquas,’ from which the derivation of 
its present name ix obvious In s.p. 878 it ix mentioned, 
and its boundaries described, in a grant from King 
‘Karlman to the monastery of Octtingen. The Emperor 
‘Henry IL. gave it to the bishopric of Bamberg, founded 
by him, and to this it remained attached for 700 years, 
By the rights and liberties obtained, the city grew in riches 
and importance, attracting artimns and traders from far 
and near. At that time, when the roads of Tyrol were 
Jom practicable, merchandise from Germany generally went 

by way of Salzburg to Villach, and thence througt the 
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~ Canal Thal—now known as the Pontebba Pass—to Vesic: 
From Vienna and Upper Austria also, the traffic came this 
way, on account of the unsafe condition of the reals 
through Carniola. Down to a late period, Villach kept ? 
‘an intimate connexion with Nuremberg, Augsburg, ox) 
Ratisbon, which cities maintained commercial agencioss & 
Venice. Villach boasts, in fact, to have been at one t= =* 
concerned in the carrying trade of three quarters of the 
globe; for which enormous transit the Gail Thaland “the 
Katschberg district eupplied the draught and pack hora 

In the products of the country also, viz. iron, lead, plasaks, 
timber for the masts of ships, &c., a most active trade “WH 
carried on; in which the Jews, who were numerous @ 
Villach and the neighbouring villages, took a lively part 
Nor did the knights and nobles of the country round 
disclaim to make a profit by supplying an armed escort fir 
the trade caravans, and by manning the town walls in times 
of danger. Many of them erected in Villach 
residences, and became patricians of the city. The 
Kovenhiiller, now princes; the Grotta, mbsequently counts; 
the Seenusse, afterwards barons; the Leiningen, and others, 
were among its magnates. But a greater name than that 
of either prince or count: illustrates the annals of Villach 
Here lived the father of Theophrastus Paracelsus, practising 
us chemist and physician. His renowned son sneceeded 
him for a time, but died at Salzburg, where his tomb is to 
be seen in the churchyard of St. Sebastian, 

We were too soon out of Villach, and it wax too seen 
hidden among the trees of the broken plain in whieh it 
stands, for us 1 retain much impression of this old and 
historical town, It was filling with peasants for the 
Sunday, and the sun was blazing in its open streets. 
Besides, as our little carriage cleared the erowd and the 


houses, the shapes of the ae 
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front—the Mangert in their midst; and presently, as we 
exept round into the valley of the Gail, the long searped 
flank of the mighty Dobratsch, quite filled our thoughts 
and set our pulses going with delight. . 

For some distance our road bore southward, skirting the 
western side of the hummocky plain; then, crossing the 
Gail, and reaching the foot of the Karavanken hills, it 
bore off to the right, towards the opening at Tarvis, by 
which it penetrates the great Carnic chain of Alps, and 
deseends upon the Venetian provinces, Thia was the road 
which made Villach great. Before the ‘Trieste railway it 
was still the grand route between Venice and Vienna; and 
the readers of Mendelssohn's delightful letters will find 
that it was by this road he first entered Italy. Tho road 
to Wurzen, on the Save, so highly prized by Sir Humphry 
Davy, and described in A——'s letters, a few pages back, 
‘strikes directly up into the Karavanken, soon after the 
‘Gail has been crossed. 

‘Two hours from Villach we baited at the picturesque 
owillage of Arnoldstein—picturesque from its situation at 
he outrush of a strean from the broken foot of the hills, 
From its castle on a rock, from its view of the soaring 
Wobratech across the valley—a scarred line of precipice, 
Searred, I my, and truly ; for it bears witness to the terrible 
warthquake of 1348, already referred to in our account of 
‘the Gail Thal. 

‘That castle on the rock was then a monastery, built by 
veone Arnold and hia wife Matilda at the time of the great 
slispute between Popo Gregory VIL and Henry IV. as to 
‘the right of investiture, On the 25th of January, in the 
‘year named, the abbot Florian was standing at one of its 
‘windows observing, not without forbodings of evil, the 
murky atmosphere. Suddenly, the Dobratsch opposite 
seemed bodily to fall, The blast of wind it caused, threw 
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him backwards; and eo violent was the movement of the 

rock beneath, that he believed himself and all his moaks 

to be sinking into the bowels of the earth. The buildings 

of Arnoldstein were covered with dust; and the spor 
Tying between it and the mountain —perhaps three miles— 

was heaped with mounda of rubbish, under which mary 
villages and castles lay buried. The parish church of 
Villach fell, many houses, and part of the city walk=— 
damages which the Prince Bishop of Bamberg came 

generously to repair. A portion of the Gorlitz,a moun =a 
by the side of the Ossiacher See, was thrown into the l==mkt 
In the far distant valley of Primiero, as we sball Ev 
occasion to tell, the earthquake wrought similar mischamsalels 
but in all that spasm of terror few could have been smses0 
advantageously situated for the spectacle than the abbo=—* 
Amoldstein. To us the scene was lovely, though  #ill 
above was the scarred mountain aide, and below 
mounded plain, 

There were yet two hours of continual ascent be=—ire 
little Tarvis showed itself. Our progress up this road ——_‘s#t 
year had been amidst clouds and rain, with the Konigsh= = 
Alboin’s mountain, in a gloomy shroud of storm, No =% 
it was clad in a vesture of light, and light and heat floo=al 
allthe laudseape. It was two o'clock before we stoppee— 
the quiet door of Herr Gelbfuss's inn; from open wind” 
above we heard familiar voices, heads were popped <=" 
and there was a bustle within; but before any <9 
else, a little woman rushed from the door, and alse <* 
hugged us in the warmth of her welcome It == 
Amelie, now settled in Tarvis with ber bushand (ed 
vanced to a higher grade in Commissaryship), and allie 
to live comfortably in their own house. Churobill and #4 
wife, sunburnt and healthful with their month amomy 
the mountains, were close behind; the rs 











fellnerin, the Commissary himself, quickly followed, and 
o, surrounded by friends, and under a battery of greetings 
questions, we mounted to the cheerful upper floor. 
h an arrival made a happy ending to our ten days’ 
ney from England, 
Ober Tarvis is far better situated than the older village 
below, which we visited before, and the inn supplies very 
mfortable quarters. Herr Gelbfuss at this time was 
ent with the inspector of forests, on his annual visit; 
the selection of him for this, is proof of his intelligence, 
osition, and knowledge of the country. His wife had 
that ladylike appearance which we often found united 
ith the character of landlady in these Carinthian inns. 
‘e wore rather amused, however, with her reply, when 
ed the number of her children, * Oh, flinf etiicke’—five 
es—which seemed rather lacking in the maternal 
iment. From near the inn an old road, now disused, 
runs back round the face of the hill at a considerable 
height above the present route, It forms a charming 
terrace walk, commanding all the fairest prospects—down- 
wards towards the Gail; opposite, tothe noble Saye moun~ 
tains and the Mangert, towering grandly; and southward 
to where the Kénigsberg fills up the gap of the Predil Pass, 
and the Wischberg frowns behind him. On this terrace 
road our evening stroll was prolonged till dusk, and almost 
all Monday was spent there also; we gave ourselves that 
day for various final preparations before diving into Italy, 
and the recesses of the Friuli mountains. 

‘Tarvis offers to tho tourist in these parts the most im- 
portant advantages, On the crest of the pass, it commands 
both the northern and southern slopes of the Carnie chain. 
The Julian Alps commence just beyond it to the east, and 
the Gartner Kogel (the Wulfenia mountain) is in near 
neighbourhood on the west. A day's excursion will show 
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you the beauties of the upper Save, or Davy’s favourite 
solitary lake ut the foot of the Mangert. The Dobratsch, 
and the Luschari Berg, especially the formor, afford from 
their summits magnificent panoramic view. Southward, 
between Tarvis and the back of the Flitsch mountains, there 
is scenery of almost unsurpusse! pictaresqueness and 
grandeur, Indeed a chapter might be devoted to the 
description of the country of which Tarvis forms the con- 
venient centre ; while historical interest is added to the 
scenic: here Massena wrested from the Archduke Charles 
the key of Carinthia: here Napoleon, fresh from the 
passage of the Tagliamento, balted for a night. 

Tt was like leaving home again as we packed the carriage 
on Tuesday morning for the descent of the Pontebba 
Amelie was there with tears in her eyes, and her husband 
in his uniform todo us honour. Frau Gelbfuss vied with 
the busy Kellnerin in care and kindness; the * fiinf stiickey 
were clustered on the door-step, and the clean house within 
looked twice as clean as we thought of the doubtful *Alber- 
gos’ and ‘ Osteriaa’ over the frontier, Little Tarvis, bright 
and German, gave us a farewell as cordial as its welcome 
had been warm, Our carriage was hired of the Postmaster 
for Resiutta, at the foot of the Pontebba. -: 

The Pilgrimage Church of the Luschari Beng shooe 
aloft as we passed the base of the hill. This time the 
silver-winged angel beckoned quite in vain, No ledges 
were flying down the mountain side, and S—— and A— 
could not recognise the course of their own descent, which 
at the time, they had little leisure to mote as they sped 
through the air. The water-uhed, where the Fella begins 
to flow, occurred not long after Saifaitz, with a grand view 
up a valley to the left. 

T can say more about this valley now than 
know then, The Churchills have since e: 
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report that no other valley in the district can compare 
with it in scenery. It leads to the base not only of the 
Wischberg to the left, but of a mountain variously named 
the Balitza Spitzen and the Jof di Montasio, on the right, 
which ix not known as it deserves, We have froquently 
observed it since from far-distant points, and it always 
held a proud supremacy among its neighbours, including 
even the Mangert. Captain Holemay gives, in the Pro- 
eeedings of the recently-formed Vienna Alpine Club, the 
height of the Montasio at 8,736 English feet, but does not 
mention his authority. It stands at the meeting-point of 
three valleys—the Seisera Thal, that just referred to; the 
Racoolano, which we passod lower down; and the Canale di 
Dogna. 

Soon after, the fort of Malborghet showed its white 
walls. This is smaller than the Predil, and does not: lool 
#0 strongly situated. Its enpture at the same time with 
ite sister fort has been already mentioned ; and, in memory 
of its similarly heroic defence, the same monumental lion 
is soulptured at the entrance. Perhaps the repetition is a 
little too suggestive of art by contract on the part of the 
prodent Emperor. At Pontafel, or Pontebba, the valley, 
whieh bas been running duc west, makes right anglo, and 
turns directly south. Here the Wulfenia mountain, or 
Gartner Kogel, is not far off to the north; but only wild 
white peaks and precipices met our view, and its front in 
this direction probably consists of the like. This valloy 
gives its name to the pass; and the bridge over the Fella in 
ite midst separates a German from an Italian population, 
and forms the frontier between Carinthia and Venetia, 
Murray speaks rather disparagingly of this pass; but the 
Martling grandeur of the glimpses continually occurring 
on the loft, first, as I have mid, towards the Wischberg and 
the Balitza Spitzen, and afterwards as we desconiied south- 
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wards, towards the sky-piercing summits which gunn] the 
Raccolano Thal, are enough to redeem the unimpressive 
features. The cheerful Alpine look is certainly gone. Ne 
bright cottages sparkle on the slopes. Some few hese 
are shovelled together at the openings of the glens—their 
walls the colour of mud, their roofs flat and dilapidated, 
their casements unglized—yet Nature, in her merey, has 
flung over their wretchedness green masses of the vite 
and the gourd in careless and abundant beanty, ands 
porphyritic redness in the soil reflects a glow of colour. 4 

sombre picturesqueness is the ruling impression, Nowe 

however, could think of a possible sleeping-place im any of 

the villages, and Resiutta, as we approached, lokel 

dismally like them; while a train of artillery wageat 

ranged without horsea along the road, and soldices & 

siesta under every rag of shade, spoke plainly of » fal 

inn, whatever else it might be. . 

There was time to reach Tolmezzo, on the Tagliamentt, 
two or three hours farther; but the situation of Resiuite at 
the entrance of the Resia valley, penetrating toward: 
Monte Canino and the back of the awful Plitsch mountains, 
tempted us to stay there if we could—a point which wt 
soon settled by the absence of any means of farther 
conveyance; and though officers and soldiers throage! 
the house, two decent rooms within its rambling walle 
were still at our disposal. The regiment was en rate 
for Klagenfurt; the day's march, commencing at fost 
in the morning, had finished by ten o'clock—an 
ment which left the long hours of heat for the spral- 
ing repose in which nine tenths of the men wee 
indulging, 

While we could spend our time—too short for a visit te 
the Resia—in the shade of trees, on 4 betes = od 
the forlorn and crowded inn could be 








er beyond it the broad white bed of the stream— 
the Fella; and then tier above tier of olive and violet- 
coloured mountains, with the splintery peaks of Dolomites 
more distant, filling up the intervals: or, climbing higher 
| asthe sun sunk lower, to a small chapel on a knoll, we 

looked into deep purple hollows among sterner mountains 

behind, where the Resia bored its way, to issue at Resiutta, 
| the broad and burning valley. 

Dn these military roads Theodore Hook's amusing 
description of the perplexities of a wedding party in the 
wake of a marching regiment came frequently to mind. 
‘The Churehills had to seck their bed-room through the 
officers’ supper party, and, shut in for the night within 
bearing of the lively sullies of the mess-table, found them- 
selves in company with pounds of candles, boots, and 
beetles. Artillery horses champed and stamped in the 
ables underneath: at four the trumpet sounded, and the 
ado which followed must needs have awakened any sleep= 
‘ing soul whose slumbers had survived the restless night. 

No horses still! The landlord and his steeds had all 
gone off together, and we must wait their return. The 
‘heat was almost blistering; S—— and A—— closed every 
shutter, and perched themselves for the morning on isolated 

| chains in the largest chamber; but Churchill and I started, 
nevertheless, to obtain some notion of the Resia valley 
| through its deep portals, Our discoveries were rather 
| negative than positive. The path along the sunny northern 
side of the valloy was carried, for the most part, upon » 
treeless and block-scattered slope. Certain massive, slab- 
faced mountains, hidden in the sun-glare, rose opposite on 
the south; bat it was long befure Monte Cunino, the 
ealmnination of the Flitecher Gebirge, was fairly seen at 
the: head. To our surprise it boro little trace of the 
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peculiar Flitsch character; and it was clear that the Resia 
valley approached the tamer side of that grest knot of 
mountains of which the Prestelinik is so remarkable a 
member. The Raccolano Thal, the next above the Resia, 
would probably introduce the explorer to a far finer scene. 

‘The landlady at Resiutta had hitherto been little in onr 
good graces. During our absence, S—— and A—— 
altered their opinion of her: she had endeavoured to 
amuse them by displaying all the stores of her 7 
then, closing the drawers with sigh, ‘I have no 
in them now,’ she said; and, sitting down, she opened ber 
woman’s heart, and the story of the los of her only 
daughter—a loss that left herself and husband, strangers 
from a distance, alone in this Italian village, and without 
care or hope for the future. The master returned in the 
afternoon, and we thought the great sorrow had left its 
traces even on his solid German features. There was still 
time to reach Tolmezzo with the capital horses le could 
now supply, and we were soon swinging at speed down the 
high road towards the still more imposing valley of the 
‘Tagliamento, 

The bridge over the Resia at Resiutta marks the limitat 
which Austrian money will be received. The Venetian 
territory obstinately prefers its own gold; and a spiked 
gate, jealously watched at the south end of the bridge, 
bars passage to all guiden and kreutzers. There seems 
to be a spice of national assertion in the way they flout 
them, if they happen to be produced, Napoleons or 
Venetian silver will alone clear that barrier, A singular 
scene displays itself as you shoot down the slanting red, 
cut in the face of the rock. The valley below, om the 
tight, is a level sheet of bleached stones from one mountain 
foot to the other, nearly a mile apart. There is 
to the dazzling desolation, and sometimes it is 
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| enging water—a terrible sight. One such occasion our 
driver deseribed with a shudder; it wax in 1851, and tho 
boiling sange ross to the surface of the road, thundering 
on its way to the sea-like waters of the Tagliaménto. The 
vast trough remains, waiting for such another flood—a 
spectacle the more impressive when it is recollected that 
here is that region of heaviest European rain-fall, whose 
borders only we touched the previous year. Tolmezzo is 
that dark spot on the map; and we could not but look 
upward at the now pure and peaceful vault of heaven, as 
if its stores of storm must be beld suspended near. 

How different is this southern scene from any on the 
northern Alpine slope! Yonder is a town upon a hill— 
Moggia Sopra. On the Germnn side it would have been 
‘all roof and timber ; bere it is all stone and wall. North- 
ward, the bleak hills would have been sombre brown and 
grey, interspersed with the vivid green of grass; here, 
trellised vines bang upon ledges of bare and bakey rock. 
There is mwagery in both, but there is a subtler terror 
in the south. Tho Iandscapo is scarred with passion, and 
ite miles Look dangerous, 

‘Not far below, we turned off to cross the dreary waste 
by a Tong embankment, at a point near the junction of the 
Fella with the Tagliamento. ‘The wind, tormenting every 
wretched bush, revels upon this plain, and shakes the 
Sheds upon the long bridges, in the breaks of the embank- 
ment, which protect the melancholy-looking toll-collectors, 
A heavy toll it is ; bat nature here so wars upon the works 
of man, that one does not wonder if they are maintained 
‘at great cost. Entering now the great valley of the 
"Tagliamento, we turned toward its upper course, where, de- 
scending from the north-west, it drains by many affluents 
the south side of the Carnic Alps The main road con- 
tines onward to Udine, the capital of Friuli, soon leaving 
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the mountains for the plain, and those scenes of the 
Napoleon ware, which make the Tagliamento famous, 

Tolmeazo lies a few miles above the junction of the 
Fella with the Taglismento. At that point stands Monte 
Mariana, the dividing bulwark between them; and along 
the flanks of this mountain the road to ‘Tolmexso is carried, 
for a considerable distance, over an enormous fan-like 
débris, a congealed deluge of small stones, looking, in 
whiteness of its expanse, like the ice-field of a 
This phenomenon is another testimony to the water-power 
which is yearly sweeping down and pulverising the moun- 
tain masses of this district. We had never seen a more 
striking instance of its destructive action. Tolmezzo, in 
the flat bed of the valley, is so much buried among mul- 
berry trees, vines, and Indian corn, that its situation could 
hardly be perceived as we appronched; sind its deserted 
streets, open apaces, and tall melancholy houses, raised 
the notion that it was not only out of sight, but out of 
mind, in these busy days of progress. 

We had arrived so much sooner than we had expected, 
that when we drove through the vaulted gateway of a lange 
inn, into a courtyard, dreary and disorderly, we were 
debating the possibility of reaching Rigolato that night. 
Rigolato appears in large letters im the maps, far up 
amongst the recesses of the mountains. All day, and all 
the day before, Rigolato had been the first question in our 
catechism; but people only shook their heads, and sug- 
gested every other likely name they could think of; and if 
we thrust the map under their faces, their eyes wandered 
over it in a hopeless way, and they were only more puzsled 
than ever;—or they would close the matter by saying it 
was two hours—it was three hours—beyond Tolmezzo, and 
so turn the subject with a sigh of relief We began to | 
think we should be not only the first travellers, | 
first natives, in the place—if we ever reached | 
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therefore, was again upon our lips, as we 
r hesitatingly from the carriage in the inn-yard at 

‘olmezzo. A crowd of people, gathering as we passed 
h the town, now filled up the guteway behind; the 
ess, her three daughters, and a crowd of helps, beset 
in front—all on the tip-toe to see and hear, For the 
ent there was silence; but the instant the colour of 
thoughts was known, ‘ Rigolato’ was shot at us from a 
n different quarters, in a dozen different voices, and 
in all the tones of deprecation. In the rattling discharge 
of vocables, it was difficult at firet to distinguish more than 
a few cardinal facts—‘Six hours;’ Seven hours;’ ‘Bad 
‘xoad;' ‘Up, up’—and everybody alanted their bands very 
‘much up indeed. Amidst the babel of sounds we might 
have been still in doubt, when another and « more weighty 
‘voice joined in—thunder! All uncertainty was at end 
‘as this warning sound reached our ears, Looking through 
the gateway, a blackening sky was seen at the head of the 
vyalley, and we had no desire that our first, experience of a 
rain-storm in this region should be without the shelter of 
aroof. So they triumphantly escorted ua up heavy flights 
of stone staircase, two etories high, to a couple of bare but 
very habitable rooms, where each bed was big enough for 
three people at once, though too high to be clambesed into 
without help of » chair. M. Esquiros discusses somewhere 
national articles of farniture: England, he says, elaborates 
the fender and fire-irons; France dotes upow the sofa; 
_ Italy ‘expatiates upon the bed. If 20, the huge contri- 
vances in our chambers afforded, at least in respect of size, 
another indication that we had crossed the Alps—and there 
was still another. 

Among the crowd of faces in the vaulted archway, one 
hhad rivetted our attention from the first moment of arrival. 
Such a face! If I say it was that of an angel, you will 
us? 
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fancy the fair, insipid thing of modern pictures. This was 
the angel of Michael Angelo! Dark hair, tossed up from 
the forehead as if the figure had just alighted from the 
clouds; oyobrows lifted over full dark eyes; expanding 
nostrils; a mouth both sweet and powerful; and a neck 
set with massive muscles superbly on the shoulders;—such 
was the head. Yet with all its noble lines the expression 
was neither refined nor thoughtful, but fall of Inxury and 
laughter. The dress, a loose blue tunic, slightly girded 
round the ample waist, suited the ensy gait and figure. 
‘The feet, alas! were thrust into a pair of most ungainly 
slippers, She was Adclaida, the second daughter; Philo~ 
mela and Mariana were her sisters. With some ecireumlo- 
cution, we suggested to Adelaida our wish to secure her 
portrait for our sketeh-books; but our modesty was 
needless; the damsel throw herself at once easily upon a 
seat, and presenting her profile, told us that was her best 
point. 

The large corridor, dimly lighted at the best by round= 
paned windows at each extremity, became darker with the 
atorm. Soon, shutters and doors rattled under furious 
gusts of wind and rain, and the blue light of lightning 
glimmered from end to end. Neither of the sketches 
succeeded to our wishes, and the sitter was not satisfied 
either. She was right enough about her profile; as she 
stood against the lurid window-light it was almost grand 
—tmuch finer, to our minds, that that of a fashionable 
Beauty in an engraving, that she explained was like ber 
own. However, she asked for copies of our performances, 
and we for a second sitting. But that bored her; she 
preferred cracking nuts from a large basketful im the 
corner, Alna, my angel! Everybody was at the nuts; 
and Meriana, kind creature! cracked @ score or two in # 
trice with her fine teeth—all on our behalf! 


Pe 
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As the storm passed it left a streak of twilight in the 

>ewest, and there, under the arch of a cloud, a line of purple 
rcaks—densely dark against the orange glow of sunset, 
mnd cet charply, like the spines of some monstrons fish— 
lle the distance of the valley. They were the Dolomites 
of Cadore—Titian’s country. I transferred them to my 
ssketch-book in the morning, but they were then almost as 
<serulean as the sky. That was certainly the most tempt- 
Sng prospect within our view, and as Cadore was our 
siltimate destination, and this part of the valley of the 
“Taglinmento appeared to point directly thither, it may 
sseerm singular that we should choose the cireuitons route 
Wy Rigolato, More than one reason decided our course. 
Wy approaching closely to the great range we should 
wecertain the southern aspect of the mountains about Auf 
seler Plocken, and should be Jed also into the neighbourhood 
sof Auronzo, where magnificent scenery waa to be expected. 
But a third argument was conclusive, A char-road did 
sexist by Rigolato, if the map might be trusted, while none 
appeared to ascend the course of the Tagliamento, That 
night not be strictly correct, but the trick was emphati- 
ally banned by our hostess, who deseribed that by Rigolato 
ans * bella’ in comparison. * 

‘We breakfasted in a mall den parted off from the 
Kitchen, in which blackened chamber a huge bearth occu 
pied the middle of the floor, raised a foot or two, and 
furnished with benches round the wood-fire, whose smoke, 
‘ascending to the roof, escaped by a funnel aperture, We 
were nearly ‘deaved* by the shrill voices of mother and 
daughters, as they encompassed our table, Adelaida’s fine 
throat sent out volleys of sound, and Philomela’s no loss, 
but of no nightingale sort. Here again there was Italy, 


© A pew rad is now carried up the Tagliamento and across the mean= 
alt, Uns conecting: Uline wikh Cedorn, 
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richness very soothing to the eye. A soft 
«irs ‘of bush and wood fell over all the mountain-sides, 
mind drooped over the faces of rock; and though villages 
sor houses were few, they were perched prettily on pro- 
 smontories, or nestled in umbrageous hollows. Seen near, 
| they were squalid, and of very little interest. Girls were 
| cwinding silk here and there, under the shade of a wall; 
and once, suddenly turning a comer, we found ourselves 
presence of a tall gaunt man fiddling, in a glass-less 
to some laughing lasses below. He bowed to us 
as Don Quixote might have done, and looked quite os 
lunatic as he. 
Tn about three hours from Tolmezzo we stopped at a 
| village, Comegtians, no bettor than the rest; and, becom- 
“ing very doubtful of Rigolato, made what dinner a wretched 
inn could give. About here, however, the scenery was 
_ bolder, and one village, jutting out on the forest-sided hill, 
displayed a substantial house, with a bright, green-tiled, 
conical roof, which looked as if it belonged to a Signor 
Somebody. Yet, after Comeglians, the road was no more 
 aroad. It forfeited that character by throwing itself up 
steep stony places, which even the empty carriage sur- 
‘mounted with a world of trouble, only to encounter a more 
frightful descent on the other side. These ups and downs 
‘were 80 incessant that we walked the whole of the remain- 
ing distance, about two hours—the last twenty minutes 
on a sort of terrace, ash-bordered and shady, which intro- 
duced us very pleasantly, and sooner than we expected, 
‘to Rigolato; sooner, too, than was expected by the driver, 
for his knowledge evidently did not extend rauch beyand 
half way. 
A few straggling houses, and a church on the top of a 
-rock—that was Rigolato! Not for the first time we dis- 
co ‘that a name printed large on « map is no reliable 
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indication of present size or importance, Drawing up <2? 
under the eaves of a house, for it began to rains little, after ==" 
a very fine day, our driver disappeared in search of an 
inn, returning presently with a large-noged woman, who, 
we wore rather relieved to find, had only ome room to spare. 
Again the driver dived into dingy recesses, and issmed next 
with a man, pipe in mouth, who did not trouble himself 
further than to nod assent to our enquiries. We went to 
see What the nods meant, and found a small bouse in a 
back yard, with upstairs a small whitewashed room, very 
tolerable in our present state of chastened expectation. 
Behind the tenement, over an outhouss, and approached 
by crazy outside ladder-steps, was another room, sunaller, 
and less tolerable ; yet we thought ourselves on the whole 
well lodged. 

Before the door of the house, on a worn piece of soil, 
three or four men, sipping occasionally from jugs of wine, 
were playing at bowls—their ‘custom always of an after+ 
noon. One of them was a priest, showing very long 
logs in rusty black, a3 he gathered up the tails of his coat 
with one hand, to make a fling with the other, Another 
priest sat looking on; and having nothing else to do while 
the rooms and a meal were preparing, we ast also, to watch 
what appeared to usa very mild amusement. But without 
book or newspaper, or cricket, or rifle drill, what could the 
poor fellows do during the long hours, but just haunt the 
old corner, meet their old acquaintances, and koock the old 
balls about? At balf-past seven the Angelus bell sent its 
trembling tones through the air, Then the priest drops 
his cost-taile, his companion rose from his seat, and the 
party broke up; but none for church except the reyerend 
gentlemen, ~~ 

Rigolato hangs upon one of several promontories un 
oom thayalca, ot: alley‘60: eae 
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steep and high above, that you cannot readily walk 
sither up or down, but only lengthways along the narrow 
‘Rerrace; while the opposite side again might be that of 
= round world with a wealth of woods upon it, looming 
cup against you, shutting off light and air. But those 
woods are the glory of the scene; not sombre pine, 
Wut hazel and beech, they fall fold upon fold, drooping 
rom the sky, and looped up over every knoll. There isa 
ypower of greenness, melting into soft: purples, broken here 
and there by red-eoloured rock, or the white walls of 
‘villages, which crest the ridges fur up to where, just now, 
‘the evening sky is shedding golden light. 

Rigolato must have been once the chief village of the 
district, but all the life of it bas gone to Forni Avoltri, at 
the upper end of the valley; and the old place is left 
sequestered among its beeches, and toppling up and down 
its rocky bluffs Forni, had we known it, would in every 
respect huve been preferable to stay at, for it commands 
access to the adjoining chain of Alps, which its situation 
denies to Rigolato; the latter, although immediately op- 
posite the Kollin Kofel and the crest of the Santa Croce 
Pass, being cut off from all view of them by the vast mass 
of hill in front. 

The next morning there waa, as might be expected, 
mich discussion as to vehicles and prices. When in the 
memory of man had four travellers arrived from <Inghil- 
terra’ to be conveyed over the mountains? Yot there 
was mmall choice, One voluble personage had it pretty 
much his own way; a light vehicle with two horses was 
assigned to S—— and A—— and the baggage, Churchill 
and I walking. 

Sappads, x village on the further wide of the Col, bere 
dividing the tributary waters of the Tagliamento on the 
east from thom pf the Piuve on the west, was our destina- 
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tion. We had not supposed that wheels could cra 
Col, but there proved to be a passable track. Large sunny" 
spaces in the sky encouraged hopes of a fine day, though==> 
clouds hung about the upper peaks, especially on the north == + 
and if at various openings the Kollin Kofel and others of =! 
his brethren might have been visible, they were not soto <>" 
us. To our left, that is, southward, we were more fortunate. 
A remarkable peak, high and grey above the wreathing 
vapours, stood early out to view—first in front, then along- 
side, and then behind—Monte Tuglia. ‘Sempre, Monte 
Tuglia, senvpre, said our peasant driver, an amusing fel- 
low, who had soon contrived to ingratiate himself with bis 
lady passengers. 

By stream and through forest, we penetrated at length 
to the head of the valley and foot of the pass, and there 
found Forni Avoltri. Its situation at once commended 
itself. There was a great opening northward to the Gail 
Thal mountaing, and the Kollin Kofel, or Monte Colina, 
as it is here called, rises directly in its rear. For m visit to 
the Wolayer See, for exploring the Collins, or its neighbour 
the Paralba, or southward, the grand group, now beginning 
to display itself, of which Monte Tuglia is a conspicuous 
member, Forni Avoltri is excellently situated. Im the 
strategy of any tour to the south of the Carnie chain, it 
must take a prominent place; and the *Cavallo Bianco” 
seemed as if it might offer fair quarters, 

Ti was now thet the. Monts ‘Tog is mica ae 

par excellence, the spectacle of the day. Awe rose towards 
the Col, they rose beside us, an entire range of bare peaks 
and mural precipices, grand pn aemiae 
scape, Tt might have been the clouds, or it might have 
been the slant of the plateau, that hid their 
bours on the north; i 
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"path fell into a lovely basin of verdure, out of which the 
woods, now chiefly pine, climbed as high as they dared 
upon the awful dominating slopes by which it was 
encircled—more merciful, perhaps, than they looked, if 
they bore the brunt of storms which might otherwise 
despoil the green recess, A second steep ascent led 
through these woods to the ridge, and then a valley, of 
totally different aspect from that we had left, opened to 
view. Instead of the rich forest-curtained slopes and 
romantic glens, there was bare alpine pasture and dark 
alpine wood bristling upon the knolls through the long 
perspective of a vale which should be Swiss or Tyrolean 
rather than Italian; and all the more that instead of white- 
walled and tattered-roofed villages, there appeared clusters 
of those brown, broad-eaved chillets, so distinctive of the 
German Alps. Yot on the right thero atill stretched the 
mighty dividing range—though hidden in clouds—shutting 
off all the northern world; and this scene was aa certainly 
comprised in Italian territory as that we had left. The 
summit of the pass divides the province of Friuli from that 
of Belluno, 

‘The absence of Italian character was soon explained. 
A willer, short and square, and of jovin! countenance, 
joined Churchill and me as we were descending upon Cima, 
the first of these red-timbered villages. Our wives and 
the vehicle were far out of reach, and with them our stock 
of Italian ; but we were doing our best, when we bethought 
ourselves to ask whether he spoke German. ‘Ja, ja,’ was 
his quick reply, ‘ we are all Germans here;’ and he threw 
his hand over the map-like valley below, and pointed to 
the little nests of cottages right away to where the church 
‘of Sappada was just sinking out of sight, claiming them 
‘all, with a patriotic chuckle, for German property. This 
was, in fact, one of those Teutonic colonies which have 
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object was a small death-picture by the side of the road. 
‘The Inndseape, under snow, was excellently, given—the 
only instance of fair landscape art I remember to have 
scen in these memorials, In the foreground was repre- 
sented a poor fellow in snow-shoes, carried by fn dust 
storm’ into the black stream. 

The immediately superincumbent mountains on the 
north are Monte Rinaldo, Monte Paralba, and Monte 
Antola, one bebind the other, and abutting upon the upper 
Gail Thal. These form the highest summits of tho Carnic 
range; eo that, with the Terzo and its neighbours on the 
south, Sappada is situated amidst the lofticst and wildest 
mountains of this part of the South Eastern Alps. 
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TITIAN'S COUNTRY AND THE AMPEZZ0. 


Anronze, and the Drive there—Wet Days—The Auroam Dollemitak 
—Appeoach to Titian’s Country—Codore—The Titian Tower and 
‘Titian House—Cadore Landscape—Eatrance to the Ampexro—The 
Four Dolomites of Amperzo—Mr. Balle Ancet of thn Pelmo— 
Cortina aad the Ghedinas—Tho Festa—A Tyrl ‘ Gurarnio’—Lage 
‘i Misurina and Val Grande, 


Avnoszo! It had long been a fixed purpose of ours to 
visit Auronzo, The very word rolls richly over the tonguc, 
and conjures visions of grandeur. The single sentence of 
* Murray’ in which the name appears, raises great expeo- 
tations. * East of Cortina is a track leading by Monte de” 
Tre Croci to Auronzo, The north side of the Croda Mal- 
coro is one of the most singular and wild combinations of 
crag and glacier to be seen in the Alps” A glance at the 
map stimulates no less the curiosity of the explorer. 
Auronzo is a cul de sac, so far as any road is concerned, 
and the stream of traffic, whatever it may be, passes un- 
visited its narrow entrance, Within, Dolomites of mighty 
name are seen encircling it on every side. The excursion 
is among those which may be made from Cortina; but the 
proper access lies between Cadore and Sappada, where the 
last chapter Jeft us. 

Saturday, the morning of our departure, left no doubt 
as to the intentions of the weather, whieh the night before 
had been sufficiently ominous, We were shut down by 
clouds, whose murky roof rested upon the pine woods, 
while white masses of vapour, rolling up from below, 
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themselves in the very branches, Very soon a 
pitiless rain blotted everything from view. We left, 
packed in a narrow four-wheeled cart, under a rough 
matting, stretched over three hoops, and open at both 
ends like a brewer's dray. Our luggage formed the seats, 
but, erouch as we might, we were so knocked against the 
low roofing, that S—— and A——, dismissing their hats, 
tied handkerchiefs over their heads, and might have passed 
for peasant wives going to market. 

A new road will soon reach Sappada. At this time, for 
about an hour, we were threading the unfinished works, 
among blocks of stone, over temporary and uncomfortable- 
Jooking bridges, and balancing perilously on the edges of 
depths where the white eurf was thundering. Emerging 
“upon the finished road, it was an easy bow! down ita well- 
managed gradients into the heart of a deep ravine, where 
the Piave is wearing its way at the base of that great 
southern range which, under various names, accompanied 
‘ae all yesterday, and will end to-day in the massive but- 
tress of Monte Cornon. Grand it must be, though the 
precipices which rise like a wall on cither hand are 
battened down under the leaden roof of cloud, and our 
only prospect is below, where the Piave is straggling, not 
only with the rocks which savagely straighten and bar its 
passage, but with enormous quantitics of timber logs, 
huddled up in heaps that choke the stream for fifty yards 
together, waiting for a ‘fresh’ to burl them thundering on. 

At St. Stefano the valley opens, and admits a road from 
the north, A pass exists there over the Carnie range into 
the Sexten Thal, and 20 to Innichen; and a place on the 
ridge named ‘Mouth Haus’ implies the levying there of 
an ancient toll. The district on this southern side is called 
‘Comelico, and is populous with villages which we could see 
crowning the heights. We knew nothing at this time of 
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tho fine scenery which—leading, as it does, to the rear of 
the Dolomites of Auronzo—this pass displays. 

A lange fresco of the martyrdom of St. Stephen, outside 
the church, is one among other tokens that the Italians 
claim St. Stefano. Again the road plunges into a wall- 
sided gorge. This time it is Monte Cornon that bars the 
way southward, and compels the Piave to rush throngh the 
narrowest of gripe, till river and road together can issue 
into the more open valley which descends to Cadore. 
‘There, abruptly turning upward to the right, we found the 
entrance to Auronzo—a gorge Tike that we had just left. 
Beyond, the first object in the valley, was the white-domed 
church of Villa Piccola—the lower villago—eontaining the 
official buildings of the district, but no inn. For that we 
were referred to a farther group of houses, styled the Ville 
Grande, dignified with a piaza, and an older church. 
But the inn had ceased to exist, and our disconcerted — 
driver, followed by a crowd of Auronzians, led his horse 
through « lone of stragyling houses, till a wiep of 
shavings before a humble tenement broaght him to s— 
stand-still, Within, some German gutturals from a 
German-looking girl struck gratefully upon Churehill's 
ears; but the entrance to the small bedrooms was through 
the accumulated droppings of roosting fowls, and a mest 
disheartening odour. One other chance remained: there 
was another inn at a little distance. Every feature of this: 
was Ttalian—a large kitchen, with hearth in the middle 
of the floor, spacious chambers, huge beds, and general 
dishevellement. On a comparison of smells, the verdict wae 
decidedly in favour of the poultry droppingt; and sm 
Italian maid, whose stately figure did not make amends for 
her sulkiness, sent us back with a unanimous preférence 
for the good-humoured German girl, whose tact had in the 
meantime set the entire strength of the rival establish 
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—namely, three old women—to clear the obnoxious landing 
with spade and broom, and to scrub all the floors. That 
done, the little rooms were positively snug. In the matter 
of provisions, it was ‘nix, nix,’ at first, to every enquiry; 
yetwith the dinner, composed of one small fish a-piece, 
preceded by thin soup, and followed by poached eggs, we 
were well content. Still, when, ab the end of a long wet 
afternoon, the evening meal consisted of nothing but dry 
bread and black coffee, butter and milk being equally un- 
attainable, we felt rather in need of consolation, 

Oh that rain! It seemed likely to oles as we cntered 


owns again ph us, sia lo! 
tained, but, throwing cloaks ani shaves ove 
we all turned out, and, ele 


renith. reat ds Feu Helio “lieead itself for a 
moment, it was crowned and belted with fresh exow—a 
sure promise for the morrow. We returned to dry bread 
and milkless coffee with the best humour in the world, 
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‘That promise did not fail, A cloudless dawn was fol- 
lowed by a clondless day, and the grand buttressed ‘towers 
—that ranged where we least expected them, along the 
eastern side of the valley—stood clear and sharp, with the 
yellow morning streaming from behind, pale and dreamy 
in the noontide heat, and in solid redness as the sun went 
down. A grassy alp, Monte Melone, rises to a sharp 
panoramic peak opposite Auronzo on the west; upon this 
we spent our day. The hill itself was a cheerful eens, 
rising ridge above ridge, and covered with parties of bsy- 
makers, each with an iron pot set among smoking embers 
As we appeared, they shouted to cach other from height te 
height, and stood for a moment resting on their seythes 
all willing to be friendly and helpful in any way they 
could. The actual summit, very steep to climb, and very 
‘narrow at top, contained one solitary hay-cutter, who, es 
tended on the grass, with his face towards the blue illimit 
able vault, was singing a song to himself. Coming up 
behind him, we stood amused and silent, till at some slight 
sound be turned, started, stared, and sat transfixed as if 
four beings from another world had stepped out of the ekr 
to visit him ! 

Any one coming to Auronzo—and every one wishing # 
acquaint himself with Dolomitie scenery should come— 
must also ascend this hill. From the valley, the scene 
grandeur is entirely on the eastern side, where that mag- 
nificent array of towers, euch as might guard a very fortes 
of the giants, impends over the village, and stretehes north 
ward, ending, at the extremity of the valley, in two sole 
peaks, set side by side like Egyptian Colossithese being 
no other than portions of the Drei Zinnen, referred to ot 
Pp. 159, here ecen on the contrary side, nnd known, ander 
another name, as the Cime di Lavaredo. From ur 
panoramic hill these ‘Cime’ are the only 
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all the others aro displayed from base to crest, ad- 
mitting the searching eye to their unscalable recesses, 
and strangely riveting the fancy. The principal of them, 
Jeginning with the most eastern, are Monte Najamola, 
Monte Giralba, Monte Popera, and Coll’ Agnello. So far, 
the view has only gained from greater elevation; but now 
on the western side of the valley a range of summits ix 
disclosed, whose mere outline is so jagged and singular as 
to challenge equal attention with those on the eastern, 
They sre what tho student of the map been: expecting 
from the firet, and those to which Mu 


Auronzo valley the view is closed 
which forms the final spur of #) 
round whose base flow the imp: 
The prospect from this hill i 
profuse display, on almost eve 


and fautastic on the west, while b 
fslanded alp lies tossed into 
with rural life, At this time 


ribbons down the sides and into the hollows, storing the 
hay in small chalets up and down the knolls. The popu 
Jous Auronz valley lies deep out of sight; the few 
dwellings seattered upon the sward around are lifted into 
the pure ether, and solemn companionship with the pale 
Dolomites around, 

We remarked, on descending, numennus horizontal cracks, 
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as they seemed, in the grass, sometimes extending a long 
way round the hillsides, These were the work of ants, 
whose original covered-way had, by action of weather, 
become exposed and widened till it assumed the appearance 
described. We did not remember to have noticed anywhere 
else so curious an effect. 

‘There is a path over to Cortina, following the course of 
the Anziei, the main stream of the valley, upwards. It 
passes the village of Pala at the foot of the Marmarol, 
and then ascends by the side of the Croda to the saddle of 
the Tre Croci pase, whence it is an hour and a half's walk to 
Cortina. This saves a very long détour, but, though oer 
destination was Cortina, we bad a reason for preferring the 
carriage-road, however roand about: it passed: thmegh 
Cadore, the birthplace of Titian! This place is 
than three hours’ drive below Auronzo, and the | 
claim to be included in ‘Titian’s country, not on! 
of neighbourhood, but from the fact that 
recently been separated from the Cudore ¢ 
pleasant to remember this the next morning, as, 
losing sight of the valley,2 turn of the road sliow 
grand features, which on Saturday bad been entirely 
by weather. Decp in the foreground was the stream 
issuing to join the Piave; beyond, the domed church ant 
the roofs of Auronzo; and on high the Titanic towers of 
Dolomite, with the twin peaks of the Luveredo closing the 
vista, as if a pair of Titans, turned to stono, bad been let 
among the snows to preside over their desolated citadel: 
If the next visitor to Auronzo enters the locked-up valley 
under favourable conditions of weather and light 
not think we have exaggerated its awesome features, 

The actual country of Titian displays itself 
after leaving the gorge of Auronze, The road , 
coming from Sappada throngh the defile of 
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here again, now that the roof of cloud was removed, we 
saw how much grandear bad been lost to us in passing 
through its portals three days before. ‘The enormous mass 
of Monte Comop, the last buttress of the Sappada range, 
ie bere the dominating feature. After a glance at its 
northern side, and passing under ite western end, we 
opened upon the whole of its southern front, where the 
mural precipices are almost equally remarkable. The 
Piave was thundering in its deep bed, and at the point 
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where the Auronzo stream joins it, the skill of the road- 
engineer was displayed in a triple bridge, the three arms 
meeting in the middle upon a single Jofty pier. The place 
is called *Tre Ponti,’ and the effect of the bont roadway, 
carried at such a height, ie rather chilling to the nerves as 
you swing over it in a carriage, Beyond this, villages are 
seen adorning the hills in Italian fashion, with their 
slender white campaniles; and to the east, a range of 
genuine fantastic Dolomites soars above everything. These 
are especially striking from the village of Domogge, which 
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was rebuilding, after having been destroyed by fire. Two — 
or three miles farther, on the summit of a long ascent, is 
adore. 

"A rocky hill, crowned with wood, and boldly projectinz 
into the valley, holds the ruins of a castle; a narrow siddle 
conuects this hill with the western side of the valley, and 
upon this saddle is placed the tewn—thus challenging 
observation from every direction. It is small and Italiae- 
Jooking. The church is domed and modernised, but the 
Pretorio, or town-house, in the Plaza, boasts an aneleat 
tower, upon which the figure of the venerable painfet, 
some dozen feet in height, clothed in his well-known robe, 
is depicted in strong colours. He points with one lad 
towards the cottage in which he was born, but the merit of 
the work falls far below the intention. Tt was preseatel 
to the Commune a few years ago by an artist commision! 
to paint a picture for the church. The Pretorio iteelfis* 
quaint-looking building, and the ceiling of one 
divided in heavy wooden panels, is richly carved 
leaves, and Cupids. 1590 is the date inserted. "The 
walls of whitewash, sudly out of keeping, bear witnias 
a ruthless desteuction by the peasants, before the strong 

hand of Austria grasped the Venotian provinces, 

‘The house of Titian's birth Lies a little way tothe lds 
the last out of the town upon the lane, which, passing mail 
under the Castle hill, and through the village of Sot 
Castello, must have been the ancient entrance to Cada 
It isa very unpretending spot; but whon is the birthplet 
of a great man anything clae? We are apt to forget that 
@ great man is born in all senses little, and that the bast? 
grow into the space he fills in history. A tablet: in the side 
of the house, now occupied by an artisan, 
inseription :— 














NEL MCCOCLXXY. 
FRA QVESTE VMILI MVIA 
| TIZIANO VECELLI 
VENER A CELEBRE VITA 
DONDE VSCOVA GIA PRESSO A CENTO ANNI 
IN VENEZTA 
ADDI XXVIT, AGOSTO 
MDLXXV1, 


The house, upon the death of his elder brother, exme 
| into Titian’ own possession, and he is known to have ree 
sided in it occasionally during the last few years of his life. 
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A fountain close by is surmounted by a figure of St. 
‘Tiziano, the bishop and saint of the family, from whom the 
young Vecelli derived hix world-renowned name. In the 
church is @ picture, duly curtained as « treasure, of whieh 
s portion, the head and shoulders of a Madonna sit Use 


/ 






Child, is ascribed to him, Tt is not a worthy representatier 
of the great painter in this place of his birth. 
‘The castle, under the walls of which the Vecolli cottage 
was snugly ensconced, must have been a building of some 
mark, judging from the representations of it which remain. 
Tt furnishes the arms of the town in the shape of tro 
towers and a fir-tree. A certain Canon is writing a history 
of Cadore; whon it is published, we may learn something 
of the, at present, obscure fortunes of the castle. Like 
some other strongholds in the neighbourhood, it may hare 
been first raised ax a defence against the ravages of the 
Huns under Attila, at the time of the siege of Aquilda 
A singular crucifix, accidentally discovered a quarter of a 
mile from Cadore, in 1540, and now preserved in a enall 
church on the spot, is supposed to have been buried at tht 
time of terror. Whatever its origin, however, the cathe 
seems always to have heen a government building. Whet 
the Patrinrehs of Aquileia were the rulers of Friuli it 
held in theirname, When the Venetians conquered Frill 
in 1420, the castle passed into the hands of the Republie 
and was always in charge of a noble Venetian captain, I 
the decadence of their power it was let to any ant 9? 
would inhabit the building and keep it in repair, Dx 
destruction is due to those indefatigable despoilers, 
French, who, under Massena, seized the Cadore country 
the advance of Napoleon to the Tagliamento in 1796,a01 
reduced the castle to its present state of ruin. 
The view from it will repay a climb. 
valley, sprinkled over with villages, stretches upto thelse 
of Monte Cornon, which in picturesque variety 
fills up all the prospect in that direction. aes || 
valley falls through abrupt gorges, by Peran 
gerone, into the rich Belluno country, An: 
tain range, poaked above, and wooded bolor 
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easiern side of the Piave Valley. It conceals in its re 
cesses a wild Dolomitic chain, which startles the sight at 
intervals—as from Domegge, already mentioned, and lower 
down, where the weird form of Monte Duraino, its loftiest 
member, overhangs Perarola, To the west, the landscape 
is more varied. The most: striking mountain outline im- 
mediately about Cadore lies north-west; and is best seen 
‘in the glow of evening, from the field immediately behind 
‘Titian’s house. There the spires of Monte Marmarolo 
appear shooting marvellously into the sky, in true Dolo- 
mitic fashion, and surely made their mark on t 

observant mind. Directly west of Cadore rises Monte 
Antelno, so imposing from the Amporzo Pass; horo it. is 
for the most part hidden by shoulders of bill. There 
is & fine peep, however, of the tower Pelmo beyond; 


Bill, numerous ale with white campaniles, deck the 
Bill-sides, and make a sparkling vista,—especially in the 
direction of tho Boita, which enters the Pinve from the west, 
and gives access to the Ampezzo 

‘Thus, long before their geological peculiarity was known, 
or their singular appearance noted in guide-booka, the 
Dolomites wero familiar to the eye of Titian, They wore 
the mountains of his boyhood, and helped to educate bis 
artist-soul. Certain it is, that whatever changes may have 
taken phot in the near fentures of the Cadore scenery, 
those strange shapes remain as he enw them, and the 
Dolomitie outline becomes additionally interesting from 
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the fict that it was the earliest mountain form he knew. 
Tt was also tenaciously retained, for it appears in many of 
the landscape portions of his pictures* But, indeed, 
through his long life thoy were familiar to him, During 
the heats of summer he frequently, like Venetian artists 
of the present day from the same neighbourhood, repaired 
to his native mountains—often certainly to bis country- 
house nenr Serravalle. Domegye boasts a standard 

by his hand /for use in processions. A village in the 
Val di Zoldo, four hours south of Cadore, possesses the 
remains of an altarpiece by him. Santa Lucia, near 
Caprile, claims bis hand for a now deficed fresco of St. 
Christopher, which tradition mys they owe to a winter visit, 
when, snowed up for a fortnight at the curé’s house, he re 
paid the hospitality by this specimen of his art. All thi 
district niust have been well known to him, and how well— 


to return to the Castle hill of Cadore—this prospect of the 
Piave Valley! Yet, wait till evening drapes it- with ber 


one or, 96: white masses of cloud, and te 
pes of gloom, and colours melt jet 


ce bestowed upon it many days. 

3 neither horses nor vehicles were 

nately, our Aurong drivers, whose 

gagoment em ied here, consented to extend it to Cortina, 

re than twenty miles farther. A short distance out of 

Cadore on thi ‘town appears to moat advantage. Ita 

larger buildings front the south, and it rules the situation 
+ If Lam pot mistaken, a Gistast sorntain in the celebrated plture « 

Christ at Emmaus is taken from 0 partion ot Beente’ 
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well; while the tossing forms of the Cornon range make a 
charming background. A milo of ewift descent, and then 
you reach the *Strada Allemagan,’ the great Austrian road 
which connects the Tyrol with Venetia through the Ampexzo. 
At the point of junction is the village of Tai Cadore, and 
there we marked for future use a tolerable looking inn. 
The road descends southward by many sweeps and zi 

gags into the gorge of Perarolo; but in the other direo- 
tion towards the Ampezzo it climbs in long ascending 
reaches. This was our course, and while still in the Cadore 
district the seenery attained its most romantic aspect. 
‘Where is scarcely another spot in our remembrance #0 
‘strikingly pictureeque as the village of Valle resting upon 
‘a precipitous ridge, amid the most varied lines of bill, and 
‘rock, and wooded steep. Above, to the right, a sudden 


opening shows the shivered summit of the Antelao, and the 


‘As you turn northward the Iandscape interest obunjges, 
‘You feel that it is indocd northward you are going. Italy 
is behind, the Alps are in front. Vast pine forests sweep 
upward on either band, and the four great Ampezso 
‘tmountains gralually disclose themselves, 

‘This“Ampezzo valley, offering the only carriage route 
throngh the Dotomites, may be traversed by the reader 
any sutomer's day on his journey to or from Venice. We 
‘are anxious be should appreciate it; but he will not do se, 
unless he has apprehended the position and character of 
its four great mountains—the four guardian Presences 
of the valley. Knowlodye wonderfully helps eyesight. It 
has Leen mentioned elsewhere, how, on passing this way 
several years before, I either did not notice, ar quickly loat 
the recollection of one of the most remarkable—the Pelmo 
—timply from not knowing anything about it; and I have 
net with others who, from a similar caase, while sensible of a 





general grandeur of ecenery, entirely failed 16 caret 
peculiar features, and were unaware that ‘they had passed 
under anything so singular as the Pelmo, or so striking as 
the Antelao. We should like to enable any future traveller 
upon this road to greet each of these mighty brethren— 
and not Ices their neighbours the Croda Maloora and the 

step forth to view—with due appreciation, 


disclosed themselves to us on the present occasion. The 
Antelao, oon the apex of the fork between the 
Ampezzo and Cadore valleys, commands them both. We 
had been winding sound his base for half the day, and bad 
sent many a searching glance up the dark hollows of 
subject hills for a glimpse of his rocky walls. 


where the read cuts into a deep ravine, 0 
i ‘iew. Then, thongh still close 


. It was the Pelmo on the left 
attention, His tower-like form hs 


long line of gigantic wall were all golden 
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~a dazzling vision. This mountain is a considerable 
distance up the valley, and seems from this point to stretch 
almost across it. The Pelmo is one rock; the Croda, on 
the contrary, isa piled-up heap of rocks, with enormous 
basement lines of débris, a total contrast in every respect, 
‘The village of St, Vito i seen at its foot; and arrived there, 
the Antelao is at last fully and nobly in view. Unlike 
vither Pelmo or Croda, hie long clear lines stand out 
sharp and snow-defined. What a spot ia St. Vito! In 
front the Malcora—to the right the Antelao—on the left 
the Pelmo! 








APTMLAY, PROS =F. VET 


1 have not yet introduced the fourth great Ampezzo 
mountain, the Tofana. He is still far to the north, and, 
like the Pelmo, on the western side of the valley. If you 
stay at Cortina you will coon know him well—that breeder 
of storms—that murky pitiless form! 

Before renching St. Vito tho desolate tract ix pamed 
where the Antelao, in a fit of wrath, some fifty years ago 
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landlord assured us that only the final ice portion was 
difficult, Churchill and I intended to bave made the trial, 
had weather served. Unfortunately, (t was very unsettled 
during the time we were in the neighbourhood. A few 
details, kindly supplied by Mr. Ball, will explain. the 
character of the ascent. 

Mr. Ball started from Borea, a little below St. Vito, on 
September 19, 1857, at three, with a guide who had 
accidentally discovered a way to the summit, In two 
hours chalet was reached on the alp at the foot of the 


pilacig fiociacnal etl! a ab a 
able Histance from the pete Leecigh ie cater upon, it it 


where it commands a view on two sides—the one over- 
looking the Val di Zoldo, and the other the valley of 
Ampezzo. On gaining this point, th 


probably eighty or one ne hundred | jer, that shut out 
the view to the north, ‘To ascend this, the guide declared 
was utterly impracticable, from the shattered condition of 
the rock, and earnestly deprecated the attempt. Mr, Ball, 
however, without much difficulty, made his way to the 
extreme summit of this ridge, and from it enjoyed an 
mimirable panorama, in which the Gross Glockner on the 
one side, and the Marmolata on the other, were eon- 
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spicuous, The Antelao scemed to be about one bundred 
feet higher than the Pelmo; and some of the peaks in 
the ridge beyond Auronzo, as well as the Croda Malcors, 
appeared to be very nearly on a level with it. 

Mr. Ball left the summit at 1, P., reached the chiles —< 
at 5, and after halting a quarter of an hour, arrived at the <= 
inn at Borea at 6.15, ron* 

We were told, though we distrust the information, thet 
the Antelao has never been uscended. St. Vito would be —== 
the best point of departure for that, as well as the Pelmo. —= 
A Pass—the Forvella Piccola—to the summit of which == 
Churchill climbed, leads over between the Antelaoand the == 
Melcora into the Cadore country ; and another, the Foreella a 
Grande, which may be expected to display extraordinary —= 
rock scenery, crosses between the Malcora and the Meleora —= 
at a high clevation, through a Pyrenean-like Port, into the = 
upper Auronzo valley. On the other side again, St.-Vite. — 
may be taken as starting-point for the Val. Fiorentina — 
and Cuprile, by a path passing under the Pelmo; as the= 
Val di Zoldo may be reached by another lowor down, ‘This= 
part of the Ampezzo affords a distinct cirele of excursions 
such as Cortina itself can scarcely equal. 

Thave mentioned the desolation caused by the Antelao 
between St. Vito and Borca; a sadder desolation may be 
witnessed at the latter village. There has found a refuge 
Signor ——, one of the heroes of Venice in the eventful 
year 49. He was a man of high culture and noble aims 
and shared with Manin in the brave defence of the city— 
‘The fatigues of that terrible time, and the sad results, over— 









* The height of the Pema, as given by Mayr io his \Alpemliader Atle 
is 9,910 Paris, or 10,858 Bnglish fect, while that of the Anténo ts stated a= 
16,012 Paris, or 20,960 fect English. Another height Soe the Amtelas, tas 
without indication of the authority, appeacs in the first Coal 
Vienna Alpine Club, where it is incidentally meationed whe « 
‘Vienna, or 19,678 English foet 
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threw hisintellect; and now, a wreck of his former self, he 
lives with his brother, an innkeeper in the village. Still 
the busy brain is active, and he deems himself to kaye 
uuude great discoveries in physiology, which, alas! no one 
appreciates. 

We reached Cortina again by starlight, and again the 
Tofana showed his head amongst the stars. By day be 
was always shrouded with mist, and the first rain ever 
broke from fis dark sides. By night the snow-streaked 
shape stood awfal and bare, and seemed to regard us with 
xn evil smile. He is a wicked mountain, buta great one. 
En 1863, the Tofana was for the first time ascended by 
m™ mombor of tho Vienna Alpine Club, who determined 
‘Rhe height at 10,721 English feet above the sca. It iw 
“the Tofana that, placed at the head of the Ampezzo, orer- 
hangs Pentelstein, shooting out towards it a cold tongue of 
glacier, and making himself every way a very uncomfort~ 
able neighbour, 

Ghedina the old Jiiger, and landlord of the * Aquila 
‘Nera, was proud, as he ought to be, of his son, the 
‘Venetian painter. It has been told how om our former 
visit we admired the pictures by his hand, which adorn 
‘the wnlls of the inn. Now, we took an carly opportunity 
of viniting his summer studio in an old mill belonging to 
his father, among bright green fields. Unluckily the bird 
was flown. He had started for Venice the morning of our 
arrival, and left his studio bare, Yet soveral specimens of 
cartoon drawing remained—subjects for pictures in hand, 
or intended, Mest of them wore destined for churches, 
and showed great dolicacy of feeling, as well as skilful 
drawing. In the latter particular he reminded us of 
Mulready, especially in bis free and graceful rendering of 
those difficult. matters, * the conts, the hosen, and the bate” 
of modern costume, A large design representing. if I 


7 . 








recollect rightly, the laying of a foundation stone for a 
church, was full of groups which tho illustrator of Gold- 
smith might have owned; while, as regards expression, 
there was much of Ary Scheffer’s pure and tender thought. 
A very sweet portrait of his mother, in which he had dis 
pensed with the otherwise indispensable low-crowned black 


painter, chiefly of portraits, and the other a sculptor in 
wood. ‘The workshop of the latter was in the village, and 
what we saw of his carving was full of the genius of the 
That day we were at o loose end, and spent 

a third studio of the place. Cortina is a 


A Signor Semprone; also from Venice, had 
of the Town-house, to finish a 
chapel at Vienna. We will not 


a te 
The presence of auch a body of divinity in Cortina wae 
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explained the nextday. It was the great autumnal feast 
of the Virgin, and from early morning strings of peasantry 
were coming over the bills and crowding into the village 
at all ends. The street was lined with booths; and a 
lively trade was afoot in handkerchiefs and petticoate, 
rosaries, pictures, and hats. The women, as they should 
be, were the prettiest sight of all; but more for the gay 
kaleidoscope bits of colour they made, streaming down 
over the green grass, than for face or figure. Large aprons 
of a deep blue, over a black drese, edged with red; white 
sleeves, red stockings, a bright handkerchief of a well 
chosen tint, put like a roff round the neck, a sprinkling 
‘of lace and ornaments, and the little black hat at top 
oof all, set off many s homely maiden to great advantage. 
‘One gitl on tho bill, hurrying down alone, was sv wonder- 
‘Fully docked out, and so conscions of it, as to be almost too 
shy to pass os. The women touch their hats to you, like 
men, and in church take them off, when steel or silver 
pins are seen ornamenting their braided hair behind. 

‘This was Friday; the féte lasted three days, and on 
Sanday the erowd at church was immense, All the 
Ampezzo must have been there, Dense masses of white 
sleeved women upon the floor, were streaked with brown 
‘throngs of men, and all wedged like the blocks of x pave- 
ment. The host was carried round to at lenst a dozen 
altars in the large church; lanterns, like those of the Lord 
Mayor's state coach, preceded, with banners and several 
priests, and everybody sung or responded with Insty vigour. 

They are a kindly, honest folk, and many a cordial 
welcome we met with in our rambles. Sketching ome 
evening the galleries and gables of » mountain harmlet, the 
geod people came down upon us from their upland work; 
the women with huge bundles of hay on their backs, the 
mien guiding sledges, similarly ladea, down the stony 














paths, These sledges, drawn by a horee or bullock, ran 
upon a single pair of wheels in front, but slid mpom two 
long tails of timber behind, worn sharp by friction. Out 
danced a merry little kitten from one house, and a frisky 
small dog from another, to welcome their respective house- 
holds, who fondled and petted and rolled them about in 
the hay, with all the glee of children. Then, before 
supper, came the serious business of storing the bay in 
tars, which were, in fact, the comfortable, roomy: 
garrets of the dwellings, bespeaking snug winter shelter. 
‘This done, they guthered round the strangers, difident 
but curious. They examined our eketehes and maps, were 
delighted to identify the mountains round, and to write 
the name of their own hamlet—and a pretty name, too, 
* Lacedell "—in our books. Then, when they saw symptoms 
of departure, they fell into a solemn circle, and all 
uncovered, as if, grace were to be eaid. Our gravity” 
scarcely survived the occasion. 

Another evening, caught in one of the Tofana rain 
storms, we were perforce conducted up the outside stair= 
case, along the gallery under the eaves, and so into a lithe 
peasant parlour—warm, and brown, and clean, with = 
wooden ceiling, walls and floor of wood. A few sacred 
pictures, crucifixes, and holy water glasses, were the 
decorations; a stove, a bed, and bench, the furnitte 
‘They wished to offer us coffee: they would not be denied 
a dish of hot beans, which made their own supper, ant 
which were very eweet and palatable. On these occasions, 
if they talked about England, it was generally of Lord 
Palmerston! 

Murry says, of Cortina, the ‘scenery is bare, and mot 
agreeable.’ Certainly it ix not rich and broken Tike that 
of Cadore, and I can imagine a passing traveller: i 
in the verdict. We must help him toa jnster: 
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Lot him stroll across the valley,—he will find footpaths 
throtigh meadows of emerald greenness,—then turn and 
view the prospect up and down. It is bare, but grand. 
Northward there is « closing in of xavage-looking masses 
around the lonely, rock-perched Peutelatein; and most 
likely the Tofana, on the left, will be darkening it all with 
his mantle of cloud. ‘That will suit the traveller's Byronie 
mood, should be happen to be in one. Tothe south there 
will be sunshine and beauty, as well as grandeur—beauty 
in the upper regions, if not in the lower, I know not 
what is beautiful if the Antelao, here a serene and lofty 
obelisk, soft in all the tints of the sky it pierces, be not eo. 
‘The Pelmo is out of sight; but a fine onough mountain, 
“Monte Rechetta, takes his place; and at the extremity of 
the valley certain fine peaks of the Val di Zoldo will, if 


‘the hour be favourable, shine lustrously among the clouds. 
‘Over Cortina will be scen the embattled turrets of the 


Malcora; and if the traveller knows a secret we can tell 
‘him, he will find those turrets very fascinating. Behind 
them ix Gavarnic! 

~ ‘*Gavarnle!" you will say, ‘that is in the Pyrenees.” 
True; but here is a cunning copy of it, of which no 
Frenchman dreams, Churchill and I have the key. Ono 
fine day—there were bub few—we started alone up the 
sloping hollow behind Cortina, and by the side of the 
Maleora, so to speak, though he lies back some distance 
on the right. To the left ix a line of precipioes, and, ax 
we rite, appear the highor ranges of Monte Cristallo. For 
two hours the path is all aycent, through meadow, spare 
wood, open stony «paces. Then, on the ridge—the eadkile 
—appear threo crosses, which we have been looking for; 
the pass is named the * Tre Croci,’ and Ieuts over to Palu, 
in the Auronzo country. Now the path dips into a deep 
forest—ilipa, and drops, and wanders, There ure fine 
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gleams of bare Dolomitie spires through trees behind— 
hints of the Cristallo—but the recesses of the Malcora, 
which we want to see, will not open at all, From the 
summit of the pass, the Marmarolo, beyond, had shown 
well its glucicr-burdened masses; but now, in the depths, 
we seem losing everything. Two hours from the summit, 
and in the middle of the confusing woods, we find a bare 
and sloping space of green, with a group of cattle-ebeds: 
from this spot the Malcora stands clear before ms, at 

opens to its very heart. A vast amphitheatre of wall, with 

snow on each terrace-ledge, rises to the sky. A glacier es 

gleaming in the midst; and a cascade, supplied by atm 

hid behind the precipices, tambles out below inte a dat 

blue depth among the pines. 

Now, of course, one great feature of Gavarnic is wantiag- 
There is no mob of French tourists. No ladies are tote 
seen with satin slippered feet—chaise & porter; 0 
gentlemen with polished boots and marvellous whips, a 
horsoback, ‘Those huts will yield no champagne and sols 
water; the grass is strewn with no pic-nic fragments, ‘Tht 
real Gavarnie is a much gayer spot than this. Here, nets 
figure passes on the stretch of lonely sward. A Jad ar tro 
may be left about the huts, but the berdamen will mot 
come down till supper time; a rude crom, leaning from 
the winter winds, planted in the midst, bespeaks their 
natural piety. 

J am free to admit that the ‘ Pyrenean Cirque? ns 
other and less doubtful advantages. In ite 
waterfalls, in the height of the principal —— 
floor within the circle of precipices which so m 
hances their effect, Gavarnic excels, Its 
is not the sume sort of ‘oule* or pot. But 
of proportion and solemnity of aspect, it ix 
quite equal if not superior. The general 
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must be considerable, since we both exclaimed on the spot, 
‘Here is another Gavarnie!" 

From the ridge of the Tre Croci, Churchill subsequently 
made an excursion to a lake hidden between the flanks 
of the Cristallo and Cadino, Passing this lake, arid 
ascending the slopes to the summit of Monte Piana on the 
north, the traveller will find himself in the heart of a 
Dolomitic world. Directly opposite, to the east, are the 
Drei Zinnen, so close that a stone's throw would seem to 
be sufficient to bridge the in 
wonderful for their nearness. To the north are the rock 
wilderneseee, lofty cones, and sheer precipices of the 
Biirken Kogel, Bull and Pizzo Schwalben, separated from 
him by the deep gorge that ope 
ing over this wilderness i Laphths 


is 10,350 feet high. ‘ 

between the Diirenstein’a and ¢ sclatein, lets the eye into 
the amiling ‘basin of the Pragser Bad, and beyond, to the 
Welsberger Alp, in the Pust near Brunecken. From 
no other point Is the Geiselstein, which last year we bap- 
tised the ‘ Mount of Sacrifico,’ soen to hettor advantage. 
To the right is the jagged lateral line of the Cristallo; 
to the left, four rugged series of bosses, forming the rocky 
mass of Monte Camperlelle. Below, in front, lies the 
plessant Lago di Misurina, occupying the meeting-point 
of the green lines sloping down from the Cadino and the 
Cristallo, Southwards, and filling up the whole «pace 
left open by the Misurina Alp, is seen the grand rock- 
world of the Marmarolo and Maloora, fully developed in 
all its intricacy and extreme of wildness. A lofty col 
botween the two is the Forcella Grande, and nearly filling 
it, ries up beyond, the sharp anowy peak of the Antelao. 
The Misurins Alp is very extensive, affording pasture for 


(mm 
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800 cattle. It belongs to the commune of Auronzo. In 
the lake are large trout. 

Again, from near the Tre Croci, on the Cortina side, 
may be found a path—rather a difficult one—to the 
summit of that line of precipices which skirt the pass on 
the north, Thence is a fine view southward, including the 
Pelmo, the Civita, and the Marmolata. Churchill and I 
devoted to this excursion the last day of our stay, descending 
from the point of view described, through the uninhabited 
valley of Val Grande, upon the Ampezzo road at Ospitale. 
In this descent the ruined castle of Peutelitein appears 
with new and striking effect below, upon its isolated rock, 
surrounded by the heavy superincumbent masses of the 
‘Tofana and other Dolomitic mountains at the head of the 
Ampezzo, Ono of them, of a singular red hue, reminds 


one that the blood-stained mount of surifice, the Geisel- 
stein, is in close neighbourhood below Ospitale. 

‘Tt was on this occasion we found the path, which, leaving — 
the ronal before it reaches Peutelstein, crowses the gorge on 


the old castle, you would enjoy the 

as in days of yore, you may take the ancient 
more in the bottom of the valley, 

‘upon the 


you, by the French, 





CHAPTER XV, 


THE CRESPENA JOOH AND CAPRILR COUNTRY. 


The Limmengrier—The Jign 
St. Leonia 
—Burhenstwin, again— Reception xt Capri Lawia—Val Ome 
brotts—Exonmvion to Val di Zoldo—Tourists at Caprile—The Fiaber 
Get of Alleghe—The Timber * Leap ’—Agorto, 


‘Tue valleys of the Gader and Groden, the one striking 
southward from the Pusterthal, the other eastward from 
the valley of the Eisack, meet at a Col bearing due west 
from Cortina, and distant about one leng day's mareh. 
‘Though more visited than any of the Dolomitic valleys, 
except that of the Fassa, we had not yet seen them, and to 
do this, determined to shift our quarters to Buchenstein, in 
the Livinallongo, six hours west of Cortina. 

On Tuesday morning, August 19, with three stont fel- 
lows carrying our baggnge, we left the Aquila Nora. 
Everybody said the path to Buchenstein was very boggy, 
and S— and A—— had dismal forebodings of sticking 
im the mud; we had waited, therefore, a day to let it 
harden, if it would; yet, as the track lay along the flanks 
Of tho Tofans, there was little chance but that it would be 
kept well watered. 

‘The promise of weather was fair enough at first, and up 
the green pastures which command the Ampezzo valley it 
was pleasant walking; lut from these slopes we passed to 





the track that has given a had name to the pass Itis a 
confused labyrinth of water-courses, all descending from 
the Tofana; every twenty yards we had to dodge about 
for a crossing over some boggy streamlet, and the odious 
‘Tofana became more odious still, His precipices on the 
right were black under cloud, as usual, and a mizzling rain 
soon added to our difficulties, These wet green hills, the 
rain blotting out any distant view, wore an unhappy like- 
ness to the grassy highlands of Scotland. A herdsman's 
hut was welcome; etill more a gleam of sunshine, which 
sent us on rejoicing, and in hopes of clading the Tofana 
before he could fill his rain-bottles again, We were not 
to escape so easily. In an hour he was down upon us, and 
this time with a pour that drove us to what shelter we 
could find—under the roots of an overhanging tree, to sit 
ngling over a torrent, or squeezed against the 

a pine trunk. We had lost the porters and the 

hour passed before we hailed one of them in 

led the way to a deserted but, the best 

where his comrades had raised a 

chips Here, a long as we could 


abies but I am inclined to think that it must 
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cing. The Cortina side is dull, ‘The precipices of the 
a may be fine, if they are ever free from cloud; 
in other directions there is, I suspect, a tameness and 
monotony of scenery, and prétty certainly a monotony of 
mud. The pass crosses the same range as that from 
prile to Cortina by the Gusella; the latter, our track { 
of the year before, is far superior. 
The path was now among slabs and blocks of rock. 
Scrambling down in haste to reach lovely glades below, we i 
re suddenly stopped by a gute—an odd impediment in \ 
wild a spot. It marked the limits of the Ampezzo 
ict, and would have mattered nothing to us, but that 
e porters took advantage of it to strike for wages. I am 
sorry to record this of ther, and it was indeed all the work 
of one grumbler, who had never liked the job. Seizing \ 
@ of the luggage he carried, transferring it to our own 
<a, and upbraiding them all for breach of contract, | 
chill and I soon etopped the mutiny, which for a 
jent looked awkward; once through the gate, and they 
C willingly have relieved ua of our self-imposed bur- 
dens, if we would have let them. 
According to the map, we should now soon arrive at 
and very puzzling it was to dive deeper, and 
into the endless depths of valley, and find it | 
A castle-ruin, yellow-white as the Dolomite frag- i 
nt on which it was perched, shone through the trees; j 
‘we followed still the torrent, that tumbled adown rocks, 
woods, and meadows, and sometimes far outstripped us by 
headlong plunge. A village, Andraz, appeared near the \ 
opening upon the Livinallongo, the central valley of the : 
_ district; and here the path divided—descending on the left, | 





to reach Caprile,—on the right, keeping high upon the 
mountain side. This terrace walk was ours; it commanded 


prospects the most enchanting, Opposite, across the deep 
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valley of the Livinallongo, and over an intervening ridge, 
rose the Marmolata, white with snow and glacier; at the 
upper cnd of the valley stood the Dolomitic mass of the 
Sella Spitze, closing it entirely in that direction; and at the 
ip the vista, the noble shape of the Civita, 
r and free, with lovely Alleghe set like au 


You must climb the bleak pass through hours of rain, 
and turn upon that terrace-path as the western sum is 
flooding all the valley with lustrous amber tints, to appre~ 
ciate that view ax we did; but it must be always beautiful. 


ll shop ata smalleorner, At the head 
e upon the wall ancient spears and 
the ‘Castello,’ as the ruin on the 


falls iniey, so suddenly, and so deep, that yc 
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mt far away, through the vista of overlapping 
hills, the eye, ae if from the watch-tower of some lofty 
castle, pursues the wondrous view right on to the Civita, 
| Draw back the curtain as you lie in bed when morning 
| dawns, and you can watch the purple edge with gold as 
| the mountain ridges successively catch the sunbeams. 

| Assmall room on the first floor serves for a salle, and 
Tins the same view, if you could soe it, for the plants and 
double easements that fill up the apertures of windows. 
Like the rest of the house, the salle is clotted up with all 
sorts of stores, and much tawdry church rubbish besides, 
the relics of bygone festivals, all contributing to a certain 
musty «mell pervading the place. Moro interosting objects 
area Jiger’s shooting gear—wonderful rifles, with crooked 
| stockn—ranged on the walls; and a picture, representing 





the proud occasion when their owner returned from 
Tnnsbrack to his native village, the winner at the yearly 
@hooting match. ‘The hostess is his daughter—an active 
little body, and a very fair cook. The Jiiger himself, now 
an old man, keeps a small inn at Andraz. His name, aleo 
spelt  Vinazer,’ is a renowned one in the Gréden Thal. A 
family, to whom no doubt he is related, lived at St. Ulrich 
in the eighteenth century, and became celebrated as artists 
oth in Spain and elsewhere. 

We differ about the merits of Buchenstein. Some of us 
eanuot forget the grocery smells; others retort about the 
| wonderful view, [t would, indeed, be difficult to find one 

more beautiful of its sort than that from the hole in the 

wall, which serves as window to the little eastern bedroom. 

In the morning the Civita is a dark silhouette; in the 

evening it is all a-glow. Nay, you may sometimes see a 

Sight more solemn than the mountains, Below, across a 

deep ravine, lies the village cemetery. One early morning 

A group of men and women wore waiting there ab the gate, 
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beside a small coffin om the ground ‘The priest, im surplice 
and cap, arrived; and the bare-headed procession, reciting 
prayers that floated far in the still air, followed him up the 
grave-covered hill. Tn front went a cross of flowers and 
ribbons, carried by a boy; while another, from a pail of holy 
water, plentifully aspersed the sacred soil around. At the 
grave the men stood in a cluster; behind them, at s little 
distance, knelt the women; two only among them, in 
Sunday white sleeves, distinguished in any way as mourners. 
‘The grave was entirely filled in before the service ended: 
a cross wns planted at the head, and, for the last time, the 
rain of holy water fell upon the group, Then they left 
the sleeper till that other morning when the rocks and bills 
shall disappear, and the little child awake! One of the 
white-sleeved women remained bebind; she paid the 
sexton, sprinkled once more the grave, and, as it seemed 
with special care, some other graves around. Morning 
and evening, so long as we stayed, the same figure was to 
be seen there, turning for many a lingering look ene’ time 
as she stole away. besten 

The church stands upon a ledge near the yillage pln, 
the terrace walls impending over the depth of valley; and 
in the dusk you may compose theré what elegies you will. 
The draping woods hang before you asa pall; the Sella 
Spitze and the Civita you may liken to the old world’s 
tombstones, When the Angelus bell has ceased, no one 
will disturb you; but the black figure of the Getatlicher 
will perhaps come out on a narrow shelf of garden below, 
pacing backward and forward, his day's duties over, and 
carrying a tiny red spark at the end of leis pipe. 

The Castello, sid to be of Roman origin, bat whose 
present rains date back only from the middle ages, tier in 


a lonely spot, an hour and a half from Bushenstei, om the 


path to Cortina, It —— 














castles, built on the top of an jzolated fragment, 
ating on the slope of a hill, spent morning 
there. Two sides of the rock overhang, and carrying up a 
owall under one of these, they obtained a sort of huge 
«cavern, weful, no doubt, in many ways, besides preventing 
xn enemy from sheltering where they could not * prod’ at 
Exim. There are the remains of a drawbridge over a torrent 
Phat rushes past the foot of the rock, and of various battle- 
mental outworks The castle itself above, clings to every 
‘Seach that could be made available, and looks like a strange 
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Raalf-destroyed fangus that had grown upon the grey rock 
Northward lies a sterile Dolomitic range, peak 


above peak, with old Tofana in their midst. Darkness, 
‘ain, and thunder gathered upon him, as usual; and a 
“ mpurt of bis wrath drove me under the caverned rock for 
helter. It was a freak worthy of the spot to build there 
@ Place of strength. 
‘The expedition to the Gader and Griden valleys, 
Churchill and Twere to make alone. In the angle between 
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them stands a huge mass of mountain, possessing no 
designation, as a whole, in the mouths of the country- 
people in either vulley, who have contented themselves 
with bestowing names upon the peaks or bosses that stand 
immediately opposite them. ‘Thus, that part of it forming 
the western boundary to the upper Gader is called the 
Guerdenazza Berg; the name Geister Spitzen is attached 
to a portion of the north-west wall; while the Crespens 
Kofel rises aloft on the south-east border. On ite western 
side it is cut into by two ravine-like valleys, the Tachister 
Thal and the Langen Thal, by which access to the plateas 
is gained, and which, running north-east, are in line with 
two others starting from the opposite border. In this 
manner the plateau is naturally divided into three sections. 
Baron Richthofen has selected the Guerdenazza as the 
designation for the whole mass. The entire area amounts 
to about twenty-two square miles, and the level of the 
plateau must be at least 9,000 feet abore the sea 

We proposed to cross this plateau by way of the Langen 
Thal, in the Upper Griden, passing over the copes 
Joch to St. Leonhard, in the Gader Thal. 
should see the mountains of the Groden; pe 
those of the Gader, and see them far better than by 
merely passing through cither of the valleys. 

With a man to carry our knapsacks, we departed one 
bright morning, S—— and A—— accompanying us for 
an hour. Then, rather forlorn, they left us to return alone 
as their own wits and our best instractions might serve, 
and not to expect us at Buchenstein till the third day at 
shortest. Meanwhile the Jtiger’s daughter had promised 
to take care of them, and the painted man would sand 
sentinel st their doors. Three hours over rolling, grassy, 
and rather boggy hills, redecmed by massive Dolomites 
lifting their grey and yellow sides in all directions, brought 
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CORFARA AND THE PRIESTS. ar 


ws to the solitary inn of Corfara, at the head of the Gader 
‘Thal—a spot dreary enough. Yet six priests, out for a 
* Lust reiee’—or, say ‘a lark ’—bad made it their rendezvous 
for the day, and, in o very lively clatter of talk, were 
s*pproaching at the same moment with ourselves, Brown, 
Thonest, mountain-looking men they were, and withal, 
cordially good-natured. While we lunched, they dined, 
=wnd, it is certain, discussed something other than theology. 
“Whe best bedroom in this out-of-the-way place had a 
arvod ociling of remarkably rich design, and the panelled 
owralls enclosed no end of roomy cupboards; yet commend 
“ene to the stufly little dens at Buchenstein the rather, for 
She windows here looked ont only upon mud. 
On again, and with improving landscape, up a rather 
ssteep pass between two vnst bulks of mountain, all bare 
send awful rock, the upward abyses filled with surging 
cloud. The mass on the right was the Guerdenazza, that 
<n the loft the Sella Spitze—the sume that, from Buchen- 
stein, divides the honours of the view with the Civita, 
“This Sella Plateau stands between the heads of the Faass, 
‘Griden, and Gader valleys, a wilderness in itself, and, ex- 
<epting the Guerdenazza, differs from most other Dolo- 
‘nites, showing neither pinnacles nor towers, but long 
Rormace ridges, amazing bastions, and lattish cones rising 
‘up ont of its interior. We learnt to regard this mountain 
with great respect, though the pretensions of its neighbours 
—=the Schlern, Marmolata, Lang Kofel, and other»—had 
at first olscnred its merits; and we were not for some 
time aware of its singular Orographic importance, 

‘The Col we were ascending divides the Gader from the 
Grikien Thal, and the descent into the Latter lay through 
smiling hay slopes, broken into numerous lovely glades 
by rocky fragments, and clumps of the picturesque Pinus 
Combra—n tree dark and rich in foliage, but in milly too 


e “a 


418 THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS. 


much request for the carvings that make the Groden ‘Thal 
famous. The Lang Kofel and the Schlern, now showing 
themselves in front, pleasantly linked our present ramble 
with Inst year's wanderings, We were to sleep at Plan, 
described in ‘Murray’— for to this portion of the Dolomites 
he devotes a page or two—as ‘an inn of the humblest 
deseription ; 


and so we found it. Butcher's business was 





YOEW OF THY CELIA PETER FROM THE GRODES THAL 


going on below; in the room asigned as, one bed war 
shoved into a recess where the roof sloped down from 
within cighteen inches of one’s nose, to within two of one’s 
toes: and the other was mysteriously developed ont of 
the thickness of the wainscot. 

But the best room was occupied—and by whom? 
Positively, an Englishman! Remember that through sll 
these regions, both last year and this, we had never 
chanced upon a compatriot, and you will understand the 
curious: sensa used by the discovery, Wht Presi- 
dent of the * Alpines, or learned Professor of the * ologies,” 








‘A STRAY ENGLISHMAN. a9 


was this, prowling within the charmed cirele of the 
Dolomites? Well, we never learnt the name of our 
friend, bat he was certainly neither a Kennedy nor a 
Murchison. For one thing, it was clear be did not know 
where be wa. From hix own account —knowing no 
Tanguage but his own, and bound to walk, except on Sun- 
lays, so many hours a day—be had started on a direct 
Kine from somewhere in Italy, to somewhere in Germany, 
and that straight line brought him here. This eccentric 
sxpecimen of our eccentric nation was in high condition ; 


Yet what better refage could t 

the Guerdenazza and its neigh : e 

wax Row an enterprise more than over tempting. Our 

sporting friend intimated, with a patronising air, that be 

would accompany us. Far too magnificent to talk about 
wee 
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into the mountains. In very carly times, however, it came 
into possession of the Lords of * Villanders, (a castle near 
KKilausen,) who took from it their title of Wolkenstein. 
‘Well may it be named ‘the stone in the clouds,’ wrapped, 
aus it must often be, in mountain mist. From an early date 
Zt served to protect wayfarers over the pass of Campitello 
nto Italy; though at the same time its garrison is said to 
Biave often inflicted great cruclties upon the surrounding 
Peaantry. 
We had Jooked vainly for the ruin up this glen the 
might before, picturing it on some airy height. We were 
samazed when now, stuck against the side of the loftiest 
‘oss of Dolomite, appeared a patch of yellow clay—nothing 
mnore—and that was Wolkenstein! It is niched into the 
ewall of precipice rising sheer 2,000 feet above, and partly 
Beaning over, s0 that no enemy, should he ever reach the 
ssurminit, could even shoot down the chimneys—if chimneys 
‘there wore, for smoke that could never live in face of such 
= cliff. * How terribly afraid of each other they must have 
Ween in thove days, said Churchill; and it was the most 
appropriate comment. Why else should anyone build his 
house, like a swallow, against the wall of rock? It is 
emible that, like one or two castles in the Val di Non, 
Gnterior caverns, natural or artificial, where armed retainers 
anight lie like maggots in a cheese, may have been the 
inducement. We bad no time to climb and see. 

Further on, in the depths of the glade, stood a small 
chapel, ax old as the castle, they anid, and containing one 
or two pictures brought from thence, as well as ancient 
frescoes, now obscured by whitewash. A more recent 
interest Iny ina memorial of the death of a girl who fell 
over the Wolkenstcin precipice a few years ago, while 
keeping sheep upon the sunmit. Coming out into the air 


again, we turned to look up at those awful «almon-tinted 
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battlements, aloft in the blue sky—the dizzy beight from 
which she fell. At the moment, ‘Geier, Geier!’ shouted 
our young guide, and two stately birds, with no perceptible 
motion of their outsprend wings, sailed slowly werom the 
sunlit face of the rock, and into the blue again. Their 
enormous size might be calculated from the height at 
which they crossed the front of precipice, In a frenzy of 
excitement, Alois seized the already loaded rifle from the 
hands of his brother, and rushing nearer the base of the 
rock, fired almost directly upward. The height wax too | 

+ great; one of the creatures swerved perhaps for an instant, _ } 
but did not appear to quicken its moveless flight. 

Our friend was mortified at this failure, and as we 
pursued our way up the sloping bottom of the glen, now 
widening into sunny spaces, now narrowing into a rock- 
strewn gully, had much to say in explanation. At last 
pointing to a pine-tree stem, clear in the midst of a grassy 
opening, and about 600 yards distant, * Now,’ said he, *1 
will show you that I can shoot. He fired, and we all 
walked on, nothing doubting the result; the marksman 
quickening his pace in his engerness to point out the sear. 
He looked long with a face of deepening gravity; none of 
us could help him to a feasible hole, and muttering some- 
thing about ‘an ass, and* the devil,’ he turned away, very 
orestfallen, Presently he shot grey crow of which he 
was not very proud; but these repeated discharges browght 
down wonderful rolling thunders from the recks, if nothing 
else, and enlivened the walk considerably. 

We were all this time ascending; but the stiff climb 
was postponed till at the end of the glen, a very steep 
funnel of débris crossed by innumerable faint zigesgs, 
offered the only means of further progress ‘These were 
wide enough to hold one foot at a time, but no more, and 
cost an hour and a half of stendy stopping, When me 
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A SHOT AT A GELER. a2 


touched the summit we found ourselves immediately 
ooking down an opposite ravine, which nearly cleft the 
mountain in two, and left us standing upon a narrow neck 
—a deep funnel on either side. Advancing a short dis- 
tance to the left, and the vast Guerdenazza platform 
was displayed, several square miles in extent, n picture 
of the sternest desolation. It is set round with lofty 
bosses, and in the midst rise conical towers like the ash- 
surrounded orifices of extinct craters. The white, storm- 
washed rocks are terrible in their solitude. One might 
suppose the scene a piece of Spitzbergen. Among the 
jagged ridges near the southern front of the mountain, 
lies a small tarn, dark as if it were a pool in snow; on our 
way to this tarn, suddenly, before our faces, rose a Lams 
mergeier! He was within a few yards of us, but by ill 
luck the rifle had been left with our porter at the ridge. 
With fowling-piece only, away dashed our sportaman, 
endeavouring to get beneath the circling bird, rising 
slowly into the air,and with the same even steady flight as 
the others, At the shot, the Geier seemed neither hastened 
nor impeded, only slanting his course towards the gully we 
had left. Alois perhaps watched longer and more keenly 
than we, for presently shouting, ‘he has fallen, be has 
Mallen!’ be rushed off white with excitement, and we saw 
bim no more till, returned from the tarn, we found him, 
without the Geier, indeed, but staring still Into the gorge, 
where, wounded or not, it had disappeared. 

‘The passage across the Crespena Joch is not marked 
by any path. The desert of scarred and broken rock, 
the slabs, fissures, and ridges, all bleached and shattered 
dolomite, admit of none. The course of the hunter or herds 
man ix directed by the bearings of cortain of its towers and 
eonce. At the widest it wok! take two or three hours to 
pass from érlgeto edge. Numerous deep cracks 


were pointed 
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out az caused by lightning; and in a recent-looking hole 
we were assured a thunderbolt bad buried itself not « 
fortnight since. When caught in these storma, the Jagers 
hide their rifles under one slab of rock, and themaclres 
under another, lest their gun-barrels should prove fatal 
lightning conductors. One shelf of bare rock was singu- 
larly marked with cireular indentures, as if a dozen donkeys 
had danced over it, leaving for ever the petrified prints of 
their hoofs. No explanation offered itself to our Scientific, 
though he would not admit the supposition of mysterious 
donkeys, But among the weird sights of this thunder- 
smitten place, were here and there a lovely gem of Nature's 
setting. In secret cracks and holes were nestled dolieate 
little ferns, mossee, and occasionally a brilliant Alpine 
floweret, such as Gentiana imbricata, Arenaria ciliate, 
Armeria alpina, and Paderota Bonarota. The Crespena 
Joch, though unknown to the tourist, is mot so to the 
botanist of these Alps Churchill had long had the name 
in his note-book. 

The view! To the north and east we were shut up by 
the white masses of the platean itself. Westward some 
fine ‘shrieking’ looking peaks were identified as the Geister 
Spitzen. More to the south lay the Schlern (of glorious 
memory) and nearer, the towering Lang Kofel, but carly 
obscured by clouds which grew upon the splendour of the 
morning. Directly in front was the wilderness of the Sella 
Plateau, the companion of the Guerdenazza, which it mech 
resembled in conformation ; and beyond to the south-east 
shone tho glaciers of the Marmolata—the noblest sight 
of all. - 

‘Yet the riven summit of the Sella, dark with tormented 
cloud, was the more interesting at the moment; a dark- 
ness, not of cloud only, but of mystery and murder 
over it. Alois, clashing his gun-steck upon the 
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and pointing with an impressive finger toward one of 
those livid rifts, *“That,’ said he, ‘is the Forbidden Way,’ 
and then with mpid pantomimie uction, he poignarded his 
stomach and pistollod hie ear, It was very dreadful, but 
what did it mean? The best we could make out was, that 
# path oxisted there over the Sella to the Val Fassa, which 
either on account of the smuggling facilities it offered, or 
from certain robberies and assassinations of which it had 
been the scene, had been closed by the authorities, That 
these mountains were not entirely free from the latter 
danger we bad afterwards reason to believe; but the 
*Forbidden Way’ looked tempting as otber forbidden 
ways, though for no earthly reason than that it was 
forbidden. 

The clouds in that direction began to look malignant, 
and an occasional low ramble sounded as if the lurking 
lightaings were finding here and there a victim. Our 
young host of Plan had engaged to conduct us to the edge 
of the descent into the Gader Thal; and was now anxious 
to fulfil his taak and be gone before the Guerdenazzs itself 
shoukt become the ecene of a tempest, He showed us the 
deep valley into which we must descend; assured us 
we could not lose the way when fairly off the summit ; and 
then with his companion turned at a rapid pace to- 
wards the advancing gloom. We, aa rapidly, plunged 
downward, and in three minutes were utterly lost among 
exlges of impossible precipices. They fell in terrace after 
terrace on every side. At the sme moment a curling 
cloud lifted itself over the top, and stretched after us long 
wispy fingers like a pursuing ghost; should it reach us, 
we could only huddle together under a rock and wait—all 
night perhaps. That adventure did not bappen. With 
much backward and forward work, skirting and craning 


over noend of precipices—always another when we thought 
(ai = we 
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we had cleared them all—ecrambling down * chimneys,’ aud 
squeezing through clefts, helped at Inst by = ehepherd 
shouting from a rock islanded in mist—helped to better 
purpose still, by an old woman returning with an empty 
tereel’ to the valley—we reached the bottom. For full 
two hours our cloudy foc, unable to overtake us bodily, 
pelted us mercilessly with rain. 

There was only one inn to make for—Evangelista’s, at 
the village of St. Leonhard. It was difficult to find; and 
when we did find it, the good man was far too good to 
allow us any meat ona Friday. A piece of dry lsread and 
cup of coffee at five in the morning; another piece, anda 
couple of eggs for dinner, had left us sharp set mow, 
for supper. More egys and more coflee, however, did 
very well for us, as for others who had sought the same 
shelter; and meanwhile Evangelista, in black ekull-cap and 
lean breeches, quaint in costume as in name, sat by each 
guest in turn, putting beniguantly the quaint questions of 
the olden days. ‘Whence come you to-day? and whither 
going?’ ‘Ah! yes; and how have you found it on the 
way?’ And so each man's story comes out, and is 
commented upon. Later than ourselves, ns tired, wet, 
and hungry, came in a German inineralogist, with a bag 
of fossils from St. Cassian, and shared our bedroom; 
there were four beds in one Lirge chamber. His toilet 
was delightfully simple—off with coat, waisteost, and 
trowserg, and he was ready for bed; on with them in the 
morning, and be was ready for breakfast, His pouch of 
fossils and an umbrella were his only encumbrances! St 
Cassian is a village two hours from St. Leonhand's cele 
brated for the enormous richness in fossil shells of certain 
beds in the volcanic ash of its vicinity,—not far from the 
summit ridge between the Gader and Livinallongo, and 
north-west of the Dolomitic peak of the Set Sass 
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RETURN TO BUCHENSTELN. “a7 


Of the scenery at the head of the Gader Thal we could 
scarcely form an opinion. The rain that fell all night, fell 
still in the morning; and the Guerdenazea on one side, 
and the Heiligen Kreutz Kogel on the other, showed only 
their piney flanks, Yet the latter can, we fancy, boast an 
array of jagged peaks when the eky is clear above. The 
season, this year, they said, had been ‘always rain.’ 

We were ready to start at six, hoping to reach Buchen- 
stein for dinner; but it was not till after ten that a few 
wandering sun gleams drew us from Evungelista's roof. 
At St. Cassian we stepped into the curé’s house to enquire 
the way. His housekeeper will entertain a traveller when 
peed be; and the smell of dinner was too potent for men 
who had fisted on the Friday so rigidly as we. A portly 
Priest, on » visit to the curé, was one we had seen at Cor- 
tina; and while their reverences dined at one table, we 
did the sume at another, under a lively fire of questions. 
‘The ascent behind St. Cassian was almost one quagmire; 
the soil in many places had slipped, and the turf lay in 
folds and wrinkles down the slopes. Nothing could be 
more tedious, and successive storms of rain overtook us 
from the ever-gloomy Tofana, now visible to the east, 
outtopping its more western neighbours. Yet once upon 
the ridge, and the valley of Livinallongo, with the Civita im 
the distance, opened to sight as lovely a ever; and at five 
we entered Buchenstein, to find our wives gone up the 
wrong hill to meet us! From the little window in the 
wall they were soon scen returning. Their three solitary 
lays had passed tolerably; but they were clearly rather 
tired, both of the Finazzers and themselves. We enjoyed 
the welcome Sunday's rest upon the alpine meadows, an 
bour or so above the village; while the Marmolata, bright 
with mow, and the Civita, crowned with spires, chaunted 
us their psalens. 
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A woek at Caprile was in the programme of our journey, 
It lay at only three hours’ distance; and having seat wont 
of our spproach, we moved down there on the Monday 
morning. A rich and picturesque descent it is; but 
Caprile does not show, till the steeple is exactly under 
your feet, and just at that intersting moment oor unfor- 
tunate mule tumbled over a rock, which blocked up the 
deep-sunk path, and lay wedged and groaning under « 
heap of bagyage. The misadventure caused considerable 
delay, and rather spoiled our first greeting to Caprile. 
When we nade our appearance im the marrow street, hasty 
mossongers were seen flying to the *Pezzis*; and father, 
mother, son, and daughter, were quickly grouped at their 
door to give uaa right kindly welcome, Cortina received 
us graciously, but Caprile affectionately. ‘The rooms bad 
all been freshly swept and garnished, Two large bouquets, 
which no Caprile garden could have furnished, ornamented 
the salle, and an enormous cake, made expressly for 
the occasion, was placed upon the table, Every little 
want of last year had been remembered and provided for, 
with an anxious care that was quite touching, and especially 
an ample supply of meat had boon obtained, so that we 
can no longer speak of the Caprile larder as ill provided. 
A few little presents, brought from England for this worthy 
family, were accepted as the gifts of friends; and like 
friends we were treated during the five days that Caprile 
was our home. 

There were three or four things to be done at Caprile. 
‘The first was to get the Pelmo into the sketch-book, as seen 
from Sta Lucia. This village we had passed om our way 
over the Gusella the year before, and it may be remem- 
bered as that which once held Tithan prisoner fora) 
during 2 storm of snow, On the afternoon of our arrival 
I started, No chance of catching the Pelme im bis naked 
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majesty waa to be neglected in this unsettled weather, How 
soxious is the moment when, after a bard climb, your 
mountain should appear within the next few steps,— 
and there may be only white masses of cloud instead! 
‘That afternoon he was tolerably gracious, baring first one 
shoulder and then another, Isatly unrobing his hoary bead. 
The peasants, basy in the last Jabours of their harvest, 
collected, as usual, to witness the strange processes of art. 
Of course, apropos of an Englishman, there soon tured 
up the name of Lord Palmerston. * Ah, he is a wonderful 
man. “ Sehr kriiftig.” Whatever be wills must be’ Thirty 
years ago Borrow heard the ame story from the peasants 
in Spain. Two or three houses in the village looked like 
relies of a time when, spite of its isolated and airy situation, 
it may have been of more importance than now. Upon 
one was carved armorial bearings, with the date 1601, and 
upon a tablet was inscribed: *Fabt—15485—Renovta 
174962 Charchill, with S ——- and A—., arrived just 
in time to observe one of those wonders of colour which 
sunset sometimes works among mountains. The Pelmo 
glowed vermition throngh a drapery of clouds, and red- 
dened with reflection all the landscape round. Where 
was Titian’s bond to dash the splendour in? Though 
darkness follows quick upon these sunsets, we could not 
leave the spectacle till it had fated quite away; then 
hurried for the descent. Caprile's steeple could searcely 
be distinguished among its score of roofs when we reached 
the nearest overhanging shoulder, bat its vesper bell- 
sounds came ewelling up from the gloom. 

Under the southern precipices of the Marmolata is the 
Val Ombretta—*the valley of shade." From the descrip- 
tion of a German geoloyist, it should be one of the grandest 
things to be scen hereabouts, ‘Shady’ it must be, between 
those frightful walls of rock on the one band, and the 
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masses of the Sasso Vernale on theother. Onan expedition 
to the Ombretta, Churchill and 1 were accompanied by 
Pellegrini, Herr Grohmann’s guide, ‘of inexhaustible 
humour.’ Our own deficiencies in Ttalian no doubt 
prevented our appreciating the finer points of his wit, 
and perhaps compelled his drollery to expend itself chiefly 
in certain capers and pantomimie performances. 

Away we trudged on a bright morning; st first on the = 
track familiar to us, through Rocz, and through the == 
famous’ gorge of Sottognda. We were curious to verify —= 
our impressions of the spot by a second visit. Morning, 
instead of evening light, and ascending, instead of descend- —- 
ing, made a difference certainly; and perhaps there was ===3t 
something on our first passage through it due to unex- —=> 
pectedness. We used to speak of dozens of bridges—there —="t 
are, I believe, just twelve of them. The distance is under, —— 
rather than over, 2 mile; and there are some wider spaces === 
than we remembered. All this for accuracy, bat we hold, _— % 
nevertheless, to its being a gorge grand enough for anybody. —_—+ 
and if Herr Grohmann calls it ‘famous, and speaks of t a= 
*a crack « thousand feet deep,’ others must think se tox, 

Once through the Sottoguda gorge, instead of turning up 
towards the Fedaia on the right, we kept on direetly forthe 
face of the Marmolata. Of two modes of access to the 
Ombretta we chose the shortest. Pellegrini said indeed 
something about a ladder; but.we understood it meta 
phorieally of the steepness of the path. After an hour's 
scrambling, however, we suddenly ran our noses against 
something too like a Indder, and too little like it, to be 
pleasant either way. Upon a face of rock were two long 
beams of wood, with, instead of spells, notches cut im the 
timbers at irregular intervals, The first alarming suppesi- 
tion was that our unaccustomed feet were to go inte these 
notches; but after Pellegrini had gone up, eatelike, it 
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appeared that the notches were for the hands only, while the 
feet were to do their best with the rock below, It was 
easy enough when we tried it, and as for getting back 
again there was another path for the cows, and we were 
confident of being equal to cow-practice st least. 

Not long after this we entered the Ombretta. It is a 
mere cup hoisted up upon the side of the Marmolata, and 
at such a height that the south precipice which drops into 
it, loses much of its expected effect. If the Ombretta had 
jain as deep as we supposed, then that precipice must 
have been prodigious. Still, on a more favourable day it 
might answer better to the description of our geological 
precursor, When we were there it went straight up intoa 
Tine of cloud. On the side opposite to the Marmolata rise 
dark snow-patched rocks, and the whole bonlder-sprinkled 
hollow ix a perfect specimen of dreariness. A cluster of 
black sheds in the midet shelter the cattle which come 
here for their summer feeding, and their * banished lord’ 
who tendsthem ; he answered with a far off jédel to Pelle 
gtini’s call, whieh we took for permission to use his bowls, 
drink his milk, and poke his fire; but we never sw the 
solitary man, 

‘The return path showed us by far the finest scenery. 
From it the structure of the south-east corner of the Mar- 
molata, x marvellous piece of natural architecture, is 
admirably seen; snd the views outward embrace the 
summits of the Pelmo, Civita, and many other jagged tops, 
‘The excursion would be worth making for the sake of thie 
portion of it alone, It was dusk as we burried through 
the deep portals of the Sottoguda gorge, which wax all 
itself at such an bour. Dim figures of retorning peasants 
fitted seross the bridges, filed along the ledges, were darkly 
foon here and thore against the white torrent eurf,—just 
where they were wanted, 
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‘One more excursion from Caprile I must put before the-——=" 
reader. ‘That spiry wonderful Civita, which looks like one == 
wast shattered wall: iz it really. wall? or is there a long == 
slope at the back by which it could be ascended? Pelle-——— 
grini said it was unscalable. The St. Vito landlord, on the =e 
contrary, thought it might be ascended from the Val di aii 
Zoldo, This valley, opening at Longarone towards the ==" 
Belluno country, penetrates by various choking gorges =—==* 
and platforms of verdure, to a point midway between the ==" 
Pelmo and Civitan. We had seen every side of the Pelmo —<=>0 
‘but this; we had seen no side of the Civita but that from === 
Caprilo; it was an object therefore to explore that portion <= 
at least of the Val di Zoldo, It might be reached in four === 
hours over the Col Dai from Caprile, 

Dear mother Pezzé there was no doubt would take —=et 
abundant care of S—— and A—— during our absence, ==) 
and on Wednesday afternoon, with lively hawk-nosed Pelle———= 
grini, and young Pezzé, as a volunteer, we took—not the==s=4? 
road but the path,—first to Alleghe, accompanied so far bya 
S— and A, and then up the ridge by the side of thee 
Civita. There was a saddening soapy look in the sky,anda ed 
before long, it began to rain, while heavy volames of mistaa—=t 
rolled down upon our Col, A few glimpees of the Civitas 
upon our right—peeps into the wild heart of him—and n=" 
and then a backward glance into the depths of Alleghe—— 
were all we got before entering the body of clond, whic 
left nothing visible but scattered rocks, and forlorn slopes" 
of grass. Yet on the Col itself, we wore lucky, At the 
moment of reaching it, the mists tueked up their skister 
with & mugical swiftness, parted right and left, and the 
Civita close on one hand, the Pelmo more distant on the 
other, and the long descending Val di Zoklo in front, were 
simultaneously displayed. It was but forthe moment, then 
cloud and rain enveloped all as before. 
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On the descent, a sloppy hole in the grass was pointed 
oat in which a cow had disappeared a week or two before, 
beyond all reach of plumbing. Of course every one that 
passes pokes his stick down as far as he can, and wonders, 
but will never know, where the cow has gone to. In the 
valley our observation was confined to the string of dirty 
villages we passed through—dirty aud wretched-looking 
enough; yet several of the houses showed faded colours on 
their walls, remnants of frescoes—Scripture pieces very 
literally, here an arm and therea log of aucred personages, — 
while not unfroquently a small glassless window would 
show « Venetian column, or balcony of rusty but elabo- 

” mate iron-work hold pots of straggling carnations. 

Tt would have been much more convenient to find 
quarters nt one of these villages, but we could readily 
believe young Pezzé's assurance that the inn was‘ cattivis- 
simo’—* most bad’—though scarcely his accompanying 
amortion that at St. Nicolo there was one ‘ most excellent.’ 
Such it proved, however; a-tidy, bright-looking country 
house, with a clean kitchen for a very noticeuble fact. 
‘They would have served us supper on the third story in 
solitary state among the best bedrooms, but we preferred 
descending to the company of a priest, the landlord and his 
wife, and our two guides. Doubtless they preferred it too; 
all that evening the three former never took their eyes 
off ux. The landlady for a long time stood fixed to the 
middle of the floor, till at last she accommodated herself with 
a chair, still intent upon our every movement. Without our 
wives we had small mcans of conversation—nobody spoke 
anything but Italian, and after parting with the few words 
at our dixporl, we resigned ourselves to sup with silent 
and regal composure. 

‘The rain still continued in the morning, and woukl hare 
rendered hopeless any attempt upon the Civita, from which 
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following year—offers some fine scenery, especially in 
giimpecs to right and left, of Dolomitic precipices aloft. 
Near Forno there rises, in closely-fretted tiers, something 
like & giguntic imitation of Henry VIL's chapel, another 
Mustration of Dolomitic caprice. 

‘The hope in the sky was soon gone; and after waiting 
half the day for another chance, we started to return, 
marching in wet, wet, wet; hour after hour over the Col; 
finding scant shelter now and then under a rock or tree, 
Towards evening there was a lift and a swirl among the 
masses of vapour, and suddenly beneath our feet—for we 
stood upon a jutting grassy pyramid—lay lovely Alleghe, 
and opposite, reared the baro-naped nock of Monte Pizzo, 
in whose throes of trouble the lake was born, Two hours 
afterwards we entered Caprile. 

An immense erent bad happened in our absence. At 
noon that day five Englishmen trooped into the village, 
aud were, as our wives informed us, at this moment penned 
im the lower salle, Mother Peneé was in great excite- 
ment, rushing up and down stairs, conveying scraps of 
information now to the Julies, now doubtless to the gentle= 
men. ‘Dio, Diol” said she, ‘how shall Lunderstand them?’ 
for our countrymen were evidently ill provided with Italian 
yooables, while, drenched and hungry,they ha much necd 
of them. No diplomatic intercourse had as yet taken 
place, but was supposed to be imminent; and, in fact, ten 
minutes after our arrival, an ambassador of very engaging 
address appeared at the top of the stairs to arrange an 
exchange of civilities, ‘They were an Oxford party, abroad 
for the first time, and making their way, somewhat hedge 
and ditch fashion, for Venice, had tumbled thas into the 
Dolomite country. ‘The weather bad prevented their 
seeing anything of it; and as on the following morning 
they split into two partios—the one for the Arye, Wns 


oe a 








other for the Adige—they would be speedily out of its 
Inbyrinthine recesses. In the early daylight their cheerfal 
English voices made the street jocund for a few minutes, 
a8, with guides and mules, they took their different ways. 
Perhaps they saw enough that day to carry awny a favour- 
able report; for the following year, when we were again 
in the neighbourhood, seven more bappy *knapsacks, as 
we heard, invaded the village, and Caprile, which had 
scarcely seen an English face before our visit, can new, 
no doubt, look at an Englishman with more composure. 

If the second party were like the first, they never sv 
Alleghe, and missed, let me tell them, not only one of the 
finest bits of scenery in Europe, but as pretty « fisher-girte 
as they might wish to see. Ina round hat and knithese) 
Jacket, she was geulling about the luke that day, and cof 
her own sweet will rowed home, and back again, to lansowi 
some chairs for us as we sat by the side of the soft lappinsat 
water; then, resting on the gunwale, she occupied bese 
pretty fingers in breaking wriggling worms to pieces toate 
serve for bait,—a fisher-girl fe a fisher-girl, you know 
In the afternoon one more clamber to Sta. Lucia, and ix = 
tite evening one more chat with dear mother Peas’ anaes! 
sighing Ursulina. We were all sentimental, ans? 
the parting in the morning was e than that——— 
the poor woman and her daughter were fairly in tears, anced 
we, for our parts, were in anything but a joyous mood == 
we filed away from the hospitable door. We were 
for Primiecro, far off among the southern 
towards Feltre and the Val Sugana. It will presently 
seen what led us there, To reach it we must: 
the Val Agordo to tho town of that name, a 
hours. - 

Civita looked its grandest. At the lake, 
and her father waited for a5, wy % 
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Jong circuit of its shores, Standing with a light foot in 
the bow, beside her brown, wrinkled sire, her supple figure 
bent gracefully but forcefully to the oar, and sent us too 
swiftly past the changing forms of cloud-capped precipice 
and wooded steep. The freshness and brightness of a 
‘coming September were in air and sky; and not Lucerne 
iteelf can beast a finer combination of scenery than this 
little lake afforded, as we looked across its level floor of 
waters towards majestic Civita. Landing at the farther 
end, our pretty oarswoman lifted her lt like a sailor Ind, 
and waved usa good-bye. We have not seen fair Allegho 
since, bor those merry eyes again. 

Tt was quite a new country that we now entered. The 
waters of the lake tumble orer the vast rocky dam formed 
by the fall of Monte Pizzo across the Val Agordo, here 
circling round the base of the Civita on the west. We 
had never yet looked round that corner—never seen the 
western flank of the Civita. Well did the mountain 
sustain his character ss we now skirted him for miles; 
and at Cencenighe, a fine valley breaking off to the right, 
opened up the mountains immediately south of the Mar- 
molata 

At Ceneenighe we exchanged the mule-tmck for a road, 
We bad not met with that evidence of civilisation for a 
fortnight, and almest resented its easy-going inclines. 
After a rest and dinner at the small Cencenighe inn, the 
afternoon walk was delightful. It was a stretch towards 
Italy; warm and tender tints filled the downward vista, 
though all about was savagery. Enormous boulders— 
blocks a» big os honses—lay piled on either hand. One 
of them gave rise to @ @urious sensation. It had fallen 
a-tilt, propped against jer, and shrubs and grass were 
growing upon its under surface, upside down! It hat 


clearly descended quite within the historic peroh—wry 4 
. 
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unt, beech, and oak. Dolomite mountains, in still new 
forms of grandeur, surround it on all sides; yet set so 
spactously about, that it is open to the sunlight. The 
south beame full upon the gracious scene, and the west, in 
turn, sheds into it gold and crimson. 

A domed and double-towered church gave the town au 
important sir as we approached. Yet it is a small, scat- 
tered place, just a shell round large Plaza, itself a space 
of grass, shaded by trees for the most part, and bordered 
on one side by an Italian nobleman's Casa, with its out- 
buildings, a strange specimen of dilapidation, ye' 
rows of statues, columned arcades, quaintly « 
twisted chimneys,—gay and picturesque. Our hotel, built 
upon heavy arches, nearly filled the upper end of the 
square. It is the shabbiest-looking pile you can fancy, but 
offers, at the top of three dirty flights 
Large and decently-furnixhed apartment. 





CHAPTER XVI. 
PROMOS 
Agordo—The Path to Primirco—'Thw Bomettis—The Valley of 
Primicro and Castello Pictrn The Dolomites of Primbero—Its Com- 
‘merce and Curiosities Its History—Storas Withvet and Withis— 
‘Passage of the St. Martino Col— Hospice of Panrreggio—A Deowned 
Read —Predveo—Vigo—The Saess di Damm—The last Cot and the 
Porphyry Gorgea—Deteen, 
‘Two sunny days we epent st Agordo, the plessantest liteam=tt 
0 iv town we know—Sunday, the last day of Augu==™ 
and Monday, the first of September. Seldom, at the 
re there other than serene skies over the Alpi===0' 
while the summer's heat is tempered by a deticiom=™ 
freshness. One final week of weather like thm 
we should be content. 
rises close to Agordo, cromed by may 
an and beyond it lies a grassy down, adorned wires@! 
of trees like a natural park. On all sides rise t= 


there bov rs always a bluish vapour ; x Woks we 
md is de arising from quiche 


hedtut ant ak-corerod ateeps with wie Asiana 
among them, are picturesque beyond compare. — 
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‘to ideal scenery, Around, above, purt and parcel of the 
sky and cloud, pale Dolomites shoot upwanl. To the 
south they fall into a confusion of sun and vapour-hidden 
suremits. East and north they stand clear and sharp, the 
*pines of that range which ends in Civita, and guards the 
Val di Zoldo. Wentward stretebes an opener prospect, 
over bills abounding with village life. But north of west 
is the wonder aud pride of Agordo, I have said enough 
‘of the inexhaustible variety of Dolomite forms: here was 
yet another instance, and not the last. Two enormous 
towers, buttremes of the Palle di St. Lucano, stand there 
impending over Agordo. Twin cathedral towers, one may 
‘call them, but that they are ten times as lofty, The mass 
they belong to—-the Cima di Pape—reaches to 8.260 feet ; 
and, aided by tint and cloud, they look any height you 
Tike. 


Quiet may be had on a Sunday outside the town, but 
not inside. Crowds are pouring in, and knot and tangle 
in the upper Plaza, round booths and shops and inns, the 
fountain, or a strolling raffle for cakes and sweetmeats, 
Now and then they surge into the church—the women 
mostly—and loud organ-notes pierce the summer air. 
‘Towanls evening, the game of ‘Mora,’ with its rapid 
ringing shouts, sounds deafeningly from low-arched rooms; 
‘and the few notables turn out for a stroll round the grassy 
Plaza. One horseman, isuing from the gates of the Casa 
Monzoni, canters round « dozen times, and in; and one 
carriage of fair Monzoni dames drives a mile or two out 
and home, with a circuit round the Plaza for « finish, On 
wook days it would be still enough, bat for the «plash and 
elatter at the fountain, where the town's wash goes on. 

‘The beauty of Agordo was a surprise to ux, for we had 
thonght of it only 4s a balting-place on the way to 


Primiero. Primiero! Why must we go there? Among 
ie — 
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Churchill afterwards one of 18 
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that might well anxwer to the picture. And so, with one 
thing and another—slight hints from time to time— 
Primiero became the spot of all others we must not fail to 
visit—reserved as the final Lowne bouche of the journey. 
Tt Hes, one may say, in the heart of that roadless 
country which ix bounded, northwards by the Val Fass ; 
to the south, by the Val Sugana and Val di Mel; and on 
the east, by the Val Agordo, Coming from the Ampezzo, 
the latter must needs be our starting point, and from 
Agordo it lay distant eight or nine hours over a mountain 
track, ‘There was a choice of two paths; but as one 
pased through the scorched and bare neighbourhood of 
the quicksilver mine, we preferred that which, mounting 
over the cheerful-locking hills west of Agordo, led by the 
side of Monte Agner, and, as we hoped, within view of the 
great central block of those parts, the Sasso di Campo. 
‘Two ponies carried our baggage, and on Tuesday, Sep- 
tember 2, a clear though cloudy morning, we were on the 
march soon after tix. Rising for some hours out of the 
Iasin of Agordo, ith noble sweep of mountains through east 
and south could not be better seen; but Monte Agner, to 
the north, retired behind the near grocn hills, and the 
Sasso di Campo never showed at all. ‘Villages, woods, 
grassy slopes, and rocky ravines, succeeded each other, 
Gosalde appeared the most. prosperous of the hamlets, and 
a large church was building there. A path for pedestrians 
strikes off here for Primicro, and croming close under the 
Campo, is probably well worth exploring. Our guide pre- 
ferred for his ponies a charming terrace sort of lane, wind- 
ing in and out among thickets of hazel, but seldom losing 
sight for long of the deep valley on the left, where lay 
Sagron, one of the most ancient settlements in the district, 
‘The route from the quicksilver mine, which ours joins 
hy-and-hye, Hes along this valley; ami down a gorge 
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to the south, a tempting thread of a path Iny loosely oves=™* 
bluff and shelf, wandering into blueness, and the Bellune«® 
country. 

Our track, now kine and now path, still skirted the bi] a0, 
and the beautiful valley of Mis opened fully to sight belowar<a 
—beautiful in the softness of its dwarf woodland, and the<ciib 
strings of cottages hanging to its sides, At the furthce—=—n\ 
extremity lay the Col, and before mounting it, at a glitter——a==e 
ing spring we sat down to dinner. ‘Through thicket and »axn 
meadow and pine clump, by foot-path, horse-track, an <= 
water-course, we toiled to the smooth alp meadow at the»=ii-h 
top; and then, with less toil but more trouble, slong an=eemal 
endless descending trough or grip, more woody, mores—=er 
watery, and much more stony. Where it was field, it wave 
bog, where path, it was water, where neither, it was lose 
rattling stones ;—nothing on either hand above, but mo—<— 
notony of pine wood, and jutting edges of rock, It wasese==s 
not the sort of descent we had expected, and when thea=e 
view forward began to open, and there was still no hint oft! 
peak or pinnacle—nothing but the tops of round-backedi=—=d 
hills, we ruefully said it might be Devonshire out there. 

No landscape is more sudden in its changes, more abrupt 
in its surprises, than the Dolomite. In a momenta depther 
opened below, the walls of a ruined building glimmered 
through the trees, and soon stood clear—a castle o 
—with, behind it, such an apparition of cloud-wreatbed 
shapes, sharp, shattered and riven, come purple, and some 
orange where tinged by a western gleam, is quite 
our appetite for the wonderful. 

Tn the distance, in the valley bottom, wax 
a town; that was Primiero. Nearer, lay 
Tonadigo, and slanting down under the 
path, horribly stony, led in half an hour in 
of dingy houses. Here and there the walls’ 
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up with old frescoes; ome house arrested us by a picture 
of the Virgin of the Luschari Berg—the far-off mountain 
of the sledges—a record of the proprictor’s pilgrimage; 
and almost all showed a motto inseribed on their fronts, 
‘Christus nobiscum stat,’ ‘May Christ stay with as ;’— 
every house the sama, We were fallen, it seemed, among 
a pious people. 

‘Twenty minutes from Tonadigo, across a small plain full 
of Indian corm, and over a wide rushing torrent by a 
wooden bridge, brought us to Primiero. Our Caprile 
friends had obtained for us the name of the best inn, and 
the Agordo landlord bad furnished a letter of introduction. 
To our perplexity, now that we compared the two, there 
was difference enough to raise a doubt: as to their identity; 
and as the ponies and their driver had gone a-head by an 
hour or so, we had no means of previous enquiry. On 
approaching the town it was evident that the arrival of the 
baggage had created a sensation, and that in most people's 
opinion, the evening cigar and twilight stroll might as well 
be taken in the direction whence the four ‘ forestieri" might 
beexpected to appear. Of course it was rather remarkable 
that « party of ladies and gentlemen from England, with 
sticks and umbrellas, should be just that day walking into 
Primiero. Casting eyes up and down for an inn sign, we 
went on through a street of well-built respectable houses, 
and everywhere, as at Tonndigo, the same inseription, 
* Christus nobiscum stat,’ in lange letters, ran along the 
wall, Presently a denser crowd of the inbabitants was 
seen round an object at s door-way, which proved to be the 
moat conspicuous of our bage, judiciously placed there ms 
a token that the remainder were within; taking the hint, 
we found ourselves immediately in charge of a blandly- 
smiling Signor Bonetti, his threo delighted daughters, a 
grinning, barefooted hag, and n miscellancous assortment 
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of youngsters, not one of whom was content without 
something in particular to curry up stain. 

Somehow we felt that we were ‘done.’ The small rooms 
were a contrast in every respect to those of Caprile and 
Agondo, but the eagerness to retain us was beyond belief. 
‘They shouted, demonstrated, beleaguered every step; 
bundled an unfortunate man out of bis chamber, the better 
to accommodate the illustrious strangers; and at last,though 
by this time we had become aware that there was a better 
inn in the place, we weakly yielded, thinking that people 
so anxious to plewe: might make up in willingness what 
they lacked in means. It was a great mistake, and the 
more unfortunate since days of stormy wet ensued, shutting 
us up in our unsavoury quarters. The best inn, and a 
good one too, as our experience the following year enables _ 
us to siy, is the *Aquila Nera, also a Bonetti’, The 
two landlords are brothers, but there is a feud between 
their families, which may account in measure for the pas- 
sionate rivalry of the inferior house. 

As to the town, we speedily found we were in singular 
place ;—a town with no road to it;—a town where no wheel 
mark is to be seen in the streets, no sound of wheels is ever 
heard, and the daily mail comes in and goes out on the 
backs of donkeys ;—a town almost as silent az Venice, and 
which, small and secluded as it is, still possesses houses of 
nobility among its humbler tenements;—a town where at 
night people go about with twinkling lanterns, as in the old 
days before them. But I must first describe its situation. 

Not till the afternoon of the following day could we eally 
ont to obtain a notion of the Primiero country, and then 
the mountain forms were so cloud-tormented, that T must 
make use of later-nequired knowledge to deseribe its very 
interesting features. 

The Primicto valley 1% cowl oo wii, ea, Sha tam 
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being near the upper extremity where it turns off north- 
wards, as the Val Castrozm, towards the desolate Col of St. 
Martino. The lower end narrows, and sinks into a deep 
gorge, winding for several miles through savage scenery 
it makes exit into the Feltre district, ‘The valley itself 
Ascene ns you would wish to see, with several 

or daughters of Primiero—surrounded by 

Tndian corn, ond rejoicing in the abundant shade of 


green Alpine hills al i into knolls Pui ink into glades, to 
reaire many a cottage home, all fenced of 
Tine of precipices, far enough away not to interfere 
southern air and light. 
be striking effect lies in the direction whence we 
ame. There, backed by masses of Dolomite, stands on 
alia crag the ruined castle of Pietra—the 
original of the Campitello picture, Among the Dolomite 
castles, this must stand preeminent for size, situation, 
and history. It rivals in romantic position the castles in 
Calabria, or the monastery of Meteora, in Greece. No 
possible means of entrance can be seen in front, for the 
rock appears perpendicular on all sides; behind, it ix of 
Teas height, but still unscalable. Working round, how- 
ever, to the northern corner in this direction, the remains 


‘rushing teerent far below is the agwas lo this destrective proton; 

mow that the und of man leaves the ruin to the natural influences 

around, there bs nothing to pevrent the stream Crom sndeeséaing 

a en nee at ee 
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expert climber, is the uctanl entrance, but still far below 
the basement of the building, which, we were assured, bas 
been long inaccessible. Of its bistory I will speak pre- 
seatly. 

‘The rock itself is not Dolomite, but a mass of limestone, 
about 150 fect in height, resting upon an enormous mas 
of loose débrie, with which the entrance to the glen ix 
filled up. Behind, as already suid, and circling round to 
the north, are reared the Dolomite peaks which give to the 
scene its peculiar wildness, Penetrating into the glen at 
their foot, at about half an hour beyond the castle, a fat 





COUNT WELAPENG'S JAGD sex aNe 


green meadow ix suddenly disclosed, where you woald 
expect nothing but a chaos of rock and débris. Here 
Count Welsperg, descondant of the Lords of that namo, 
who for many generations held the castle, has built bim- 
self a small house, to which he retires in the summer 
months. Once a distinguished officer in the Austrian 
cavalry service, ill-health, and, it may be, love for the rade 
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eradle of his ancestors, has brought him to this most 
wecluded spot, where the giant Dolomites stand round 
him like pillars of the sky, and the jackdaws chatter, and 
the eagles scream. 

From Primiero itself, this amphitheatre of rock-towors 
and peaks is not seen; but they end in a fantastically- 
shaped mountain immediately opposite the town, which is 
the principal feature in the valley. Nothing in Dolomite 
im like it, for the singular variety of the horns and pine 
macles fringing its sides. It soon passed with us for the 
* Procession Mountain,’ since in some directions it appeared 
ws if troops of draped figures were ascending to the often 
eloud-invested summit. The summit itself rises in three 
great towers—the centre and hindmost one, of huge bulk 
and height, out-topping the others. Its name, the Cima 
‘Cimedo, seems intended to oxpress its character—‘ peak 
vapor peak.” 

‘The Gima forms the corner buttress, so to speak, pro- 
jected towants Primiero, of a Dolomite mass stretching, 
northward, in magnificent array, by the side of the Val 
‘Castromza and the San Martino Pase, in a straight line 
towards the Marmolata; and castward, toward its domi- 
nating peak, the Sasso di Campo—a mountain we never 
mucceoded in distinctly recognising—ending beyond in 
Monte Agner, the narrow towering crest seen in face 
from Agordo. The wile block i, therefore, of great 
extent. The triangular space lying between these two 
diverging Hines opens out towards Cencenighe, and must 
be a region of wild and lonely desolation, since it is almost 
uninhabited. In the distant view obtained of the group, 
when we afterwards crossed the high ridge separating 
the Canale St. Bovo from the valley of Tesino, we could 
discern large sheets of snow among the bare forme behind 


the girdle af peaks. 





















the Primero administration, and which has always followed 

its fortunes. Here is another and considerably larger lake, 
in a narrow, sterile, fearful-looking hollow. So late as 
1823, this lake was formed by a tremendous land-fall from 
the mass of the Cima d'Asta, on the western side of the 
valley, which, with the accompanying floods, swept away 
Canale di Sopra, the upper village. The name, Lago 
Nuovo, is a token of its origin. What we saw of this 
spot in 1863 reminded us somewhat of a desolate Highland 
weenc, The rocks are of grey granite, and lie tumbled 
down the abrupt sides of the hills in dark and terrible 
confusion. 

Now, having brought the reader round by the Canale 
‘St. Bovo to the lower end of the Primiero valley, opposite 
to that by which we first entered it, let us return by that 
route to Primicro itself. ‘The communication between the 
St Bovo valley and that of Primiero is not by the course of 
the stream ; it would be a long circuit, and through two 
deep gorges. There is a path over the high dividing 
‘tongue, which, as it descends into the larger valley, com- 
mands a charming view. First notice, however, to the 
right, the rift, a perspective of black depths, by which tha 
Primiero river, the Cismone, escapes southward, to join 
‘eventanlly the Brenta, 

Through that rift, and by the sido of its boiling stream, 
‘runs the path by which Primicro once held politically, and 
still holds commercially, to the outer world, Six hours 
down there, is Fonzaso and therich Feltre country. Along 
that path, stony, steep, and tortuous, goes the mail in pan 
‘miers, and up that way come goatskina of wine, fruits and 
‘all foreign produce, ‘The valley grows corn, and expecially 
sunize, but dovs not cultivate the vine; timber it has in 
abundance, yielding a large revenue to the government, 
and the Cismone floats down great quantities to Italy, 
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‘that it will Inst 2 year, wal so aapater Carve 
Venice. And something, too, more precious than butter 
once went that way, Silver mines in the middle ages were 
worked in the Primiero valley, and the ruins of the emelt- 
ing furnace are still to beseen there. They were abandoned 
at last in consequence of the many earthquakes, that of 
1600 especially, doing great damage. Iron and copper 
have since superseded the silver, bringing great destruction 
upon the woods, but great profit to the proprietors. During 
the summer the men are engaged in preparing charcoal 
upon the mountains, and the works were silent st the time 
of our visit. 

So, despite its singular isolation, Primiero has contrived 
to make itself of some importance in the world; and ite 
mountain paths, particularly this of the Cismone, have at 
all times been the scene of more or Tes traffie. The 
frontier between Tyrol and Venetia crosses the Cizmone gorge 
about an hour below the entrance of the Primiero valley, 
and there the ruins of a tower mark the place of an anciept 
toll. This gorge, like the ways into Primiero, ix =: 
solitary that, on entering the valley, one is astonished te 
find such « population; it is estimated, with St. Bavo, at 
12,000, which may well be understood as the prosperous- 
looking villages salute the eye. Commencing at this lower 
end, Masi, where the toll now is, Tmer, and Mezzano occur 
in succession, before Primicro— Fiera, as it is locally 
called—is renched; and beyond lio Transaqua, Ormanico, 
Tonadigo, and Siror. Near the latter village was the 
ancient silver mine, and between it and ‘Tonadigo, just at 
the foot of the Cima Cimedo, once stocd the 
Baco, which in the earthquake of January 25, 
which shook down the cliffs of the Dobratsch 
and did so much injury to Villach—was @ 
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‘whelmed by a slip from the Cima of part of its lower flanks, 
‘The marks of the catastrophe are still visible. 
Approaching Primiero from the eouth, the first object is 
the church, which stands outside the town in this direction, 
with two or three other buildings of importance,—the 
Canonien, the Fiirst Amt, &e. Accustomed in all these 
parte to Italian architecture, one is surprised to find in the 
Primiero church a grave gothic building of the thirteenth 
century, lofty and imposing in its interior, ‘The tall 
Windows filled with small round panes of dull glas, and 
guarded outside by ornamental ironwork, cast a solemn 
light within, and on the walls of the chancel are faded 
frescoes, the arms of the chief families of tho district, aid 
indeed to be those of the workers of the mines, to whom 
the erection of the church was due, and who, being German, 
adopted for it German style. A curious crucifix in dark 
-walnut wood over one of the altars was found, with a bell, 
among the ruins of the buried village; but the great boast 
@f the church and all the valley is a monatrens or hand~ 
shrine for exhibiting the Host. It is of solidsilver, two feet 
high, in shape like a gothic spire, sheltering three figures 
fin gilt of Se. Peter, St. Paul, and St. John. The centre, 
of Bohemian glass, forms a sort of lantern, and the whole 
weighs eleven pounds. It is accounted to be 650 years old, 
lhaving been presented by the silver workers at the time the 
burch was built; and became an object of such notoriety, 
that the Venetian Republic, we are assured, desired to make 
it their own, by purchaso—or even otherwise, if the Signori 
are not belied. They seem to fear no thieves now: re- 
marking upon the insecurity of the wcristy, we wore told that 
no tobbery had been known in the valley within memory 
of man. ‘The priest of this church is the ecclesiastical 
superior of all others in the valley. Yet it ix not the 


oldest church; a small ruined building was pointed out | 
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near Siror, in rain, they said, for 600 years, which, as the 
church of St, Giacomo, claims the highest antiquity; some 
remains of frescoes are yet visible. 

Nor is the little church of Transaqua, a village across the 
Cismone, without its treasure. Tt is dedicated to St. Mark, 
= fact explained by the singular circumstance that this 
Temote spot was at one time an apanage of the Doges of 
Venice, who presented a portrait of the saint by Titian fora 
altar-picce. They do not say, however, that more than the 
head and hands of the figure can be attributed to the great 
painter, and there is not much in them to sustain his 
reputation. A sereen with triple arches, Lombandic 
columns, and groined ceiling, gives entrance to the 
chancel; this ceiling is covered with Scripture subjects 
enclosed in circles, and painted in fresco with considerable 
artistic skill, thongh they have been perhaps caarsely re=- 
touched in places, especially in the borders. On the front of 
the screen, above the arches, is painted a copy of Tintoret’s 
great picture of the Crucifixion, in far from despicable 
style, Such was the church of Transaqua in 1862, Alas! 
in 1863 there were woful changes; whitewash bad invaded 
the frescoes, and it was even eaid that the entire sereen was 
coming down, in order that the chancel, in which grest 
alterations were in progress, might be better seen from the 
body of the building, It was the doing of the Heads of 
the commune, and the Primiero priest and his brethren 
did not expect that their remanstrances would be of any 
use.* 

T have mentioned two or three buildings of mark in the 
open spice surrounding the Primiero church. One of these, 
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the Fiirst Amt, is a tall fortified house with eyelet holes 
under its eaves for the cross bowmen, odd looking oriels © 
projecting at its corners, and armorial bearings painted 
| aeross its front. It is another relic of the silver workers; 
| they built it for their officers and for a place of strength. 
‘The date is uncertain, but an inscription tells that it was 
renovated in 1558. 

All these things declare that Primiero has a history. 
How often one vainly speculat upon the annals of some 
remote corner of the earth; certain that events of some 
sort have gone over the heads of the generations there, and 
that the great world without has surged more or less upon 
the little world within, but wanting in opportunity or 
means for learning how or when! At Primiero, the Castello 
Pietra, frowning and forlorn on its worn rock, the old 

- churches of Fiera and Transaqua, the quaint Fortalice of 
the silver workers, the toll-house Schloss, the ruined St. 
Giacomo—cverything bespeaks a history; and fortunately 
the wet days of our first visit enabled us to learn something 
of ft, An invitation came from Signor Sartori, the post= 
master, to visit. his museum, and we found there not only 
a collection illustrating the natural history of the district 
in all ite branches, but in Sartori himself, a very intelligent 
man, informed upon all pointa respecting his native valley. 
From him we gathered the particulars that follow. 

Primiero has always been in close relations with Feltre, 
and Feltre—upon what authority we do not know—is stated 
to have been founded in the year 750 ».c., and to hare 
been conquered by the Romans in 219 .c. During these 
ages, however, and long after, history is silent about its 
mountain neighbour. The earliest. tradition respecting 
Primiero relates that the valley was peopled a.n, 452 by 
refugees from Friuli, escaping from the destruction caused 
by Attila, and who, in remembrance of their native city 
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The jurisdiction of the Bishops ceased a little Inter than 
4.0 1300, when Primiero came with Feltre under the rule 
of the Verona Scaligers, who confirmed all the old statutes, 
But in 1365 we find it made the centre of administration 
unter a certain Boniface Von Lupi, by Prince Charles of 
Luxembourg, culled also King of the Romans, in the reign of 
the Emperor Charles IV. In 1373, by on arrangement be- 
tween this same Lupi, Francis of Carrara, and the Archduke 
of Austria, Primiero—with the singular exception of the 
village of Transaqua, which had been at one time pre- 
eented to the Republic of Venice, and was still regarded 
‘os their property—was for the first time separated from 
Feltre and attached to the domains of the House of 
Austria. On the occasion of this transfer, a toll-house 
became necessary, and the Schloss was erected for that 
purpose, whose ruins now hang on the side of the ravine 
of the Cismone at the frontier of Tyrol. 

‘The Archduke Friedrich pushed on the working of the 
silver mines, which in those times rendered Primiero a 
valuable possession ; and it is recorded that they brought 
him a revenue of more than 80,000 florins yearly, It is 
even stated that in the year 1400, the royalty paid to the 
archduchy amounted to 114,000 florins, besides a further 
sum of 160,000 florins, which was handed over, perhaps 
‘a4 a share of the profits, an arrangement which holds in some 
portions of the Prince of Walee’s Cornish possessions, In 
connection with these mines many Germans were intro- 
duced into the valley, for whom a German priest or Co- 
operator was provided ; and the place became so important 
that several so-called « palaces’ were built in and about the 
town of Fiera (Priniero). 

The war of the league of Cambrai, which broke ont 
between the Venetians and the Emperor Maximilian in 
1509, was very dimustrous to Primiero. ‘The toll-house 


— — 








Schloss, and many houses in the valley, pactebaasle 
battle was fought at Transaqua, of which tokens have 
frequently been found in the bones of men and horses, 
arms, rings, coins, and the like. In this war the Castle of 
Pietra was thrice besieged by the Venetians, but does not 
appear to have been taken. It had, in the year 140), 
passed into the hands of the Welspergs, who purchased it 
from the Archduke for 4,000 Hungarian ducats, together 
with the right of jurisdiction, to which, in 1600, was added 
the jus gladii and jus gratiandi—in other words, power 
of life and death in the valley. This power, during « re 
building of the castle after its destruction by fire in the 
year 1670, was exercised with great cruelty to compel the 
service of the peasants, so that the pile is still pointed at 
by them as having been built with their blood. The 
family of Welsperg derive their name from the valley of 
Welsporg, in the Pusterthal, which was given to the 
founder of the house, Rubertus, 4. 1150, by the 
then Emperor, in reward for services. 

Under the Emperor Charles V. the church was enlarged 
and ornamented as it now appears; and at this time, 
probably, was built in the chancel an imitation of the 
celebrated silver monstrans, in which specimens of all the 
materials used in the construction of the building were 
introduced, Tt resembles, in character and situation, the 
Sucramentshauslein in the church of St. Lorenz, in 
Nuremberg, but cannot vie with that masterpiece either 
in design or workmanship. 

After this, Primiero seems to have dicppeinanae 
the grasp of history, The extinction of its silver mines 
probably so diminished its importance, that no one cared 
to meddle with the secluded spot. We did 
any French incursion. If they bad penetrated thy 
the ailver shrine would not now have 
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treasures, Yet Feltre supplied a title to one of Napoleon's 
marshals in the campaign of 1796, when the tide of war 
must have swept past the narrow entrance to the valley, 
onward to Belluno, where Cadore and the Ampezzo were 
not so fortunate, The last event recorded is the fire 
which, about sixty years since, n second time laid the castle 
of Pietra in ashes, since which its bare walls have alone 
remained, rendered inaccessible from a subsequent fall of 
rock and débris. Twenty years ago, by means of ropes 
and ladders, Count Welsperg and several Primiero people 
sueceeded in reaching the ruin; but that is the last time 
it has been visited by foot of man. 

From this glance at the fortunes of Primiero T must 
now return to our own. Any one who gets into Primiero 
must immediately set about considering how he is to get 
out again. The ways are difficult, and the means scanty. 
Feltre was out of our line of route, and so also was 
Borgo, in the Val Sugana—a twelve hours’ march. 
There remained only the track to Predazzo, in the Val 
Faasa, over the pass of San Martino—aleo reckoned at 
twelve hours. The Primiero people necessarily, when 
they leave their valley, either walk or ride; but to sit on 
horseback astride, or sideways like sucks, with nothing 
to hold by, did not suit our ladies, and « twelve hours’ 
walk waa rather too much for them, Fortunately, the 
Hospice of Paneveggio—a solitary house on the other side 
the Martino pass—offered an opportunity for breaking the | 
journey. 

‘There was wild weather during the three days of our | 
stay. Night after night the sound of drenching rain, 
exaggerated by the spouts that poured cataracts into the 
streets, made night hideous; by day, if we were able to 
sally forth for an hour or two, the continuous low rumble” 
of the Cismone told that rocks and stones were grind~ 
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and thumping along the bottom; and all 
sacl swollen 60 as to check and limit our rambles. On 
the morning of our departure, a storm inside the house 
succeeded to that which had raged outside during the dark 
hours, The refusal to pay an extortionate bill, the first we 
had met with in these valleys, tranaformed the three Misses 
Bonetti into gesticulating and defiant furies; fortunately, 
the threat of appealing to the Syndic, and the mediation 
of the post-master, induced them at last to yield to a 
compromise, The Fates were certainly againet ua during 
that visit. We left, vexed in spirit, turning up the wet 
and stony path which led through Siror and the Custroza 
valley towards San Martino. ‘The pass a-head was dark 
with mist, and rain soon beat in our faces. In four hours, 
wet and miserable, we reached the Hospice—a cluster of 
buildings upon sn open pasture, where several men and 
taules were resting. The excellent coffee they gave ux 
there, is a warm and comfortable thought even now; and 
ns the rain had ceased, and the driving clouds let in some 
gleams of sun, we etarted gaily for the deeolate and tedious 
climb before us. 

‘The burdened beasts,—a pony with donkey as ‘tender, 
—could move but slowly over the wet groand, and we soon 
left them and their conductor far behind. At first, a broad 
track through a pine wood left no doubt of the road; but 
the trees thinned away and diminished to ecrub, and the 
track broke into numerous wandering paths, all disap- 
pearing in the cloud above. We might have been in 
difficulties but for s pleasant old man, whose alert figure 
and wizened features confirmed his assertion, that | 
and lineage he was a Frenchman, though he hed 
forgotten his native tongue. He was crossing 
and constituted himself our guide pro tem, 
mountain was horrible; many, be sald, per 













PASS OF SAN MARTINO. 


every year; and truly it seemed an easy thing to happen, ax 

 weentered the confusing clammy cloud. A few glimpses 
had been vouchsafed, as we climbed, of the wonderfully 
fine Dolomites, the Cima della Rosetta, Cimon della Pala, 
Tl Cimon, and others which line the eastern side of 
the valley and guard the pass; they even gained in 
effect from the rapid play of light, and obscuring cloud, 
over their stark sides, of which it was difficult to say 
whether it rendered them more beautiful or appalling. 
From moment to moment the towering Titanic walls 
glowed as if a-flame, and then vanished utterly from sight 
in the swift white vapours, to appenr again as suddenly in 
startling patches of red at some unimaginable height. 
‘The redness, which might be cither metallic or lichenous, 
was very remarkable in these Castrozza Dolomites, Below, 
looking backward, arches of cloud, like ribs of iron, — 
stretched across the Castrozza valley; beneath which, af 
nn immense distance, shone a sunny bit of the south, seen 
as if through the wrong end of telescope. 

On the Col, the cirenit of vision comprised only a few 
yards of slippery grass, stones, and mud; but on the 
northern side the prospect cleared again, and we found 
ourselves on long descending downs, perplexed by a 
labyrinth of streams and boggy tract. To avoid the 
worst of these, our old Frenchman led us by a long bat 
easier route than the usual one from the summit, not 
bidding us adieu till he could point out below, the lonely 
Hospice of Paneveggio. It seemed near, but a long and 
painful descent remained, through a forest torn by water- 
courses, before the welcome but dreary refuge wos 
attained. Vast woods enclosed it on every side, and, as at 
St. Martino, there was not another house in sight, It 
stands 5,200 feet abore the sea level; St. Martino is lower 
by about 500 feet. 
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‘The place of resort for all comers was the kitchen, 
where a fire on a raised dais of stone sent up its column 
of smoke in the midst, and into a huge dark hollow over- 
head. This stone dais, or hearth, filled the whole of the 
rounded end of the room, which was indeed one enormous 
chimnoy, lighted by one or two small windows. Bebind 
the fire ran a semicircular bench against the wall, giving 
ample accommodation to all and sundry wet and tired folk, 
of whom some half-dozen, cattle and mule drivers, were 
there already, stretching out their legs towards the fire is 
the centre. We soon ranged ourselves amongst them, 
stretching out also our shoeless fect to the fire that cooked 
our supper, and enjoying all the snugness and warmth of 
this best of chimney corners A pair of tall iron-dogs 
supported a strong cross-bar over the fire, from whieh 
hung various pots steaming with victual. The sturdy 
maid—Kellnerin and cook in one—poured out hot meses 
for each party—stews, or broths, or polenta; and one of 
the guests—perhaps a strolling shoemaker—took our 
boots in hand, to clean and dry, round the glowing embers, 
Our baggage-man arriving an hour Inter, reported having” 
crossed several deep torrents on the coures he bad taken, 
and we were all the more grateful to the old Frenchman, 
‘The bedrooms up-stairs were forlorn curtainless dens; 
and all that: night the fearsome Landscape without wax lit 
up with the brightest and bluest of lightning—pine-tree 
tops and desolate peaks clear for the instant as st mid-iay, 
‘The house, in its loneliness—the one poor shelter im 
these wilds—might have been a ship at sea in « dark 
tempestuous night, and, if it did not reel in the wares, it 
rocked on its base, as the blasts rushed down upon it, and 
the thunder crashed among the hills, ~~ 
Morning broke with the dull light of down- 
pour; and though the hurly burly bad 












‘bills were all in a roarwith torrents. From six to nine we 
waited before a brightening sky encouraged us to start. It 
was Saturday, and we must, if possible, reach Vigo that 
day, or at Ieast Predazzo, in the Val Fassa, But, oh! the 
water! The grassy slopes were smooth sheets of water, 
rippling aver the track; the woods were full of ominous 
rushing sounds, and seamed with the white streaks of 
streams, pouring from unknown heights — hurrying to un- 
known depths, Movoment and noise were everywhere, 
and filled us with an undefinable dread. We had crossed 
streams without number, slushing through as we might, 
when among the thick trees there gleamed a broader, 
whiter mass of foam, and the next moment a turn in 
the path showed a torrent, fierce and tawny, careering 
through the wood. It was rushing over the remains of 
a timber bridge, and flooding om both sides, so that further 
progress was impossible, When our animals came up, 
the driver stood dumbfoundered, as we had done, and then 
we all turned to retrace the miserable way. 

There was bope that in » few hours the waters would 
abate, and several men immediately left the Hospice to 
see what could be done in restoring the bridge, ‘The large 
party assembled by the bad weather the night before, had 
= lowered the stock of provisions, that a thick rice soup 
was all they could afford for dinner, and the possibility of 
being shut up at Paneveggio for a day or two was not 
plearant to think of. Luckily, by ono o'clock the water 
was down and the bridge practicable. We pushed on with 
all speed, amazed to notice the change that had taken 
place in three or four hours; sheets of water had dimi- 
nisbed to streams, streams to rills, and for the first hour or 
two there were few difficulties to encounter. Yet marks 
‘of devastation were plentiful; and at one spot, a black 
deluge of soil had poured down a hill-aide, destroying for 


a 











years, if not for ever, many acres of 
slopes of mown grass Where the 
<i bagel t vo G81 4 mg de 
that we pamed a single hamlet, and scarce a chalet, for 
miles along this valley of woods and meadows, 

There was soon sain again, and soon the noise of watery 
movement in all directions. Paneveggio would be cut off 
behind us, and Predazzo was our only chance. We bai 
sheltered under trees while our driver went on, and were 
surprised to sce no donkey when we overtook him, though 
the donkey's load was lying in the middle of the path. 
«Where is the donkey?’ cried we, The driver shook his 
head, and gazed moodily at the load, in front of which we 
perceived, at last, long ears and a pensive countenance 
just protruding from the mud—all the rest of him gone! 
With the assistance of a muleteer, who luckily chanced to 
pass at the moment, the load was lifted, and the donkey, 
hanled up by head and tail, was got upon solid ground, a 
wretched, plastered object, looking as if his legs had been 
sucked to sticke, ‘He will never carry more!’ énid his 
master, as we stood in silent dismay over the catastrophe. 
If that was a thing desired by the donkey, he had better 
not have begun to nibble actively the grass under his feet. 
At sight of that, his burden, lightened as far as we could, 
was immediately readjusted, and we floundered on aguin. 

In three hours from Paneveggio we reached a road, and 
thought ourselves safe, but in several places torrents were 
pouring over it, and it seemed as if Predazzo, whose steeple 
we could see below, where our valley struck into the Fase 
‘Thal, would be cut off from nz no Jess than Paneweg, 
A hay-wagon lay wrecked and abandoned in the: 
one of these streams, and at another spot masses of 
and rabbish covered the road for many 
all these difficulties we pressed, sometimes 














the coping-stones of a wall, sometimes scrambling 

over rocks and bushes—and go it came to pass, we scarcely 
know bow, that at last we reached Predazzo, and the com- 
fortable inn of Jacomelie, and the unaccustomed soand 
of wheels, and the strange sight of an omnibus in cor 
respondence with the ‘Strada Ferrata,’ at Trento. A 
few days after, at Botzen, we learnt, that storm and 
inundation had been gencral through the Alps—that the 
river Inn had risen twelve feet at Innsbruck, and muclt 
damage had been done. We congratulated ourselves at 
having escaped ao tolerably from the Primiero mountains, 
‘but had no wish to encounter their watery perils again, 

Predazzo is a great centre of attraction to all German 
mineralogiste. It is to then, what the head of the Gader 
‘Thal is to palontologists, and the Seisser Alp, with its rim 
of Dolomites, to geologist. As we descended the last 
reaches of road, every wall showed varieties of melaphyr, 
porphyry, syenite, and granite, Dolomite and limestone | 
were out of sight upon the heights to our right, and it was 
plain we were surrounded by quite other geologic con- 
ditions, At the inn a large table was covered with 
specimens, and # mineralogist from the north of Germany 
had made it his quarters for some weeks. 

‘The little town stands at the north-eastern border of 
& wide, level, alluvial opening—fertile, but block-strewn | 
here and there. It is the centro of the Trias Crater, 
whence the great variety of eruptive rocks have emanated. : 
‘They run up stooply on all sides, and prevent any distant 
view, except in the direction of the valley we bad just 
descended. Outside the circle occupied by these rocks 
‘we find Dolomite mountains again, standing in isolated 
masses at three separate points, ons basis of lower trins 
beds. = 

The late hour at which we reached Predazzo, and our 








| : 





ixeees 
406 THE DOLOMITE, 


wayworn condition, put Vigo ont of 0 

eat but letters were waiting there from which wo had 
been debarred for weeke, and we ordered a carriage to be 
ready early the next morning. Vigo is that village in the 
Upper Fasea Thal where, ab ‘Antonio Rizzi's ion, ‘Churchill 
spent some days in 1860. Arrived there, we should be 
upon the western limit of the Dolomites once more, baring 
traced them to and from the far cast, By touching upon 
the neighbourhood of our earliest experiences, the 
would be completed. Val Fassa is, by reputation, 20 
preeminently the Dolomite district, that most tonrise 
must be dimppointed, we suspect, as they ascend the 
valley. At the village of Mocna the scenery first bezins to 
promise something, in portions of the range to which the 
Rosengarten belong; but from no part of the road in 
the valley would a stranger understand the tre nature of 
the Dolomite region. Now that we bad seen so munch of 
it, wo folt this strongly. 

None of us, excepting Churchill, had ever scen Vigo, 
and he had promised much for Rizai’s inn. ‘The village 
stands high upon the slopes that face the east, znd, lervingz 
the carringe to wind its slow way up, my friend and T 
struck aoross the fields, reaching the ebeorful banlet just 
as the people were streaming from early masa Among 
them was Rizzi himself, who, at once recognising his guest 
of two years ago, Jed the way to his house, behind its gay 
little garden of sunflowers, dahlias, cockscombs, and mari- 
golds, All its rooms were at our choice, and << 
commanding the upward, and another the downward 
valley, we felt happy in securing for a few final 
pleasant a home in the Dolomite region. 

If anyone wishes to picture the spot, I rust: 
to the description in the third chapter, of the 
prosperous alp, the scattered oubstantial’ 
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- chnrehes—sombre St. Johann down below, and bright little 
Juliana above, with a big St. Christopher painted on its 
walls, And if the reader desires to understand the 
situation more particularly, let me remind him that, of 
the two grey masses now sprinkled with snow, that peer up 
at the head of the valley, one ix our old acquaintance, the 
Lang Kofel, and the other is the Sella Spitze, of which, 
with ita ‘Forbidden way,’ s0 much was said in the last 
ebupter. Not visible from Vigo, but from some of the 
heights near, the shining villages are seen specking the 
valley right up to Cumpiteljo itself, only six or seven miles 
of distance remaining to complete the circuit of our 
wanderings. 

‘The Rosengarten bad struck Churebill aa the grandest 
mpectacle he had seen in his solitary excursion of 1860; 
how would they strike him and us afler our late moreample 
experience? On Monday morning—which, with a sbarp 
north wind, ushered in weather brilliantly clear, bat cold— 
he led us, by tho climb be has described, to the erage 
among the pine woods, whence the amphitheatre opens 
abruptly on the sight. He waited for our votes, and, 
sitting down among the heatbery rocks, we compared the 
view before us with all the comparable and incomparable 
scones in our remembrance. I think the vordict sutisfiod 
our friend. The cloven precipices that form the vast oirele 
are worthy of the Genius of Dolomite, and of what the 
‘imagination pictures to lie behind the Rosengurten, as seen 
from Botzon. Yet other spots of the sane character show, 
perhaps, a greater unity of effect; and the woods, which 
here creep to the vory bases of the crags, detract from the 
arctic severity which other Dolomite scenes pomess. The, 
view, page 75, taken from a distance, explains the guneral 
character, yet gives but a feeble notion of the Rosengarten. 

‘The next morning, hunting up Churchill's old guide, 








463 THE DOLOMITE MINS, 
Grazzioh—a droll little fellow, whose short legs, though 
they put him at dimdvantage, could do a deal of work— 
we three started to ascend the Sasso di Damm. It Hes on 
the eastern side of the valley, nearer to the Marmolata 
than the Monzoni ridge, formerly ascended by Churchill. 
Of two or three ways to reach the alp, which is well 
known to the peasants, that from the Pozza Thal is, per- 
haps, the best. There is the usual wooded shoulder to 
surmount, and then a long narrowing ridge to follow, till 
it ends in a rocky summit scarcely more than two yards 
aquare, ‘The air was perfectly still, and we found ourselves 
“in the centre of a circle which included all the great 
Dolomite mountains of the district. 

Had we intended to select a spot which should bring 
into one panoramic view the greatest number of familiar 
peaks, we could not have chosen better, The Marmolata, 
difficult always to sec to advantage, here rose superbly, 
offering the profile of his southern précipice:* None 
of the others did themselves justice, but the Platt Kogel, 
Lang Kofel, Sella Spitze, on the one side of their monarch, 
and the Sasso Vernale, Sasso Val Fredda, Campo Ziegelan, 
and Monte Rocea on the other were all clearly recognisable; 
while in the opposite direction soared the Rosengarten, and 
in the farther distance to the south-west, the erescest 
of the Latemar, The view well accorded with the theory 
which places the mountain upon which we stood—iteelf 
composed of eruptive ash—in the centre of a vast ex- 
tinct crater, of which the Dolomites oceupy the sim. 
Geologically, topographically, pictorially, the view was 
alike interesting. Four hours did not exhaust its af- 
tractions, and though « thin veil of snow fell from time to 
time over some portions of the prospect, and the point we 


* Seo the View giren, paige 20, 















FAREWELL TO THE DOLOMITES, 


‘occupied was not less than 9,000 fect above the sea, there 
was no chill in the air. 

The only signs of human life were a few distant hay 
chiilets, anid wreaths of smoke where the hay cutters wore , 
finishing the last work of the season; and—on the ridge 
‘ani! summit itself, curious rows of stones wandering round 
and about, with openings here and there, very inexplicable, 
in such a place, to the uninitiated, but showing the cun- 
ning labours of the Ptarmigan hunters. Ascending from 
below, they drive the birds upward, whieh entering at the 
spaces, are foolishly caught within, ax in a trap, though 
they might hop over the mimic wall in a trice if they 
had the wit to do «0, There we gave guod-bye to the 
solornn silent Dolomites ; and with the firststep downward 
felt that it was home now, to England. 

Vigo is 6,000 feet above the sea, and with the north 
wind blowing, became bitterly cold. In the morning the 
‘Lang Kofel and Sella Spitze showed white with snow, and 
in the evening we sat shivering under all the cloaks we 
could muster. Having seen the ‘Cirque’ of the Rosea- 
garten, and climbed the Sasso di Damm, it was time to 
leave Winter to do his will among these wilds. So, settling 
the bill, chalked on the door-pests, and carrying away a5 
keepsakes from Miss Rizzi, four little pictures of saints, 
with two huge cakes presented by her mother, we left the 
cordial people. Rizzi himself undertook to conduct ws 
over the Caressa Pasa as far as Welschenofen, on the way 
to Botzen, a walk of four hours. The Col lies behind Vigo, 
and reaching it in the fresh of the morning, we were for- 
tunate in obtaining one more view of the Dolomite region, 
even the Primiero Dolomites stood on tip-toe in the far 
east to see the last of us. Then, with the Latemar Spitzen, 
on the right, the Rosengarten on the left, und in front the 
distant glittering peaks of the Ocrtler and CEtathal ranges, 





we dropped down the western slopes into the porphyry 
country. 

Vigo had been disturbed the night before, with rmmours 
of banditti, who having crossed the frontier from Italy, 
were lurking somewhere nour the head of the Fass Thal. 
At Welschenofen, the first village on the Botzen side, we 
found » company of soldiers in parsuit, and leaving them 
en-route for the mountains, we the more willingly de= 
scended towards the plains. At Welschenofen, the horse 
track ended in a wheel-road, which bad ‘been carried thus 
far from Botecn since Churchill's journey in 1860, and the 
pony, which had hitherto shared oar luggage withia donkey, 
was now put between shafts to ran us down the remaining” 
fifteen miles. 

People talk of the terrors of Alpine roads who only 
bowl down easy gradients in a vetturino’s carriage. They 
would gain a much more vivid impression of danger om 
this road through the porphyry gorges. Slight and rough’ 
in construction, it is enrried on narrow shelves round: 
sharp corners; or it shoots across dark gulfe by slender 
bridges: or is suspended over the depths om wooden 
brackets, showing an ugly tendency to slant omtwarde 
The dmg broke soon, and with all the force we could put 
upon the break, Rizsi’s pony, though an excellent one for 
mountain work, proved unable to control the long awkwant- 
vehicle borrowed from Welechenofen, down the manyateep: 
pitches that occurred. Its hind legs constantly slipped, 
and sitting down upon its tail, the sbafts went up: fate 
the air. Though pressed for time, we abandoned the 
carriage at last a8 too yreat‘atrial of nerve, if met: 
lately perilous, and could then spend a Tittle 
vation upon the scenery, whieh did not need: 
danger to render it in the highest degree” 
consisted of a series of narrow and 
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porphyry rocks, These, unlike the Dolomite, are extremely 
favourable to vegetation, which in some form or other, 
creeps up every cranny, enriching, while adding to the 
sombre depth of colour due to the black and red tints of 
the rocks themselves. Entering the gorges, we entered 
into darkness, heightening the effect of the white tumbling 
stream at the bottom. Looking backwards through an 
opening at onc of theso dark corners, we saw again the 
Latemar precipices, which we had lost sight of since 
leaving Welschenhofen. They stood high in air, and bathed 
in sunlight, their front worn into singular resemblance to 
the pipes of a gigantic organ, Near the gloomiest of these 
‘spots the robbers had recently murdered a peasant, and 
carried off his mules. Altogether, we breathed more freely 
when possing under the tall towers of Schloss Karneid, 
reared aloft, above the last of the gorges, we found ourselves 
in the sunny and verdurous valley of Botzen; full of 
villages, companiles, and castle turrets, and terraced on 
every side with vineyards. 

It was ovening, and Botzen saluted our approach with 
the sonorous notes of its cathedral bell—that bell no doubt: 
which a former proprietor of one of these castles—Hasel- 
burg, upon the porphyry slopes—never heard without 
wincing. Like hie neighbour, Oswald of Wolkenstein, ant 
many others, Hugo von Kiiepach had departed for the 
Holy Land, but unwilling to leave his treasures of gold and 
silver in charge of his young wife, he first poured them 
into an iron ball, which was then, as worthless, flang into 
the moat. Unluckily, before his return, the priests of 
the ‘Dom’ came collecting for a new bell, and his wife 
Kunigunda, pleading that in the absence of her busband 
she was short of money, offered the old castaway ball as 

_ acontribution in metal, Melted down, the gold and the 

_ silver ran mingled into the mould, adding a marvellous 
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OUT-OF-THE-WAY SPOTS: 


A SUPPLEMENTARY JOURNEY IN 1863. 








CHAPTER XVII. 


ODT-OF-THE-WAY SPOTS. 


‘O14 Karnten apain—Friemch and ite Cantlen—St. Veit; the old Court 
Ciay—Llech Onterwite—The Zolifold and the Hereogstubl—Viranom 
—The Maris Saal—Klagenfur—Tho Loihl Valleys—Villach and 
the Landskrom — Night Ascent of the Dobratsch—The View et Sunrise 
—Last Voit to the Walfeaia—Dasage of the ‘Kirechbaumer'—The 
Lewecti ‘Thal eed Legyod of Lakan—The Sexten Dolomites—Tai 
Catore—Excurson to Hrgs— Forno and Signor Cerrena—Belluno 
—Feltre apd I'rinierw. 


Oxce moro to Old Kiirnten, People wondered at, our 
pertinacity,—that. year after year ‘we should take the 
same route, and now again, in 1863, should be off as 
usual to oar Dolomites, But the Churchills must needs 
make captive the beautiful Welfenia that had twice eluded 
them, #0 thoy started carly, not to fails third time; and we 
that remnined, could not reat long contented, as we heard 
of glorions days in the Gail Thal ; of Fran Claus's hospitable 
welcome at Auf der Plecken; of Tarvis, and the worthy 
Gelbfuss; and of now researches among the Karavanken. 
By the end of July we were en route to join them, and to 
cover as much fresh ground as pessible, entered Karntem 
for this, the fourth time, at quito a different point. From. 
Tech|, travelling on the romantic high road through Styria 
as far as Rottenmann, and then over the Rottenmanner 
‘Tavern to Unzmarkt in the Mar Thal, we creased) into 
‘Kairnten at Neumsrkt, and within the venerable walla of 
Friemeh, once more met our friends, 

‘We purpose in this chapter to pick up a few dropped 



































Sia ine - 
threnils, and to disclose two or three more ee the 
Dolomites, To be frank, we have hesitated wh er we 
should not keep these to ourselves. We have told of 
Ratzes, and Caprile, of Auf der Plecken, of Wurzen and 
the ‘Caldron,’ of cheerful Tarvis, and secluded Primiero; 
is not that enough? May we not fairly retain for our own 
use one or two Inter discoveries, nor, before it must be, 
let the world of tourists in? It was a temptation, but we 
have resolved to be generous, and make a clean breast of 
all we know. 

Carinthia was our first word, and Carinthia shall be 
almost our last. We love the old country, It has mixed 
itself up with our proper subject perhaps rather more thsn 
it ought, but it is go little known, that the digression may 
be pardoned, It was the ancient historical contre of the 
country that we now visited for the first time. 

Just before entering the small plain in which Friessch 
stands, you pass under a lofty rock, and catch sight of 
castle towers on its summit, That is Diirrenstein 
Darnstcin, the first prison of Richard Cour de Lion, ' 
was arrested near Friesach. Fricsach itself is a striking 












not far north of it, and Medieval times have left abmmdaut 
memorials in walls, gateways, towers, churches, monasteries. 


the sunny plain below. It was long the scat of p 
the Prince Archbishops of Salzburg, from whom the D 
of Kiirnten sometimes tried to wrest it, The 
Conrad IIT. stayed here on his return from the 
in 1149. King Ottokar in 1276 made it a 
and the eame fate befel it thirteen years lat 
of Duke Albert.  But—greateat misfe 
bocame a prey to the Turks, and from 1479. 
ruthless foes continued to ravage the 





place, and striking in its history. Roman remains exist 
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Paenea. testes Las. Ga ttirvs ghee! taeker The 

centre one, the Schloss Petersberg, is the proudest. The 
coining chamber of the archbishops, black with medimval 
amoke, is still to be seen among the ruing, Thence issued 
the coins of Carinthia, curious square pieces of silver 
stamped on the obverse with a portrait of the Archbishop, 
and in a circle round it, the legend ‘Sancte Rudberte ora 
pro nobis;’ the reverse side gives his name * Leonard de 

. Keutsch, Are. Sal.,’ the date, 1513, and his arms In 
one of the shields is» full portrait of the famous ‘ Keut- 
schach” turnip—a worthy rival of Mr. Skirving’s—which 
the Archbishop Leonard wns so proud of having introduced 
into his dominions, that he took care ite portrait should 
be everywhere acen. In some of the rooms of the old 
Schloss of Salzbung, and even on a fine earthenware stove 
there, it is to be found. Tn 1490 he restored the fortifica~ 
tions of the Schloss Petersberg, and over the principal 
entrance affixed his shield, in which aleo a representation 
‘of the much-prized root appears. Hore, too, in the castle 

_ church, is a quaint picture, by Albert Diirer, of the Virgin, 
comfortably tucked in bed, and drinking veritable caudle, 
while a homely washtab on the floor waits for the holy 
child, reposing in a homoly cradle, Respect its honest 
truth! In the eame church they will ehow you a strange 
outcome from that humble beginning, in church vestments 
600 years cld, all glistening with rich embroidery,—to be 
worn by that child's ministers. 

From this castle height you might formerly have looked 
down upon no lees than twelve churches within the small 
walled town; you may still see their ruins. One of them 
waa dedicated to St. Virgil, the canonised Bishop of Salz- 

_ burg, the same who commissioned Modestus in the year 
AD. 754, to convert the Slovenes of Carinthia to Chris 
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THE OLD coURT ciTY. aro 


We must push on to St. Veit five miles further, regaining 
the high road there, through another rough country way. 
Bot if we left the lake disappointed, our spirits soon rose 
again, for in a mile or two there shot unmistakably into 
viow the famed * Hoch Osterwitz” on ita conical bill, with 
& crown of towers glittering in the sun. That was clearly 
‘the excursion for the morning. 

Next to Friewch, St, Veit is the oldest town in Carinthia, 
‘once its capital, the court city of the old dukedom. ‘While 
the orange glow of evening lasted, we hastoned to the 
Calvary, a hill with three croeses on ita summit, and ebrines 
dotting ‘the ascent. Below, lay ‘the town, like Friesach, 
girdled with walls; around were pine-covered hills, one 
behind the other as far as we could see, and on almost 
every hill a castle rain; princely Osterwitz in the east, 
“oatshining them all. This was tho most knightly district 
of Carinthia in the days when its chivalry was needed to 
fight the Turks. Down these hills have streamed pennobs 
and pikes to meet the invader, or, on many a high-day to 
the gatliering of the people on the mre Zollfeld below. 
Southward there opened a more distant horizon, and those 
who know what a mountain pasion is, will appreciate our 
dolight on recognising the peaks of the Julian range—the 
Mangert—the Prisinig—of other years; and, topping them 
all, the snowy Terglou itself, 

After an early breakfast we took the road to Osterwitz, 
lying five miles to the east of the direct Klagenfurt route. 
Tt is not men till within a couple of miles, when it strides 
into view, a commanding place of strength. The hill, of 
Himestone, appears conical on thix side; on the other it 
falls in one precipice 900 feet deep. ‘The ascent, through 
fiflcen towered gateways, and over three drawbridges, 
wind round the hill to the walled and turretted top, after 
the manner of ideal castles in old pictures. “At s firm- 
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, mail worn by Mangaret of Tyrol, * Maultasch,’ or 
fouth-poke, a Carlyle calls her, who was here besieged. 
‘Her ‘war hat,’ an enormous conical broad brim of stout 
Teather, in shape like the traditional beaver of the witches, 
View benide it, and in a corner stands the speaking trampet, 
ten feet long, through which perhaps ‘ Mouth-poke’ her- 
self parleyed with her foes, This good lady it was who 
brought Tyrol to the House of Hapsburg. Two wells, 
| deep as Hades, supplied the garrison, and in a comer of 
the guard house an orifice, just large enough to force a 
‘man through, opens upon a pit, the dungeon of the castle; 
Jet us hope thut the wrong man was never fitted into that 
‘square hole, { 
Here lived the Khevenhiiller who commanded the } 
Christian army at the grent battle of Villach in 1492, and | 






| he of the same name, the redoubtable general of Maria 

‘Theresa. They were a noble race that fledged their wings 
on this Carinthian rock, The view from it is not remark- 
“able. tis placed in an amphitheatre of low bills, thoir ; 
| tops all wooded; their sides partially arable, and with « i 
few villages distributed about. No English names were \ 
inscribed in the visitors’ book, ax far as we sw; now 
that the railway reaches Klagenfurt, they will probably 
soon be found upon its pages. 

In A——’s letters from Carinthia, p. 340, mention ia 
made of the antique stone chair still standing in the field _ 
where the Dukes of Carinthia wore installed with feadal 
homage. That was our next object. On leaving Osterwite 
I we regained the high rond in a few miles, and presently 

reached the open common, browsed over by herds of cattle, 

which as the ancient Zollfold—Saalfeld—is so mored in 
h Carinthian eyes, It is surrounded by hills similar to thore 

about St, Veit, excepting on the south, where it is open to 
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ean plainly read in lnrge letters the words, ‘Kiirntens 
‘Herzogstubi.’ * 





Toe CHALE OF TICE BORLERLD. 


‘The principal portion of the ruins of the Roman city of 
Virunum have been discovered a little to the north of the 
‘Hersogetubl ; but others have been found in every direction 
im and near the Zollield. Even on the summit of the 
‘Magdelensberg—a high hill behind that on which the 
ehurch of Maria Soal stands—many antiquities have _ 
been disinterred; amongst them was the bronze statue 
Antinows, a noble work af Roman art, now one of 
mest valued treasures in the Museum of Antiquities, at 
the Palace of the Lower Belvidere in Vienna. 


4 There re two criginal narratives uf the erremnaies obserend en the 
ag of inmagurntion, ‘These—with a diseeswicn of the diffeeworee exiting 


te be seen on & stone supporting cre of the seats of the Hl 
setulil ; tojgetber with woodcut of the ' Stehl” are the * Fiestensteis'—are to 
‘be fours, ly those who take an intercet in wach matters, in a little pamphlet 
‘Max Ritter Vou More, ‘Der Fursteastein in Kareberg und der Mermoge 
em Zollfelte ia Kaenten.” published at Vier bx 1862. 


~— 


" 4 


CHURCH OF THE MARIA SAM. 485 





d reliefs, remains from the Roman city, whose Pagan 

devices appear in odd association with Christian emblems; 
and before the porch, in memory of a far different phase 3] 
of history, bangs by a chain a stone cannon ball ahot by 
the Turks against the sacred edifice. In front of the altar 
is the stoue, covering the sainted remains of Modestus, 
which, though we did not verify the fact, moves every day 
nearer to the altar! When it touches it the last day will 
have come ;—but there appeara to be time enough yet. 
A picture in the church represents a fearful ‘Storm on the 
13th of August 1843,’ when the Virgin miraculously pro- 
tected the building from lightning, while a neighbouring 
house was destroyed. ‘They have since afforded her the 
valuable assistance of Sir W. Snow Harris, by putting up 
& lightning conductor. The cottage, or *stéckl,’ of Mo- 
destus lies a short distance down the hill, differing but 
little in appearance from the farmhouses about, Its walls, 
however, are mid to show great age. 

Klagenfurt is about five miles from the Zollfeld. To | 
the Churebills the old city was familiar, and to us almost | 
3 much #0 from their descriptions, We arrived on a 
splendid evening, and repairing to the gardens of the 
Kreurberg, westward of the city, enjoyed a lovely prospect | 
—one with which the Klagenfurters sy their Emperor | 
was well pleased when he visited the city in 1856, An 
‘nseription marks the spot where he stood, and the gardena 
have received the name of ‘Franz Josef Anlagen.” The 
hill, crossed by many winding walks, is a favourite evening 
resort. Unfortunately, the Worther Seo is not « feature 
in the view; but the plain of Klagenfurt, eastwards, the 
wooded platean of Satnitz, the dark Karavanken mountains, 

‘with a fow peeps of the Julians above them, form a noble 


lanitecape. 
Klagenfurt itself has « sleepy etateliness whow Wa squares: ' 
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_ Beforeour mecting at Fricsach, the Churchills had made 
@ short visit to three of the more western valleys of the 
Karavanken—the Loibl Thal, traversed by the diligence 

to Laibach; the Boden Thal, more to the west; and the 

Biren Thal, still farther in the snme direction. In the 

Toib! Thal they stayed at little way-side house, not far 

from the entrance, called ‘Deutecher Peter,’ where Ger- 

man isepoken. It is much frequented by the hunters of 

the chamois, which are still numerous upon the Gross 
Gerlouz—a huge rocky mass, rising abruptly in the line of 

the north Karavanken ridge, The valley is filled with 

short spurs from its sides, eo that any general view is 
impossible until the height of the pass is gained. From 

the summit they looked down into a narrow deep valley, 

formed by a curious duplication of the main ridge. Look- 

ing up it westward, there is a fine profile view of the 
precipices of the Stou, the Seleniza, and other peaks, The 

next valley, the Boden Thal, is open and clear, from 
Bleiborg, with its numerous lead mines, situated at the 
entrance, to its head, closed by the precipices of the Ver- 

tain. A track ascends under these to the summit of the 

lateral ridge separating the Boden from the Biiren Thal, 

and thence along the main ridge to the summit of the , 
Stow, 7,326 feet above the sea—the highest peak of the | 
western Karavanken. ‘be easiest approach is made by ‘| 
this track. The otber is by the bead of the Biren Thal, a! 
but by both some laborious climbing among boulders and 
perdll is necessary, The Biiren Thal has scenic attractions | 
far surpassing its sister valleys, with the advantage also of | 
avery good inn at Windisch Feistritz—where, too, German 
is spoken. This picturesque little village, on the lower 
edge of the mountain slope, overlooks the valley of the 
Drare, while the long line of the Satnitz plateau bounds 
the view to the north. Near the village are ue extensive, 

















Jhave borne comparison with Osterwitz, Steep alleys, 
‘through dense woods, Jend to deserted grass-grown ter~ 
craces, whence the view is magnificent over the plain of 
‘Villach— perhaps it was too magnificent on the day of the 
great battle, when all the fluctuations of the fight could 
Tre traced along the banks of the Drave. The steeples of 
Villsch quivered in the noontide heat some five miles 
away; and southward, the abrupt defiant outlines of the 
Wischborg, Mangort, Spik, and Terglou, proud members 
of the Julian range, stretched along the horizon, 

But our principal object just now lay farther to the 
west—not at Villach, but at the Villacher Alp, other- 
wise called the Dobratsch. This mountain has been so 
frequently referred to in our pages that we hope it is not 
amerely a harsh Sclavonic name to our readers. Command- 
ing the point of junction of the Drave and the Gail, and 
‘opposite the pass over the Carnic chain southward, it is the 
corner-stone of this portion of Carinthia, Once a year 
the Selavonic population makes pilgrimage to the summit, 
Frau Klans, of Auf der Plecken, had when a girl, upon one 
eceasion, accompanied thither some of her Sel-vonie ac- 
quaintance, and her description of the ascent and the view, 
combined with our interest in the mountain, determined 
us to witness, if possible, a sunrise from its top. After 
spending the morning, therefore, at the ‘Landskron,’ we 
dirove in the afternoon to the mining village af Bleiberg, 
nt the back of the mountain, We ought to have reached 
‘thie place in time to climb the Dobratech—a matter of 
three hours, according to local caleulation—before dark ; 
but the fascination of the ‘Landskron,’ theeultry afternoon 
ascent of the Bleiberg, and the preparations necessary for 
spending a night on the mountain, brought us to seven 
o'clock in the evening, before, with » guide, a lantern, and 
8 bunch of candles, we were remly to shart, Net too 
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"rose, now and agnin, into the sky, and every jagged rock at 


band took sudden shape, and vanished. To our comfort the 
dlistant storm seemed to die away; but quickly it flared 
out again, and thunder, rolling like a chariot over the 
dark Noric hills, sent through us a thrill of alarm. Every 
peal urged us onward; for the climb was now not only 
exhausting, but perilous. Presently a wind began to draw 
down from above—a welcome sign that the summit was 
not far distant. Unluckily it blew out the guide's candle; 
no efforts could protect it; and at last Inntern and candle 
were blown out together. A little further on S—— be- 
came 80 distressed as seriously to alarm us all. We were 
climbing against time on account of the storm, but a halt 
‘was absolutely necessary, and to our great relief the black 
tmass which was blotting out the stars northward edged 
away, aml the thunder sounded more distantly, Another 
quarter of an hour, and the tinkling of a sheep-bell showed 
that the grassy alp waa near, Even that wns stony when 
wo reached it, but the hut was now visible in the faint- 
starlight, and at eloven o'clock, after four hours of toil 
and darkness, we reached the door. 

Fumbling for the latch, we entered, and the guide 
helping us’ up a ladder into a hay-loft, led into a small 
inner room, where xix men Iny asleep upon straw, all in o 
row. A stove in a corner sent out a etifling heat, A 
narrow bench ran round the walls, and upon a small table 
wero the remains of 8 meal, It turned out that an 
engineer visiting the mines, the forest inspector, and two or 
three others, from Bleiberg, bad arrived some hours before 
ourselves on the same errand, and it was thelr elambers 
‘we had now so unexpectedly disturbed. In a fow minutes 
the master of the hut, a most polite old fellow, appeared at 
the top of the Indder, and was soon sent down again to 
blow up a fire and boil water for tea, among our eoghy 
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‘stone—as if crention had been arrested in its earliest 
-stages—line the whole south, as seen from the Dobratach. 
‘They were marvellous in the flush of the first balf hour. 
‘Terglou, Spik, Prisinig, Mangert, Wischberg, Balitza 
Spitzen—all a-glow—the Mangert, immediately opposite, 
taking the chiefest place of honour; the central, if not the 
loftiest member of the range. North and west, a glittering 
fringe of snow-points marked where the Grose Glockner 
and his fellows held sway among the Norics, Between 
~ these two opposite sources of attraction lay a world of 
mountain and valley, diversified by shining streams, or 
brond surfaces of lakes—a landscape which, during the 
| last three years, we had crossed and re-crossed on many 
different lines. The course of the Drave went away iiatily 
| 
| 
I 





to the east, at the foot of the interminable Karayanken, 
and from beneath our feet the straight valley of the Gail 
cleft its course towards the west. The tops of the Wulfenia 
Mountain (the Gartner), Polinik, Kollin Kofel, and what 
elae of the Carnic range, early caught the sunbeams in 
that direction, and Hermagor and the sparse Slovenic 
villages brightened checrily as they shot along the valley. 
But what is the use of a list of names upon the page, 
which to the reader can be little else than names? A 
panorama cannot be painted with the pen—very poorly 
with the pencil. 

After wizening with cold for an hour, we ran down to 
the hut for breakfast, rejoicing in having brought with ux 
some portable soup; and after asecond visit to the summit, 
started at eight, when the day seemed already far advanced, 
along with the Bleiberg party, for the descent. By their 
advice we took a circuitous route, at least an hour longer 
than that by which we had ascended, It is altogether 
over the alp, and is easy walking, with magnificent 
views over the plain of Villach and course of the Drave. 
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ments we had taken care to include a teapot. Jt did as 
all a world of good, and then, before sharing the straw with 
the rest of the company, we stepper! out to look ak the just 
risen moon, shining over the Ossiacher and the Worther 
Inkes in the distance—a lovely sight. The storm hail 
quite died away, and there was every promise for the 
sunrise, 

Exeitement, fatigue, stove-hest, and more than all, 
fleas, quite prevented sleep; and when the small window- 
panea began to redden with the stealthy light of dawn, we 
gladly said * good morning * to ench other as we rose from 
the straw. Those who first reached the outer door returned 
quickly to say the sight was too beautiful to lose. Tndeed 
it was. The crimson glow in the east was as if that balf 
of the globe had taken fire, while the moon, not yet paled, 
was still ruling in the weet. In short time everybody was 
out upon the narrow ridge of the mountain, about five 
minutes above the hut. Familiar as we were with the 
vast apparent bulk of the Dobratech, it was amazing to 
find it thinning off to this knifelike edge, almost aa 
precipitous on the one side a3 on the other; on the south 
especially, falling away from whore we stood, in absolute 
walls of rock, fearful to look over, Here it was that the 
earthquake of 1348 bad scooped out the bowels of the 
mountain, leaving it sheer and bare. Two small chapels 
occupy the ridge, the smallest of them planted on the 
western end, belonging: to the Slovenes; both impinging 
perilously upon the edges of the precipice, - 

Is there any spectacle in this world comparable to & 
sunrise from a mountain top? We stood, a row of shiver 
ing mortals, exclaiming that nothing could 
glorious—glorious for the mere colours, as in ev 
sunrise, flung into the sky: glorious here for the 
it illuminated. The Julian Alps, bare 
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stone—as if creation had been arrested in its earliest. 
stages—line the whole south, as seen from the Dobratsch. 
‘They were marvellous in the flush of the first half hour. 
‘Terglou, Spik, Prisinig, Mangert, Wischberg, Balitza 
Spitzen—all a-glow—the Mangert, immodiately opposite, 
taking the chiefest place of honour; the central, if not the 
loftiest member of the range. North and west, a glittering 
fringe of snow-points marked where the Gross Glockner 
and his fellows held sway among the Norics. Between 
these two opposite sources of attraction lay a world of 
mountain and valley, diversified by shining streams, or 
broad surfaces of lakes—a landscape which, during the 
Jost three years, we had crossed and re-crowed on many 
different lines. The course of the Drave went away mistily 
to the east, at the foot of the interminable Karavanken, 
and from beneath our feet the straight valley of the Gail 
cleft its course towards the west. The tops of the Widfenia 
Mountain (the Gartner), Polinik, Kollin Kofel, and what 
ele of the Carnic range, carly caught the sunbeams in 
that direction, and Hermagor and the sparse Slovenic 
Villages brightened cheerily as they xhot along the valley. 
But whut is the uss of a list of namex upon the page, 
which to the reader can be little else than names? A 
patiorama cannot be painted with the pen—very poorly 
with the pencil. 

After wizening with cold for an hour, we ran down to 
the hut for breakfast, rejoicing in having brought with us 
some portable soup ; and after a second visit to the summit, 
started at eight, when the day seemed already far advanced, 
along with the Bloiberg party, for the descent. By their 
advice we took circuitous route, at least an hour longer 
than that by which we had ascended. It is altogether 
over the alp, and is easy walking, with magnificont 
views over the plain of Villach and comme of the Drave. 












rather daunted S—— and A——, and 5 
tioning up the Gail Thal, we crossed over by | 
‘Thal and the Weissensee—old ground—to the Dr 
Greifenburg, reaching Lienz the next morning. The 
was for Churchill and myself to cross over the Liens 
Delomites alone, dropping down upon the middle of the 
Lessach Thal at Sta. Maria Lukau, and rejoining our wives 
in a day or two at Innichen in the Paster Thal 

These Lienz Dolomites were the first specimens we 
ever sw of the mountains that have cost usso many tours: 
They looked as imposing now as ever. Apart from the 
main Dolomitic field, they form the western end of a range 
in itself separate and singular, dividing the Drave from 
the Gail, and terminating eastward in the Dobrateeh 
The Reiss Kofel, midway, is also Dolomite, but the mae 
is at this Lienz end. See it towering in the purple tei- 
light as you come up from Ober Drauburg, and conics 
the grandeur of Dolomite. An honest, cheery fellaw fra 
Leisach, three miles from Lienz, accompanied ts, a8, early 
one morning, we crossed the Drave near that village, al 
assailed the western flank of these mountains, ‘The pst 
is familiar to the people of Leisach, for it leads to the 
Kirschbaumer Alp, their summer grazing-ground. Dy att 
expect to find cherries there; it is named, not after m try 
but aman, There was the inevitable climb of three e 
four hours through all the sternness of an Alpine fore; 
and under dend walls of rock—upward, upward, throed) 
tho cleft where a stream dashed down, till the alp expasse 
‘was reached, with its one low but, where the lad in charge 
supplied us with a pail of milk, and two wooden spoons te 
skim off the cream. Botanists know this alp as well ae 
herdsmen, but it was too late in the season for any spat 
mens of Ranunculus parnassifolins, or the other rane 
plants this locality has the credit of possessing, Another 
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‘put us on the summit ridge, a smooth, innocent 
‘of shale on this still day, but the very playground 
‘the storm. 
Northward lay distant Noric peaks, and the near Dolo- 
‘tmitic masses, mvage in repose. Sonthward was the more 
striking scene, not into the Lessach Thal—that was too 
“deep a crack—but over it, to the Carnie range, where the 
Kollin Kofel justified the importance recently assigned to 
it* The riew was narrowed, however, by a mighty shape, 
apparently not Dolomitic, projecting on the left, and 
forming the eastern side of the short lateral valley de- 
soending into the Lessach ‘Thal, This valley we must guin. 
‘Our guide, not #0 much afhome on this side ason the other, 
warned us to expect something, but no warning could pre- 
pare us forthe strange and wonderful descent through a rift 
that had torn itk way downward, from top to bottom of the 
mountain, Falling from depth to depth, and closing with 
relontloss grip, it soon shoved the path—if path it might 
be called—into the bed of the frantic stream, which, 
fighting with the rocks, had forced many a curious pasuyge 
through them. Through these we also bad to squeeze, 
and it cost nearly two hours of scrambling before, wet and 
battered, we reached the bottom of the trough, Looking 
upward, no one would suppose that deep and jagged cleft 
could ever serve as staircase to the alp. Every peastnt 
of the valley, when he found we had crossed the Kirseh- 
haumer, had « shrug and « «mile for the * Graben.’ 

‘The Leasich Thal opened with great loveliness when wo 
reached, an hour or two below the ‘Graben,’ the shoulder 
of the last hill Farm-houses on every knoll, yellow 
harvest patches, green meadows, wocds, interlacing bills, 
and s village spire or two, formed a picture of sequestered 


* Bow ‘The Vienne Alpine Journal,’ vol. 
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whom much of the Gail Thal belongs, have always 
the shrine, and the church beeame noted for 
l richness and value of its gold ornaments, which, iu 
| the troubled time of 1809, were removed to a place of 
greater safety.” 
_ Where there is a shrine there will also be inns, and the 
place has become the most important in the valley. It 
happened that we arrived on the eve of the great Festa, 
‘extending over several days; but we were fortunately able 
to secure a good room in the principal inn, belonging to 
the *Guggenburgers,’ people of some condition, Their 
arms, and a sketch of the family history, from which it 
appeared that some few centuries ago they had migrated 
from Bavaria, hung upon the wall. Busy preparations for 
the féte were in progres; and of the three beds in our 
Toom, one was a receptacle pro tem, for church decora- 
tions, wreaths, crosses, and ribbons, making a gorgeous 
display. 

The mountain-paths were full of people, and every 
vacant space about the village. Among the groups the 
qweerest costumes abounded, raked up out of holes and 
corner, where the fashions bad not changed for the 
Inst five hundred years — the oddities themselves that wore 
them seeming all unconscious of their antique guise, 

« though one could almost fancy some of the younger men 
felt » trifle sheepinh in their grentgrandfather’s garments 
‘The old Tyrolese costume prevailed, but with nothing of 
the opera-like smartness one has sen in Tyrol Proper, 
nd there was a dullness of expression which obliged one 
to confess that mind os well as things might be mther 
stagnant in the valley. 

*The Kloster’ isa good-sized building, with ranges of 
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a picturesque gateway. Th nas'too ded Gl peng 
judge of the interior, and in the morning there was too 
rest a crowd, The whole occupies, with the village, 
a kind of terrace on the side of the valley, with a 
pleasant view op and down, and opposite, where an 
opening showed a rocky ‘cirque’ like those in the 
Pyrenees, ‘This last was the only striking piece of scenery, 
and successive openings of the same kind southward 
are the chief characteristics of the valley. ‘The higher 
mountains, whether to the south or north, are seldom 
visible, and so far our expectations of the scenery were 
disappointed. 

The Guggenburgers—father, mother, son, and daughter 
—appeared successively at our breakfast-table in the mom= 
ing; indeed, some one of them duteously sat by at every | 
meal, The masses in church began at five, and wee 
continued every hour till nine, the family, their gusts, 
und servants, attending one or the other, ns most oe 
venient; nd no doubt, on such a busy morning our 67 
departure wns not regretted, 

Our course lay westward, straight up the valley, it 
scenery gradually losing its embosomed character, atl 
becoming bleak and open, with still bere and ther = 
striking glimpse southward of dark and snow fecal 
ranges—the backbone of the Carnie Alps. 
pilgrims from Tyrol met us from time to time, &i 
way with a murmur of prayers; the large 
Tilliach was full of them. The Gail, which above Li 
had ran sparkling among bushes and round 
now ehrank to a brook in the open field—now it 
a single rannel,—now an oozing from the gr 
had reached the Source. Then a marshy 
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from side to side of, the shallow pass, and we stood upon 
the dividing ridge, where, right before us, lay the Puster- 
thal; and the Kiimnten country ended. 

One last word upon its history, The Lessch Thal ix 
said to be at present exch occupied by Germans; 
but the names of some | : : 
that of the Kartisch 


that, not only in this vall 
Pusterthal as far as the Bi: 


German manners and instituti i 

A few scattered Sclavonic about Lienz and the 
Pusterthal, confirm the | evidence. One of the 
Lienz Dolomites has the 

Armlach, and Tristach, ; 

Lienz; Liesach lies west 


road. Parting from our T; 
carriage for Innichen, w! 
that day from Liens. 


dimmed the nprucenos: and 
were not well with the poor man; and now “his oon, a 
gentlemanly Ind, took his place upon the box behind but 
one sorry representative of the pair of steeds that nied to 
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‘The flanks of the Schuster rise immediately abore the 
village to the west, but in a merely ragged characterless 
wall, The unexpected grandeur of the Sexten valley is 
due to « range of Dolomites now coming firat into sight, 
which, we ure inclined to asy, beats everything dolomitic 
in our experience. They stand in line with the Schuster, 
aml belong, a# the map will show, to the Auronzo block of 
mountaing A short Lateral valley—the Fischelein Thal 
exten. At the 





breaks away into the heart of them from 
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near corner stands the Schuster, at the farther, Monte 
Popora, and in the midst, the Zwolfe Spitzen point their 
fingers skywards, These two—the Popera and Zwolfo 
Spitzen—rule the scene with an Arctic, hagward grandeur, 
that, once beheld, will never be forgotten, Rail 
and biting wind, a funereal blackness alternating with 
glares of sunshine, gave to this sccnery its wildest aspect, 
while we, storm-bound, remained at Sexten; but in the 


snow, 
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Tealian population is not at first sight to the advantage of 
the latter, though when you taste their fine white bread 
you may acknowledge that the Italian after all knows a 
thing or two better than his neighbours 

If the reader has any notion of our whereabouts, he will 
know that our road comes down at St. Stefano upon the 
route by which the provious year we crossed from the 





TITAN'S TOWER. 


‘Tagliamento country to that of Cadore, and he will not 
expect us to deecribe old ground, Yet upon that occasion 
the low clowils, and pouring rain so ruch obscured the 
scenery, that, to us, the present afternoon drive through 
the magnificent gorge of the Piave under Monte Coron 
was almost new. Then came the opening into the Auronzo 








‘of Cadore came in sight. lieder 
the Plaxa of the little town, which the old robed Titian om 
the tower seems to claim as hisown. A mile beyond we 
pulled up at Tai Cadore on the high road, at the inn of 
* Giovanni Tommas. 

‘The coarse plaster floors and ruie furniture, the landings 
filled with flour sacks, the noise and bustle of a place where 
all the teamsters of the Ampezzo bait their horses or 
stable them for the night, filled us at first with regret for 
song and cleanly Sexten ; but the splendour of the scenery 
made amends, and after nearly a fortnight’: stay, we were 
quite reconciled to our quarters, which the people did al! 
they could to render tolerable. It was at this time that 
*Titian's country* became thoroughly known to tx As 
much probably as most readers will care to know, has been 
told in the fifteenth chapter, The weather had settled into 
autumn stilluess, a glorious moon Hluminated our nights; 
every footpath brought us to some new point of view, and 
Cadore dwells in our memories, a picture richly framed. 

The view from the Castle bill has been alrendy described. 
I will mention two other points that will well repay the 
climb required. Opposite the inn is a hill covered with 
wood, rising towards the western end to a lofty crag. This 
is Monte Zucco, Along the ridge are striking views down 
to Perarolo and upward towards Gadore; but from the final 
craga noble prospect iz displayed up the course of the 
Boita which glistens at a vast depth below. The eye is let 
along the valley, bounded by the Antelao on the right, to 
the overshadowing bulk of the Pelmo, to which all the 
scene is subject. ‘The second view is thoroughly panorainie, 
and requires a steeper and a longer climb. Opposite Mos 
Zuceo, between it and the Antelao, shines in alt 
white chapel: that is St. Dionigi. 
from Tai through the village of Nebiu will 
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harrow summit. The sweep of view, west, south, and east, 
is magnificent, It is filled with jagged forms tbat you will 
soon recognise as belonging to the Dolomite family, and 
especially in the east, where a line of very characteristic 
aiguilles murks the Inat range of Dolomites in that direc 
tion. The bill is a spur of the Antelao, which frowns 
darkly on the north, 

One section of the Tyrol Dolomite group bad all along 
escaped us. It is that abutting upon the Pusterthal between 
the exit of the Ampozzo road and the mouth of the Gader 
Thal. Nearly in the midst is a mountain bath-house, like 
thowe of Ratzes und Sexten, but of older date than either. 
‘This is Brags (pronounced Prax *), fora knowledge of 
which we were indebted to the Soxten curé, and during our 
stay at Cadore the Churcbills, availing themselves of the 
diligence running every other day through the Ampezzo, 
male an excursion to visit it. 

They describe the bath-honse as standing on a pleasant 
open alp, an hour's drive from Niederndorf, in the Puster- 
thal. After penetrating for some distance southwards up 
the lateral valley it forks into two; one branch, the Inner 
Brags Thal, continuing southerly, and the other, the 
Auser Brags Thal, turning south-west and west. The old 
‘establishment fs in a corner of the former valley, sheltered 
from cold winds by the precipitous sidos of the Bad Kogel, 
while the fine peaks of the Direnstein and Geiselstein— 
the latter our blood-stained * Mount of sacrifice ’"—shut in 
the view towards the south, yet learing abundant space for 
aky and sunshine, « wide expanse of velvet slopes, and 
tracts of forest. A narrow ontlet between these leads into 
the Ampezzo route, about half-way between Landro and the 
Peutelstoin Schloss, Far-reaching views are not to be 
looked Tor in a ‘basin like this, yet’ noble prospects are 
attainable if its walls be climbed. From the Flodingee 
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Our Dolomite tours are winding up. One glance at the 
Val di Zoldo, lying over the ridge there, south of Cadore— 
one more peep at Primiero, whose far-off peaks can be seen 
faint in the west from the Dionigi chapel—and our work 
will be done, 

On Friday the 4th of September, disencumbered of 
baggage, which went southwards by diligence, and once 
more on foot, with a Cadore man for guide and porter, we 
struck off the high road at Valle, across the deep Boita, by 
asingle-arched foot-bridge; and ascending by the village 
of Cibiana, and a long verdant scoop in the hills, reached 
in about four hours the ridge which gave the lnst view of 
Cadore, and the first of the mountains of the Val di Zoldo. 
‘They are those which, stretching from the Civita south- 
ward, form the eustern rim of the basin of Agordo; our 
present point of view was entirely new, but the haze of a 
sunny day reduced them to shapes of mist. A long 
deseent, becoming rich and broken at the bottom, brought 
us to romantic Forno, the chief Zoldo village. One glance 
there was of the Pelmo, on this southern side of him, up 
the glen which, on one of its steops, holds the little village 
of Zoppe, boasting a Titian picture; and dowa in Forno, 
which we reached when evening had cast it into shade, a 
erimson light was reflected from some lofty tiers of 
Dolomitic rock that guard the narréw outlet of the valley. 

*Thave seen you at Caprile!" cried a shrill voice from 
the top of a garden-wall not far from Forno, The greeting 
came from a lively old lady, with a smiling girl at her side, 
soon recognised asa daughter of our kind friend Signorn 
Peazt, She no longer smiled when we confessed that 
Caprile this tirne was out of our route. We had hoped the 
good signora would never know that we had been within 
a day's journey of her house, and now could only send all 
munncr of messages, and n promise of a letter from 
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hours’ drive brings us to Belluno, This city, 40 rarely 
visited by tourists, stands in a brond valley, rich with 
orchards and bowery lanes, bright with farms and white- 
walled villas—a gracefal, gratoful region, bounded south- 
ward hy eoft hills, like Englieh downs; guarded northward 

by an illimitable range of Tyrol’s proudest mountains. 
Primicro liex shut in amongst them, under the glowing 
west; and, after two days 1 0, we drove eighteen 
to Helles as the 


« village at ities mo 
Cismone has cut 

For a third of the distance, the walk up that glen— 
helping two overloaded donkeys along: 
fended path, expecting 


into grandeur, 
the donkeys 

y Osteria, in the depth 
bread, and soon after, 
and the pleasant 


first detected by Martling fe 184% lay 
yeas were, ib 835, found by. 
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fell upon ws entering Primiero itself. Do 
wwe footed it softly through the silent street, Bonetti (the 
other Bonetti) received us right gladly to his comfortable 
inn; and the postmaster, five minutes after, rushing in 
with a packet of letters, crowned the weloome in a torrent 
of German, Italian, and French, 

Six days of sweet, unclouded sunshine we spent at Pri- 
miero; learnt all its secrets; climbed every hill-side. How 
attentive was Bonetti, low active Sartori, haw polite the 
Burgomeister, how courteous the Count, we have no room 
torelate; but when our caravan filed out of Primioro again, 
it was with the recollection of a bappy week. An sfter- 
noon walk of four hours took us to Canale St. Bovo, to 
sleep at a small inn there, breaking in that way the long 
journey to Borgo, in the Val Sugana. Next day, winding 
skywards, high on a mountain-side, the Primiero valley 
alid softly into sight beneath, asking for one more adieu 
‘The castle of Pictra shone, a white speck, upon its rock ; the 
grey Dolomites—the last we were to see—stood in clear 
array behind ; then the path turned rounda green shoulder, 
Primiero dissppeared, and the Dolomites were gone! 

We dined on the alp in a hut which its owners were 
that day closing for the season. In the afternoon we 
reached the almost Spanish-looking valley of Tesino, 3 
scene, it might be, among the stony ‘Sierras’ At the 
village, Piewe, there was a road, but no vehicle, and we 
were fain to walk five or six miles farther; descending 
into the splendid scenery of the Val Sugana, and dropping 
at Inst by an extraordinary staircase almost a quarter of a 
mile deep, into Strigno. 

There was just light enough to see Barge over the 
mulberry and walnut trees, distant another hour, Net 
another step could be got out of S—— and A——§ nota 
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carriage conld be had at Strigno. ‘Will you ride upon a 
carro?’ cried a friendly by-stander. ‘A carro! what ix 
that?’ said we: ‘a carretta?’ ‘No,’ said our friend, 
laughing. ‘A carrettina?’ *No, no!’ and he laughed the 
more, *You had better come and see.” The carro stood 
in the strect—a dray with no bottom to it, an open raft 
in fact, laden with half-a-dorzen flourssacks. * Will you 
mount upon the mcks?’ ‘Certainly,’ said S—— and 
A——; and in a few minutes we were all holding on for 
bare life, az throe stout horses clattered down the rough 
toad out of Strigno into darkness, Yos, into darkness! 
Our story is ended. From the top of the flour-sacks we 
wave to our readers a last farewell, 


PHYSICAL DESCRIPTION OF THE 
DOLOMITE REGION. 


BY G. C. CHURCHILL. 
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ALPINE GROUPS. oo 


‘them the glacier masses, and from these peaks,—ridges, and 
valleys run out as radii in the direction of the cireum= 
ference of the ellipsoid. This is the ideal type—where the 
orographic features happen to harmonise with the geologic 
structure. The relative position of the three elements— 
nucleus, schistous covering, and sedimentary band—varics, 
however, in each case, Sometimes, owing to the manner in 
which the schistous covering hax been affected by the up- 
heaving force, the culminating peak or peaks of the 
* Group’ are to be found, not in the nucleus, but among the 
schists, and even, as in the case of the (Ertler Spitze, in 
the sedimentary band. In these instances, the result may 
haye been brought about hy the lateral pressure exerted 
by the elevating action in neighbouring * Groups” 

‘The greater number of these ‘Groups’ lic in or near 
the line of axis of the whole Alpine zone, in moderately 
close proximity to each other, the axis of each outting the 
main axis at different angles. In this way an almost. con- 
tinuous line of peaks is presented to the eye throughout 
the length of gone of mountain-land, giving rise to the 
illusion of single chain. No single ‘ Groups’ lie on the 
north side of the main axis of the mountain zone, but 
several are to be found on the southern banter, and it is 
on this side alvo that almost all the outbreaks of eruptive 
rock—porphyry, melaphyr, and basalt—oceur, 

‘The varied deposits of sedimentary rock accompany the 
crystalline nuclei in a broad band on the north and south 
sides, pressing in, however, towards the interior spaces 
wherever an interval allows. A striking instance of this 
is to be met with above the Lake of Constance, in the 
valley of the Rhine, which is completely eccupied with 
tertiary and secondary rocks, the latter indeed extending 
im patches nearly across the Alpine zone as far ax 
Chiayenna, Another instance occurs on the 
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” by its sedimentary deposits ; two of them, comparatively 
‘unimportant for us, appear to be morely lateral appendages 
to the larger ‘ Groups’ near to whieh they stand ; while the 
two others are isolated and independent masses, intimately 
associated with the geologic history of our zone The 
two former we mention, becaune the southern border of 
their schistoue covering provides the slope upon which 
reata the lowost bed of the eedimontary masses of our 
district. These are, first, the Penser ¢ Group,’ lying to the 
south-east of the CEtzthaler ‘Mussive,’ and vecupying the 
country between Sterzing, Brixon, and Meran; the lofty 
[finger Spitze behind Meran being one of the peaks of its 
granite nucleus. Secondly, the Tefferoggen Group,’ im- 
mediately to the north of the Pusterthal, and filling up 
the zone of country between the Penser ‘Group’ and 
Sachsenburg on the Drave below Lienz. 

Of the two remaining and more important ‘Groups,’ the 
first is that of the Cima d’Asta, which rises up in the form 
of an ellipsoid, and fills the space between Primiero and 
Borgo, in southrgast Tyrol. It culminates in the Cima 
d’Asta (9,200 feet) at once the highest peak of the granite 
muclous and of the entire ‘Group.’ Its position is a 
remarkable one, being placed almost midway between the 
‘extremities of the great arch we have referred to, and 
exactly opposite the apex of this arch, at Meran. The 
great Porphyry Plateau of Botzen runs in unbroken cob- 
tinuity from its northern border to Meran, 

‘The last, or fourth group differs in character from ita 
neighbours, It is in fuet a chain rather than a ‘ Group.’ 
[a it the crystalline rock which constitutes it ‘Group’ 
only comes to light in small patches at distant intervals, 
and the schistous covering is everywhere alwent, exeept at 
its western termination, where it abuts on the Tefforeggen 
group. Sedimentary rocks compose almost its entire mass, 


—— 





oR ‘THE DOLOMITE MOUNTALNS. 


and run in lines more or less parallel to the genoral 
direction of the chain and to cach other. We may call it 
the Carnic-Karawanken chain. For though the two desig- 
nations are ancient and of historical importance, yet, in an 
orographic and geological point of view, the two parts 
constitute but one chain. The depression near Tarvis, 
where the Carnic Alps are usually sepposed to end, and 
those of the Karawanken to begin, though considerable, 
and filled up with tortiary deposits, is no real solution of 
continuity. Politically, this chain is the boundary line 
‘between Carinthia on the north, and Venotia with Carniola 
on the south. Commencing at its weetern end at Innichen 
in the Puster Thal, it runs in nearly south-east direction 
as far as Cilli in Styria,—probably beyond, and forms the 
northern boundary of the Laibach plain. The highest peaks 
of the ridge are not formed of granite or schistous rock, 
but of limestone or Dolomite. 

Such are the Four ‘groups’ that exist in the area 
occupied by the South-eastern limestone zone, 

‘The remainder of the area, though we hawe designated 
it as limestone, is not exclusively composed lof that rock. 
‘Two beds of sandstone, one belonging to the lower Trias, 
the * Groden sandstone,’ and the other to the upper Trias, 
the ‘ Raibl beds,’ are present either as long lines of out- 
crop, or in patches, throughout the whole of the area 
Beds of sandstone also of the lower Kéuper are to be met 
with to the north of the Canal Socchieve in Qarnia 
Eruptive rocks, too, not resolvable into the nuclei of 
‘Groups,’ occupy on the western border of the area = 
considerable space, Many square miles ar covered by 
red and brown coloured porphyry, between Botzen and 
Trent; another large space is taken up with the eruptive 
rocks and volcanic ash that have been evolved from the 
crater at the head of the Fasea ‘Thal, and fiom that at 
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Predazzo, lower down. Masses of diabase are found near 
Rigolato in Friuli, and of a variegated porphyry imme 
diately to the south of Tarvis in the Julian Alps. With 
these exceptions, limestone is everywhere, either in its 
ordinary forms, or as Dolomite, 

For the purposes of this chapter, however, we dismiss 
from consideration that portion of the great limestone 
zone that lies between the line of the Castello, Adamello, 
and Ocrtler ‘ Groups,’ and the great trough of the Adige. 
‘This we did not visit, and our district will thus form a 
triangle, with the Adige-Bisack trough for one side, and 
the straight line of the Puster-Kartitsch-Gail-Drave 
valleys for the other; the apex being at MihIbueb, north 
of Brixen; and the base being given by the Laibach, 
Frinlian, and Venetian plains as far as Ve 
with the intervening band of plateau country. Yet of 
this district we do not by any means aim to describe the 
whole, but only such parts as are more immediately con 
nected with our subject. 

In the first place, then, we propose to draw attention to 
some of the principal features in the Relief of the district 
thus bounded, and then to point out some of its more 
interesting Geological specialities. We shall proceed from 
west to east. 

‘The Cima d'Asta ‘Group,’ which rises up from amidst 
the sedimentary deposits at a greater distance from ite 
neighbour ‘Groups’ than any other in the whole Alpine 
zone,—being at least thirty-five miles from the apex of the 
line of arch formed by the Castello, Adamello, (Ertler, 
<Btathaler, and Tauern * Groups,’—forms « most important, 
element in the history of the development of South- 
Eastern Tyrol. Two great lines of ridge, both of porphyry, 
with a line of depression between them, owe their existence 
te this ‘Group,’ and run in a curved line parallel to it and 
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to cach othor, ‘The one ‘nearer to the © 
from a point south-east of Panevoggio in the : 
‘Thal, and curves round to Pergine and Levico in the Val 
Sugana. In it the loftiest mountain is the Cima Lagorei 
(8,567) feet. North of this ridge is a parallel line of 
depression formed by the Travignolo That from Pane- 
voggio to Predazzo, and the lower half of the valley: of 
the Avisio from Predazzo downwards, Beyond this again 
is the second porphyry ridge, which, beginning with 
Monti Aloch, Bocche, and Lusia, that bound the Travig- 
nolo Thal on its northern side, and interrupted by the 
subsequently formed eruptive and Dolomite mountains of 
Predazzo, reappears westward in the Zangenberg, Schware- 
horn and Pass del Gaso, and thenee becomes the northern 
boundary of the valley of the lower Avisio to its outlet at 
Lavia. Thus we see that the great porphyry plateau, the 
beginning of all geologic history for the western Dolo- 
mites, has been considerably affected in its relief by the 
action of the ‘Group’ standing near its south-eastern 
border, Both porphyry ridges have their escarpments 
facing or opposite to the Cima d’Asta, reminding us of a. 

corresponding relation in the northern limestone zone, 

where the great excarpments are found to face the central 

Massives along the borders of which they run. lect! 

But among the dominating lines that may be said to 
govern the general conformation of the country, the two : 
lines of ridge we have next to describe are the most 
important. a ; 

Directly or indirectly the influence of these extends over 
a considerable portion of the western part! af 
and they condition the existence and direction of 
cipal valleys. ‘Tho first, runs nearly due N. and 
Miblbach, north of Brixen, to Fonzaso, near 
of the western Dolomites stand upon it—not : 
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the line would exist if they were removed. It runs under- 
neath the Guerdenazza and Sella Plateaus, the Marmolata, 
and Sasso di Val Fredda, and the long range of the 
Primiero Dolomites. There are interruptions in it, of 
course, but the general direction is clear. The second 
line runs from ENE. to WSW. It commences near the 
western termination of the Carnic Chain with the Kreuz 
berg in the Sexten Thal, where it forms a junction with 
Monte Silvella in that chain. Its course is marked by the 
Poper Kofel, Drei Zinnen, Krystal Kipfe, Monte Tofuna, 
Set Sass, Sella Plateau, Lang Kofel, Monte Palatecho, Ross- 
wihne, Mittags Kogel, and Tschafon Berg, where it dies 
away in a porphyry ridge close to Blumau, in the Kunter's 
Weg, east of Botzen. 

‘The Sella Plateau stands, ax will be seen by reference 
to the map, at the point of intersection of these two lines. 
And yet its removal, as with a razor, clean from the green 
slopes from which it rises, would not affect the intensec~ 
tion. ‘This independence of position must not be forgotten 
when we dwell upon the circumstances connected with its 
history. 

‘Tho oxistence of these lines has been considered as due 
to the action of the crystalline ‘Groups’ that bound our 
district to the W. and N., that is to say, to the line of the 
Castello, Adamello, (Etter, in the one exe, and to that of 
the (Etzthal-Tauern inthe other, to which these sedi- 
montary ridges are respectively parallel, or nearly x0. But 
if this be true, it is singular that their cscarpments face 
the E. and the S., that is to say, away from their eryxtal- 
Yine neighbours. ‘The rewon for thix requires investigation, 

On the northern border of this ENE. and WSW. ridge, 
in w lino of depression that runs from Moos or St. Joseph 
in the Sexten Thal, up the right branch of the Fiechelein 
‘Thal, and over the watershed by the Patern Kopel down to 
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the Diiren See at Landro. From this | 
Peutolstein Schloss, it is occupied by the road of the 
Ampezzo Pass, Leaving the Schloss behind, it constitutes 
the trough between the Fanis Gebirge and the Tofana *Mas- 
sive,’ coming out near St. Cassian, in the Gader Thal. It 
then crosses the N. to S. line of ridge at the Grodner 
Jéchl, between the Guerdenazza and Sella plateaus, and 
follows the Gréden ‘Thal to its termination in the gorge of 
the Eisack. It is interrupted by three lines of watershed, 
that may pomibly be the result of later upheaval; and 
appears to be turned out of its direct course by the subse 
quent formation of the plateau of the Seisser Alp. 

From the four angles, formed by the intersection of 
these two lines of ridge, arise as many valley systems, the 
waters of which flow in contrary directions, The Gader 
and Groden, to the N. and NW,, and the Avisio and Cor- 
devole to the SW. and SE., carry away all the waters of 
the Western Dolomite district. Their sources so closely 
adjoin each other, that a half day's walk, c 
the Fedaia See, near the origin of the A) would amply 
suffice to visit the three other sources. We will take these 
in the order we have named them. A glance at the 
general map will enable the reader to trace the relative 
position of the intersecting sidges and of these Rae 
valleys. 

The upper basin of the Gader Thal lies im the casters 
half of the Taff Plateau, a frequently saturated’ gathering 
ground. The higher valley descends along the 
border of the North Ampezzo Dolomites, which have the 
Tuff rock as their base. Further to the norte baie) 
the lower Trias emerge from under thé Tuff, with 
igneous rock here and there breaking through, 
valley is hollowed out of the gentle mica clay. 
bordering the south side of the Puster Thal, 
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‘The Groden has its source in the union of many streams 
that break away from the steep north slopes of the Seisser 
plateau through decp rocky ravines, that lay bare the 
whole series of the lower trias beds, with others that 
emerge from tho wilderness of the Guerdenazea plateau. 
Most of its course lies in a deep-seated ravine out of the 
influence of the direct rays of the sun, which gives the 
valley a colder climate than that of the Gader Thal. 
There are, however, three points in the upper half of ite 
course where the valley widens out a little, and in these 
Openings the three villages of St. Ulrich, St. Christina, 
and Santa Maria stand. In picturesque effect and wild 
character of background it far exceeds the Gader Thal. 
In ascending the valley, the traveller catches sight, in the 
distance, of the enormous Dolomite pillars, at least 2,000 
feet high, that stand at the entrance of the grassy level of 
the Lange Thal crowned with the salmon-coloured Raibt 
beds, and at the end of the mile-long vista between them, 
Miscerns the lofty plateau of the Guerdenazza, The rains 
of an old Schloss, the primitive castle of the Counts of 
Wolkenstein, parched upon the summit of a debrieslope 
at the base of one of these Dolomite walls, is crushed into 
the extreme of littleness by the contrast. This combina- 
tion of lofty Dolomite walls with level grassy valley- 
bottom, leading up to the heights of a vast plateau 9,000 
feet high, is unique in the whole region of the limestone 
Alps, In the lower part of ita course, the Griden falle 
into the region of the porphyry plateau, and finds its way 
to the gorge of the Eisack through the jaws of a deep 
defile. 

‘The two remaining streams have a much longer and 
more varied course than their northern brethren. 

The Avisio, the only stream of the four that is glacier- 
fed, runs along the N. border of the Marmolata, while the 
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Duron coming to meet it at Campitello, from the opposite 
direction, coasts along the north border of the Rosengarten 
Gebirge, In this way the two branches draw off all the 
water that can be collected along the steep escarpment of 
the south face of the Tuff plateau. After a-gentle course 
in the nearly level alluvium, that surrounds the base of 
the slopes of eruptive rock, occupying the centre of the 
Fassa Thal crater, it escapes through a wide gap in its 
southern wall. Soon after, at Moena, two lateral yalleys, 
the one communicating with the porphyry plateau by th 
‘Caressa pass on the right, and the other with the Cordevile 
district on the left, contribute their waters. The beds of 
the lower Trias have suffered much denudation here, and 
even the red porphyry, which underlies them, ix exposed 
on each side of the river, and for gome distance up the® 
Interal valley to the right. Here, too, the upper Avisio, oo 
Fasea Thal, terminates. The second portion of the yalle——=" 
called the Fleims Thal, commences with the 

of Forno, where the stream has eut a coune for ite" 
through the varied eruptive rocks of the Predazzo erate=—— 
until it reaches the town of that name, standing in a ria 
and fertile alluvial opening. This opening was the 

mouth of that crater. At this point, the Avisio falls int" 


that line of depression between two porphyry ridges alread = 


described, and the remainder of its course i 
along that line to its end at Lavia From near 
downwards, the valley is  cleft—nothing more, 
numerous lateral valleys that pour into it on either 
from the porphyry slopes, are also clefts or cloughs ! 
physical characters of this section are so distinet fous" 
those of the Fleims Thal, that it bas obtained ¢ separat=—=—= 
designation as the Val Cembra, The number | r 
clefts is great enough to render easy transit \. 
valley impracticable, and the active and well 
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of the Fleims Thal have, therefore, sought a more rapid 
meatis of communication with the great high road of the 
Adige trough, by a route across a depression in the 
| porphyry ridge at St. Lugano, terminating at Neumarkt 
and at Auer, both stations on the Botzen railway. 

The Cordevole, the fourth river of our district, may be 
said to be an alternation, thrice repeated, of gorge and 
yalley-opening. It rises at the base of the Pordoi bastion 
belonging to the Sella plateau. The upper valley—the 
Livinallongo—skirts the south-eastern portion of the Tuff 
plateau. As far as Cherz, the slopes are gentle and the 
valley wide, lying entirely in the Tuff; but between 
Cherz and Caprile, it cuts deeply and sharply like a saw 
into the lower Trias beds which underlie the Tuff; and the 
valley in section has literally the form of a V, The 
villages and hamlets are, therefore, all perched on the 
heights, and the paths coast along the steep slopes, ‘The 
river rushes at a great depth below, and is generally ine 
visible, Buchenstein is the chief centre of this, the upper 
Cordevole. To this succeeds the middle section of the 
valley, possessing too the double character of valley-basin 
and gorge. Caprile is its principal village, nestled under 
the steep slope that hides it completely from the upper 
valley, and at the point where two lateral valleys fall into 
that of the Cordevole. Tho débris brought down by the 
three streams, together with the obstruction caused by 
the slide, in 1771, of part of Monte Pizzo, have created 
the level basin, and produced the lake at its southern end, 
intensifying the scenic effect of the grand escarpment of 
Monte Civita, which risee in a double tier of precipice to 
a height of nearly 7,000 foct above the waters of the lake, 
A gorge succeeds the lake, coasting southwards for miles 
along the roots of the Civita Massive, until it issues in the 
wide basin of Agordo, where the third section of the valley 
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obscures the colour of the surface. All these features are 
‘opposed to the bare, cream or ochrey-tinted precipices, 
‘isolated masses, and jagged, rainous-looking pinnacles 
presented by their neighbours on the north. It would be 
natural to suppose that here we have the boundary between 
one geological formation and another, and yet we see the 
well-known red sandstone cropping out at intervals along 
their base. This southern ridge is prolonged in both 
directions beyond the Agordo basin; that is to say, both: 
to the north-east and to the south-west. It is possible 
that the ridge of which Monte Sfornioi is the culminating 
peak, lying south-west of Cadore, may be its continuation, 
But with greater approach to certainty we may treat the 
ridge sbutting in the Primiero basin on the south, similar 
as it is in ite characters, as identical with it; while possibly 
the line of elevation that bounds the Val Sugana on its 
southern border all the way to the Adige trough, and which 
culminates in the Cima Duodici, opposite Borgo, may be a 
further continuation, and the whole may have been raised 
by the upheaving force of the Cima d'Asta ‘Group.’ 

Having traced the four main valleys that radiate from 
the point of intersection of the two principal lines of 
elevation, and indicated some of their distinguishing cha~ 
ractoristics, we will now describe the two plateaus that 
form so striking a feature in the scenery of the western 
Dolomite district. The larger one ix the Porphyry 
Plateau; the smaller, placed upon the other at ita north- 
east comer, is the Tuff Platea, 

‘The plateaw character of the enormous mass of por- 
phyry near Botzen cannot well be recognised without 
ascending to some high point on its border. If we climb 
the Schlerm or the Latemar on its eastern side, or the 
‘Mendota Pass on its western, we shall then look down 
‘upon a gently rolling country mostly covered with pine 
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forest, To the north the plateau rises gently to its limits 
in that direction, and then plunges with a steep face 
down to the slopes of the clay slate country beyond it, 
lying between Meran and a point south-east of Brixen, 
On its southern limits it preserves the same character ine 
gradual ascent to the summit of the ridge of the Zamgen- 
berg, Schwarzhorn, Pass del Gaso, &o, the steep slope 
of which faces the south. This ridge, thus bounding the 
platens to the south, we bave already pointed ont ax one 
of the two great Porphyry ridges that face the Cima 
dAsta Ellipsoid. On its cast and west borders its red or 
reddish-brown masses disappear under the base of the pale 
wall-like lines of Dolomite ;—under the Mendola escarp- 
ment, tothe west, under the Schlern, Rosengarten, Latemsr, 
and Weisshorn escarpments to theeast. Its average height 
above the sea may be about 4,000 feet, but it sinks below 
2,000 feet:in the neighbourhood, and to the south of, Meras 
It is the result of several eruptions which have originate! 
at various points of the district. A series of narrow elonghs 
that generally preserve a WNW.—ESE. direction, eat 
deeply into it, and at right angles to the main dircetion o = 
the Eisack-Etech trough between Brixen and Trent, [es 
their depths these cloughs are often not more than wid") 
enough to contain the stream that has created theme 
‘Their walls rise upwards of 2,000 feet above the stream! 
and in their upper portions gradually open out in 4 eerie" 
of stair-like stages, increasing in breadth as they asccua™ 
their face sometimes worn into perpendicular columns 
until they merge into the wave-like surface of the plateu== 
The average height of the Try? plateau is 2,000 fem 
above that of the porphyry mass on which it rests; in oth=eee! 
words, it bas a level of about 6,000 feet aboye the sea, 2% 
includes the upper portions of the four valleys ofthe Graders, 
Gader, Fassa, and Cordevole, The villages of Seiss amt 















— Castolruth lie at the foot of its western face, and it stretches 
eastward with a constantly increasing breadth until lost 
cunder the line of the Heiligen Krentz Kofel, Tofana, and 
Rochetta. The mass of the Civita partly rests upon it; 
that of the Pelmo entirely. ‘Two stages are observable in 
its surface. The higher one to the south is separated into 
‘threo segments by the erosion of the upper Avisio; but if 
the traveller ascends to the summit of the Sasso di Damm, 
® ridge belonging to the most southern of the three seg- 
ments, and midway betwoen tho Rosengarten and the 
‘Marmolata, their oneness will come out to view with great 
clearness. The northern boundary of the higher stage runs 
along from the Rosstiiline, over the Susao di Capell on the 
N. side of the Marmolata, as far as the Col di Lana bebind 
Pieve in the Livinallongo, The lower stage includes the 
Seisser Alp, the bases of the Sella and the Guerdenazza 
and the whole upper Gader. The surface ix 
despa and hilly, mostly covered with alp pasture, while 
the lower plateau of porphyry belongs to the forest zone. 
‘The impression of the Tuff district as a connected 
platenu is, however, somewhat disturbed by the Dolomite 
‘Massives which rise up here and there, thousands of feet 
above its surfuce. Thus we have the Schlern with its 
western face stretching down to the porphyry plateau, and 
‘ite eastern resting upon the higher Tuff land. Further to 
the enst rise the gigantic masses of tho Lang Kofel and 
Plattkogel. Beyond thern, again, are the Guerdenazea and 
‘Sella plateaus, and the small mass of the Cima Pasni; all 
three standing exactly in a line running due north and 
south, And finally the wet pastures of the upper Gader are 
shut in to the north-east and east by the Dolomite masses 
of the Drei Finger Spitzo, Kisengabl, Heiligen Krouta 
Mente Lagazuoi, Set Sam, and Monte Nuvalau, 
‘has been seen how platewu-like ix the summit of the 




















‘Schlern, and how this character is eo 
nesses of the Guerdenazza and Sella. We may consider 
them as the commencement of a third and 

which has its greatest extent in the rocky deserts to the 
east of the Heiligen Kreutz Kogel. 

‘The Orographic features of the crater of the upper Fass 
and of the smaller one of Predazzo, have ax yet only been 
iwcidentally referred to, and this would be the place to 
describe them, but we shall pass them over for the present, 
along with those of the secluded basin of Primiero, until 
their geology is noticed. 

We propose now to draw attention to the lines of 
elevation and depression in the Ampezzo and Friulian, er 
rather, Carnian districts. It will be more convenient to 
take those of the latter first. 

Tn the Carnian district—the basis of tha Tegiiaente 
‘and its tributaries—the lines of depression are more re- 
markable than those of elevation, The matin lines of de- 
pression run from east to west; the subordinate ones north 
and south. The one which runs throagh the centre of the 
country is the more important, innsrauch as it extends 
beyond its own district into the Ampezzo to the west, 
among the Julian Alps to the east. Within the Carsten 
boundary it commences at Paularo to the north and east of 
Tolmezzo; and after crossing four intermediate low mddles, 
which are not more than five or six hundred feet above the 
Jevel of the intervening cross valleys, it debouches into the 


main valley of the Pinve near Larenzago, But westoant 
it may be traced further, in the Oten Thal, 


to the north of the Antelao by the Forcelln piccols, beyond 
which its course extends across the x 
Pelmo and the Rochetta, down the Val 

Caprile, until it terminates in the Val Onis 
south side of the Marmolata. And to 




























‘its further course is obvious. If we ascend the saddle to 
the east of Paularo, we shall see, stretching out before us 
in an E. by S. direction, a long line of depression, ocou~ 
pied by the Pontebba torrent to its junction with the Fella ; 
by the Fella from the water-parting at Saifuitz; from 
Saifnitz to Ratechach in the Save Thal by the narrow crogs- 
basin of the Gailitz; and lastly by the valley of the main 
or Wurzen Save. It is probable that this enormously long 
line may be rather the result of the blending of several 
partial lines coinciding in direction, than be due to the 
action of a single set of forces. It may be compared and 
contrasted in its features with a line of depression in the 
northern limestone zone of corresponding length; namely, 
that extending from Rottenmann and Admont in the Enns 
‘Thal, to Zill in the Ziller Thal, east of the Brenner Pass, 
“The second line of depression, the one to the north of 
that just described, is intimately associated with the 
structure of the south face of the Carnic Alps. While the 
north slope of these Alps, overlooking the Kartisch, 
Lewach, and Gail Thals, exhibits a very regular series of 
spurs and cross valleys ranning out at right angles or 
nearly #0, from the main ridge, like the procemex of a 
series of vertebrn, the south face, or counter-slope, is ceeu- 
pied with a system of narrow basins, whose longitudinal 
axis lies, not north and south, but cast end west, that is to 
my, in a direction nearly parallel to the main chain. ‘The 
streamlets rouning down the east and west slopes of each 
‘of these basins, unite at their foot to form a main stream, 
which then makes its escape from the basin in a southerly 
direetion through an opening, having a more or less ravine= 
Tike character. As muny as seven of these basins fill up the 
wide space between Monte Germula, north-east of Paularo, 
and the Sexten Thal. In the second of the series proceed= 
westward, the ancient road from Auf der Plecken takes 



















ita course down to Timan on its way te 
and fourth, owing to a great northerly bend in 
chain of the Carnic Alps at this point, betwoon ite two 
Joftiest summits, the Kollin Kofel and Monte Paralba, lie, 
in descending order, to a considerable extent below the 
fifth basin. The waters of the Degano have, therefore, to 
find their way out of the most northern of these three 
basins into the fourth, and out of this again into the third. 
Rigolato is situated just below the third, and Forni Avoltri 
stands at the outlet from the fourth basin. The sixth basin 
is noticeable from its supplying the main portion of the 
head waters of the Pinve, and as having Monte Paralba on 
its eastern rim. It is also the largest of the serie, 

‘The second line of depression may new be traced through 
the first, second, and third of these basins to Cima and 
Sappada; then by a bend to St Stefano, across the low 
spurs south of Monte Najarnola to Auronzo, up the Auromm 
valley, over the Tre Croci saddle to Cortinas and finally, 
over the saddle of the Tre Sassi, past the foot of the Se 
Sasa, and up the higher partic. of tas Valls aoa 
to the eastern base of the Sella platen. 

A third and shorter line of depression is traceable 
Monte Quaterna, on the borders of the Sexten Thal, through: 
the seventh, sixth, and fourth basins. It then crosses over 
to the north side of the main chain at Monte Wolaya, anda= 
further cast, over a saddle into the Valentiner Thal, anda 
thence beyond Auf der Plecken and the Pollinik, 
feature—an apparent duplication of the main ridge——~ 
exists also to the east and west of te Fol 
Karawanken chain, 

But the great longitudinal valley of Carnin is 
Socchieve, lying to the south of our 
depression. It is the main valley of the 
which rises at its extreme western limit, 














CANAL SOCCHIEVE. 


‘the foot of Monte Mariana, the valley gradually ascends 
westward, and as far as the village of Socchieve is wide 
and open, with fur too much of its surfuee occupied with « 
‘sea of dazzling white gerdll, in the expanse of which the 
‘waters of the river are almost lost to view. At Amaro the 
valley is about 1,000 feet above the sea; at the source of 
the Tagliamento, at Mauria, it rises to about 4,200 feet. 
But the line of depression does not cease at Amaro; it is 
continued eastward in the Valle del Ferra, which ascends 
to Resiutta, and then forks into two valleys, the Canale 
della Resia and the Canale di Roccolana. The former 
necends to the base of the great Flitsch plateau, while the 
latter rises to a watershed almost overlooking the Raibl 
Lake, and about the sume height above the sea ax the 
watershed at Mauria, at the extreme west. The waters of 
the Fella and Tagliamento unite near Amaro, and then 
make their way south through a clef of very modern 
geological date by Venzone and Ospidaletto into the Friulian 
plain. Nearly all the waters of Carniaare drained through 
this cleft. This great basin of the Tagliamento and Fella 
‘but repeats, on a much larger scale, the characters of the 
Dasins that we have described as occupying the south 
escarpment of the Carnie Alps, 

No streams arc contributed to this important basin by 
its southern boundary-wall ; all come from the north, along 
the north und south lines of depression referred to at 
page 534. That most to the E. contributes the Fells itself; 
the next one, westward, opens out at Moggio. The third, 
opening out at Tolmezzo, is twofold, one of its branches 
descending from Paularo, the other from Timau apd 
Paluzza. The farthest in this direction, owing to the 
gradual retreat northwards of the Carnic Alps, is the 
Jongest of these lines, It descends from Forno Avoltri 

_ and Rigolato, and opens into the Tagliamento basin at Villa. 
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‘ie \aternstion of Carnie Spee 
depression, with subordinats lines pac 
separates the mountain-land into a system of more or les 
rectangular masses, Its relief does not exhibit those 
striking features present in the district of the Piave to the 
west, and in that of the Tsonzo eastward. 

Another feature worthy of notice before we pass on to 
the Ampezzo, or Piave district, is the basin of Sasrie— 
again a depression. It isa high Alpine basin in the centre 
of Carnia, elliptic in form, and shut in on all sides by bigh 
mountains. The river Lumiei escapes from it through a 
Jong narrow gorge into the Canal Socchieve at Ampezzo— 
not to be confounded with the Ampezzo of the Piave 
district. A track accompanies the stream through the 
gorge; but for the most part of the year, either from 
freshuts, avalanches, or falls of rock from the mountains, 
is impassable, ‘The usnal path—a mule-track only—leads 
over Monte Pura, nearly 4,800 feet above the sea, te 
Ampezzo, which is 1,860 fect abore that level. The 
inhabitants of the valley live in four villages, all 
an alp on the south slope of the Morghendleit, the highest, 
Sauris di Sopra, being but 300 feet lower than the summit 
of the Monte Pura ridge. They are Germans, isolated 
from their neighbours, and distingnished by their greater 
cleanliness and thriftiness—qualities very apparent oa 
entering Cima and Sappada, north of Saaris, two other 
isolated German settlements in Carnia. 

In the Ampezzo district—the basin of the river Piave 
and its tributaries, to which we now proceed—the features 
of elevation and depression are egually prominent. Tl 
great fork made by the meeting, nearly at right an 
the valleys of the Boita and the Piave at 
foot of the Antelao, is the key to the 
district. 
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INTERSECTING LINES OF THE AMPEZZO, as 


‘The valley of the Boita rans NW, and SE., that of the 
Piave NE. and SW., and the Antelao—a mighty corner- 
stone—stands within the angle produced by the junction 
of the two valleys. Several lines of elevation and depression 
run parallel with the valley of the Boita; others run 
parallel with the valley of the Upper Piave. These two 
sets of Lines partially intersect. each other. But the 
NW.-SE. lines appear predominantly on the west side of 
the Boita; while the NE.-SW. lines are most distinetly 
marked on the eaat side of the Pinve. The following are 
the NW.-SE. lines, proceeding westward :— 

1. The line of the Antelao, Crodas Melcora and Mal- 
corm, Tre Croci ridge, and the Croda di Val Grande; a 
line of elevation. 

2, The valley of the Boita from the south foot of the 
Seekofel ; a line of depression, 

3. Ameond line of elevation formed by the Heitigen 
Kreatz Kogel, Tofana, Nuvulau, Rochetta, Pelmo, Monte 
Pers, Sasso di Bosconero, and Campello. Here it is 
interrupted by the valley of the Piave at Longarone. 
Bot further to the south-east it continues in the peaks of 
Monti Maggiore, Messer, and Cavallo, with which latter 
it dies out in the Italian plain at Aviano, 

4. The whole course of the Val di Zokdo; a second line 
of depression, 

5. The line of the Civita, Mojazza, Piacedel, Vescova, 
Pelf, Serva, dying out at Capo di Ponte, a village in the 
valley of the Piave; a third line of elevation. 

& The Val Agordo from Cencenighe, downwards to its 
opening into the Val de Mel, opposite Belluno; a third 
Hine of depression. 

7. The short line of Monte Pizzo and Monte Alto, 
which terminates at the Val de Mel; a fourth line of 
elevation. Here we abut upon the Primiero district. The 
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IRREGULARITIES IN THE RELIEF, sar 


7. The line of Monte Feldrajo, at the foot of which is 
Tonadigo in the Primiero basin; Monti Agner, Framont, 
Peles, Col Dai, Pelmo, Antelao, Tranego, Bagion, where it 
dies out at Lozzo, in the valley of the Piaye; a fourth line 
of elevation. 

The third and fourth of those lines are the most im- 
portant of this serfes. 

These great intorsecting lines give to the Ampezzo 
district a special aspect, strongly distinguishing it from 
that of Carnia to the east, and the Tyrol Dolomites to the 
west. It attains its climax at the south foot of the Antelao, 
near the junction of the Roita with the Piave. 

Several exceptions to the regularity of the relief are 
observable, The Civita, for instance, is an escarpment 
facing in a direction contrary to any of its neighbours, so 
far as observed; and instead of the NW.-SE. ridge, 
against which its sloping side abuts being continued on 
the escarpment side in a NW. direction, as is the case 
below Agordo, the ridge suddenly conses, and we eee instead, 
a trough—the Caprile basin, This anomaly greatly en- 
hances the scenic effect. Then the bastion-like form of 
the Pelmo is singularly perched upon the intersection of 
two cross lines of ridge, at an angle not coincident with 
either of the two intersecting lines, The angle formed by 
these intersecting lines on the north side is the head of the 
Val Fiorentina, a valley debouching into the main valley 
at Caprile; while the angle formed on the south side by 
the same lines gives rise to the Val Rutorto, opening into 
the Val di Zoldo at Forno di Zoldo. Longarone, too, ix 
another illustration. It is situated in or near the intersee- 
tion of two lines of ridge: but, instead of this intersection 
being elevated high above the level of tho sea, it is a 
depression—the valley of the Piave! 

Of the triangular-shaped District lying between the 
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walle of thy Gedee. anil Besion/ ou Hiaiee aataas 
say that it is characterized by the presence of the NW. 
SE. lines of clevation and depression, together with » 
oTas Pal eee 
the trough of the Pusterthal to arrange themselves in lines 
parallel to that valley. The Ampezzo road from 
or Hollenstein down to ita outlet into the Pusterthal is the 
most prominent NW.-SE. line of depression, But it is 
continue! southwards by the Val Popena over the sal 
of the Lago Misurina down to the head of the Auronm 
Thal, and again by a part of the Forcella Grande or Cal 
del Fuoco to the north slope of the Antelao. The main 
branch of the Bragzer Thal is another of these lines. Bat 
west of this line, when we arrive at the Seckofel, the 
culminating point of the district between the Gader and 
Amperto road, we find the ridge to which it belongs 
running W. by N., or nearly parallel to the Pusterthal. 
Another point is worthy of notice, All the Dolomite 
masses between the Sexten Thal and the Enneberg branch 
of the Gader, dip to the south, and have their escarpments 
more or less facing the Pusterthal ; while those forming 
the ENE-WSW. line of ridge dip northwards, ani hare 
their esearpments facing away from the Pusterthal. ‘The 
Ampezzo reed, therefore, between the Ditren See and the 
Peutelstein Schloss lies in a synclinal trough. This road 
is the boundary line also between two districts, having 
different scenic characters, 

Wo hare now teacad the outlines af the Orography af 
the south-eastern limestone zone, from the Adige trou 
eastward, nearly as far as Tarvia A few words an 
that can now be said upon the structure of the J 









SYRUCTURE OF THE JULIAN ALCs. ects 


Karawanken Alps, in addition to the description given in 
Chapters IX. and XI. 

The most noteworthy fact in the Julian Alps is the 
great break in the line of its escarpment. First, forming 
the Roccolana-Raibl trough, it continues its course, in the 
shape of a great depression, across the Carnic-Karawanken 
chain; and then, by the sudden sinking out of sight, 
through enormous dislocation, of the limestone beds of the 
Dobratsch, under the level of the Villach plain, bas allowed 
the Gail an exit from its own valley to join the Drave below 
Villach. From Tarvix to beyond the Raibl See, it runs 
nearly at right angles to the chain—that is to say, from 
north to south; in the Roccolana Thal from east to weat. 
This variation is, of course, an instance of the blending of 
the dominant lines pervading the Julian Alp district, with 
those that stretch eastward out of Curnin. A ase of 
parti-colonred porphyry, situated between the Luschari 
Berg and the Kénigs Berg, with emaller patehes of it on the 
east also of this great line of fracture, may not be uncon- 
nected with its existence. The escarpment of the Julian 
Alps faces the Save Thal, and the line of depression 
between Tarvis and Ponteliba. Running along its base, and 
forming the frontal spurs, appear thin bands of the lower 
and upper trins beds; while the line of wall, the peaks, 
and the whole of the Flitach and Isonzo country behind, 
consists of one mass of no-called ‘Dachstein Limestone,’ 
and Dolomite of the Lias formation. Here the ‘Dach- 
stein’ beds arrive at their full development on the south 
side of the Alpa. Dr. Peters, therefore, regards them as 
the true southern representatives of the great masses of 
the Watzmann, Tannen, and Dachetein, &c., Gebirge of the 
north-eastern Limestone none. While the Wochein plateau, 
to the south of the Terglou, has, he thinks, a tauch better 
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‘branch forming the south border of the Caldron, while the 
southern, diverging considerably, is the boundary line to 
sm immense broken plateau country, abutting, at its 
northern edge, on the south-east rim of the Caldron, The 
Caldron is the most noticeable feature of the whole chain, 
Tt occupies a mid position in the mountain zone, which 
here, from Sittersdorf on the N., to Stein on the 8, has 
@ breadth of about twenty-two miles—not far short of 
one-third the length of the whole chain from Tarvis to 
the Ureula Berg. The Korawanken is a great network of 
‘basins, and the Caldron but carries the features that 
characterise them to a climax. The peaks set upon ita rim 
are some of the highest in the chain; the three open, 
level valleys in its interior contrast well with the rugged 
precipices overhanging them; and the outlet-gorge is 
the narrowest conceivable. In form the Caldron is rhom- 
‘Loidal, and its dimensions are about six miles in each 
direction, With the characters it possesses, it is not sur- 
prising to find masses of igneous and crystalline rock coming 
to light in the immediate neighbourhood. In the depths of 
the Kanker Thal, for instance, we find a large mass of 
porphyry; and immediately above it rise the Dolomitic 
prectpices of the Grintouz—the culminating peak of the 
chain. In the Ober Seeland basin, on the north side of 
the Grintouz, there is another large mass of porphyry. 
‘Then, in the yalloys betwoen the North ridge and the north 
rim of the Caldron, two narrow and adjoining strips of 
granite and diorite make their appearance, extending from 
the Urenla Berg tothe Obir. And finally, at the north-east 
corner, we meet with the Smrekouz Berg, composed of 
basalt ; and below it extends as far as Leatschdorf, the first 
village met with on ctocrging from the Caldron, « species of 
rock—deseribed ws a ‘doleritic sandstone’ by one author, 
WN 
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interval between these zones is outspread the vast muse 
of red quarziferous porphyry, the most important in a 
gecloyical point of view, if not the largest continuous 
area occupied by this rock, in Europe. Von Buch was of 
opinion, that it was poured out at one and the same date, 
but Richthofen shows that at least eight different centres 
have contributed to its formation, differing in age and 
character from each other. ‘Tho older cruptions took place 
on dry land, while the later were submarine. The whole 
forms a very complex system of extraordinary thickness, 
the later maxses often not only covering, but also pene 
trating their predecessors in dykes and veins, and being 
further connected with them by beds of angular or rolled 
fragments of porphyry, portions of a neighbouring masa 
‘This conglomerate may be clearly seen in the rocks close 
to the bridge over the Eisack, at Botzen. 

From the appearance of this porphyry dates all geologic 
chronology for our Western region, The first beds de- 
posited upon the porphyry belong to the Lower T'rias for 
tation; no trace has yet been discovered of the Gail Thal 
beds of the previous formation—the Carboniferous. To 
the east they appear to approach no nearer than Tnnichen, 
at the terminus of the Carnic Alps; in the weet, a small 
patch of therm is to be met with only to the west of the 
Adamollo, betwoen that mountain and the Lake of Como. 
And not only does the history of the formation of this 
region open with the bods of the Trias, but with a small 
exception, if we accept the classification of the Austrian 
geologists, it closes with them. 

For clearness salle, we will arrange the series of Trias 
beds in this region in a table, at the same time collating 
them with some of the equivalent beds of other districts, 

‘The following is the table: the beds are arranged in 
ascending order, 
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00 THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS. - 


To place the reader in a position to form some idea of 
the richness, from a geological point of view, of the sinall 
area under consideration, the list states separately each 
distinct set of beds; but, for the purposes of this sketeb, 
we sball mass them somewhnt differently, e0 as to bring 
to view their relation to the scenery of the district. 

Our first group will comprise the beds numbered 1 te 
5, both inclusive. 

These beds uccompany each other very constantly 
throughout the district. If we take our etation at Pri- 
micro, we shall find them cropping out continually, ome 
above another on the green alp slopes, that run up to the 
‘base of the wall of Primiero dolomites. Opposite to them, 
to the west, rise the mountains of clay slate, that form the 
schistous covering to the granite nucleus of the Cima 
@Asta, and constitute the northern boundary of the Pri- 
micro basin. They appear on our right hand, as we 
pursue the path from Primiero northwards by the St. 
Martino Hospice,'nearly ax fur as Paneveggio, On this 
route they are generally covered with pasture, but near the 
summit of the pass the scrics is laid bare at several points, 
and with its varied colours of bright red, grey, green, and 
brown, presents a striking contrast to the pale preeipices 
soaring above. The rest of the Travignolo’ Thal, until 
reaching Predazzo, lies in the porphyry. 

At Predazzo, at the mouth of the Travignolo, they rise 
from the porphyry in the form of three great crescentio 
curves, the horns of the curves touching each other, so as 
to enclose a space that has Predazzo for its centre. Upon 
cach of these crescents stands a mass of * Schlern dolomite,” 
forming the precipices and walls of the Latemar, part of 
the Weisshorn, and Monte Viesena, ‘The interior 
space is filled with a variety of igneous rocks, that I 
been poured forth from the Predazzo crater, 
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At the Caressa pass, separating the Latemar from the 
Rosengarten, denudation bas laid these beds bare down to 
the lowest, the Groden sandstone, and at Moona, at the 
foot, of the pass, in the Fassa Thal, has removed them 
altogether, and exposed the carmine-coloured porphyry 
beneath. But from the southern terminus of the Resen- 
garten, they form the base of the Dolomite wall, which 
runs northwards tothe Schlern.* Further on, they erop 
out successively at the base of the Seisser Alp, and thence, 
‘coasting north-eastward and enstward across the Griden 
and Gader Thals, as far as the Kreuzberg in the Sexten 
Thal, they constitnte a great girdle on the north to the 
Dolomite region. Everywhere, therefore, these beds show 
themselves ns a continuous. inter-conformable external 
border-line to the western Dolomite region. 

The character of the period during which these beds 
were deposited wax one of slow depression, interrupted 
only at the upper limit of the Campil. beds by an accele- 
rated, perhaps sudden, sinking of the sea-bottom. ‘This is 
indicated by the bank of conglomerate which marks the 
boundary between the Campil beds and those of the 
Virgloria Limestone next above them, and the changed 
character of the fauna, 

To this quiet general movement in one and the same 
direction, followed one of an entirely opposite character. 
Asuiklen upheaval converted a considerable portion of the 
district into dry land. Only in the Seisser Alp, the upper 
Fama, and the other portions of the Tuff-land, was the sea 
present, in the form of a lange bay, with a ramified const= 
line of Mendola Dolomite, and opening ont to the sea 
towards Caprile. At this period, » surface of Mendota 


# 1 bs from the bituminoms beds of the Vingioris limestone, in the gorge 
behind Ratses, that its walphurbarhe hare their origin, 
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mases, to be afterwards partially laid bare by the action 
of streams and weather. 

‘Over the north border of this rim, the finer particles of 
volcanic ash were carried away by the sca currents, and 
deposited upon the entire surface of the bay as sedimentary 
ash, giving rise to the present Tuff plateau of the Seisser 
Alp. The borders of this bay can still be traced out by 
following the devious line of Mendola Dolomite to the 
Upper Gader, where the Tuff disappears under the base of 
Monte Tofana and the other North Ampezzo Alps.* And 
to the south-east, where the hay communicated with the 
open #ea, the Tuff may be followed in the mames of the 
Col di Lanat and Monte Frisolet, and farther in the same 
direction to the Civita, Val di Zoldo, and as far as the foot 
of the Antelan Even now, the Seisser Alp slopes inwards 
from its borders, and this may possibly be a remnant of 
the relations of Reliof that provailed during the Tuff period. 
‘The tradition existing among the people, that a large Inke 
once existed upon the Seisser Alp, which saddenly buret 
its banks, and overwhelmed the country about Seiss with 
masses of débris, is an indication that this character iri the 
surface of the alp has attracted attention. 

Abundant evidence of another centre of eruptive activity 
exists in the Seisser Alp itself, Beginning at the Sehlern 
immediately behind Ratzes, the dark masses of angite 
porphyry are seen to crown the upper edge of the Mendola 
Dolomite, which forms the west and north border of the 
alp. Farther on, the whole upper portion of the Puflatech 
Alp is composed of this rock. It continues eastward from 
this point to crown the border of the alp until it sinks 

© In this direction it oocepirs the slopes of the Tr Sami Paxs dows to 
‘Cottins, eed coctributes to take that pass as fall ef epringy and as boggy 
‘us the upper basia of the Gader itself, 

t On this moustats, which risos behind Buchrastein, the thickness of the 
Badincstary Ash arsceste to epwands af 2,600 feet, 
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spreads far and wide, over their upper limits of outiow, 
into all the three crescentic spaces formed by the curves 
of the beds of the lower Trias. Fully one-half of Monte 
Mulatto, to the north-east of Predazzo, consista of it. 
Finally, penetrating the Syenite, and then the Melaphyr, 
are veins of two other kinds of rock, called Porphyrite and 
Syenite Porphyry, the latter—not known to occur in any 
other locality —remarkable, as possessing very lange crystals 
of orthoclase, 

A section of the crater, given in the outline on the 
following page, taken from Richthofen’s work, where the 
dotted lines indicate the probable mode in which the masses 
of eruptive rack are continued below the level of the 
allavium, will explain the relative position of the different 
rocks better than a verbal description. 

‘The rich variety of material is one of the contrasting 
features that distinguish this southern crater from its 
submarine neighbour to the north. In the /atfer, only one 
form of igneous rock—augite porphyry—made its appear- 
ance throughout the entire eruptive epoch ; in the former, 
the kind of rock varied with each outbreak. In the sub- 
marine volcano, tuff, or voloanic ash, is the most prominent 
product; in the sub-wrial one at Predazzo, tuff is entirely 
absent. The relation between the two is compared by 
Richthofen to that existing between the central crater and 
the lateral outbreaks of lava of a voleano of the present 
day. Their activity was not entirely contemporaneous— 
that of the northern crater having nearly come to an end 
before the commencement of the deposition of the ‘Schlern 
Dolomite,’ while the principal activity of the Predazzo 
crater came into play only after that epoch, 

‘The various points of contact between the different 
forms of more or lees molten rock, and the beds of lower 
and upper Trias lying outside of them, and dipping more 
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or less steeply towards the centre of the crater, have given 
rise to a great variety of minerals, that have gained for 
‘Predazzo as high a renown among mineralogiste as the 
more general relations of its rocks have procured for it 

among geologists, 

Another outbreak of eruptive rock occurs in a position 
intermediate between the two craters. A giant muss of 
syenite, beset with veins of hypersthene, interrupts the 
continuity of the Dolomitic wall that rang in an E.-W. 
line from the Sasso di Val Fredda to the Sasso di Loch, 
opposite Vigo, and forms the so-called Monzoni ridge. It 
stands, therefore, in the southern border of the Fass 
crater. But it must be somewhat later in date, ax the 
whole series of Trias beds, including the Schlern Dolomite, 
is broken through. For while, on the east of the syenite 
mags, the base line of the Schlera Dolomite lics more than 
8,000 feet above the present sca level, on its west side, 
opposite Moena, the same line is met with at a height 
lowor by more than 2,500 foot. 

During a portion of this eruptive epoch, it is probable | 
that our first group of Trias beds were folded into a sericea 
of ridges whose axes had a NW.-SE. direction, implying 
a lateral pressure from south-west towards north-east. One | 
of these waves is visible in ascending from Moena to the 
‘Caressa pase; another, on the south face of the Seisser Alp 
plateau, between Campitello and Gries. ‘The upper Groden ] 
‘Thal is cut in one of them, and the stream of the Pisnda, | 
descending from the Sella plateau, between Colfosco and 
Stern in the upper Gader, bas laid bare a fourth wave, nt 
right angles to its axis. Evidence of the existence of 
similar waves may be seen at Campil, lower down in the 
Gader, and also in the Livinallongo and its Lateral valleys. 
A wave-like surface of Mendola Dolomite must thus have 
‘been formed im the bed of the Tuff Sea, upon which the 
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‘Tuff, and the local limestone beds connected with the Tull 
period, came to be deposited. 2 @ 

‘The eruptive epoch of South Tyrol Was not characterised 
‘by the entire absence of sedimentary deposita Several 
beds of a local character were formed in the Tuff Sea, ant 
these are described in the Table, and comprize the beds 
numbered 6 to 9, both inclusive. "Phe last beds of this eeries, 
designated as the St. Cassian beds, discovered in 1830, 
have, by the extraordinary number of their fossil shells and 
ammonites, been a third source of fame for our Westeru 
District. 

It is impossible, in this sketch, to enter into the elightert 
detail upon the relative position of these local beds, even. 
of those named after the village of St. Cassian. We must 
content ourselves with the remark that a great amoust of 
varying scientific opinion has been expressed fn reference 
to their age, which Richthofen discusses in chronological 
order. He refers these St Casian beds to the lower 
portion of the upper Triss—to the end of the Tuff’ period; 
but as continuing also into the following period, when the 
Schlern Dolomite was being formed. 

The existence of the so-called St. Caasian beds, though 
very local in our western district, is not confined to it 
‘They have been found also near the Lago di Garda ad 
in the neighbourhood of Como, near Bleiberg on the 
Dobratsch; and on the Obir and Petzen Gebirge, in the 
Karawanken Alpe, In the northern limestone Alps they 
have been identified by Giimbel with the Partnach beds 
of the lower Keuper, which, however, are compacattrely, 
poor in fossils, 

Our third group of beds will comprise the remainder of 
the series—Nos. 10, 11, and 12, 

After the principal phase of the eruptive 1 
reached its end, the slow upheaval of the land: 
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‘and in its place there came a gradual depression, which 
‘continued foralong period. The change oceurred probably 
towards the end of the Tuff deposits. During this period 
‘of depression the ‘Schlern Dolomite” and the * Raibl beds’ 
‘were formed. 

‘The moststriking characteristic of the ‘Schlern Dolomite’ 
Formation is its distribution in the form, cither of great 
deolated massives, or equally isolated long wall-like linen 
or curves. The Schlern, Lang Kofel, Guerdenazza, Sella, 
and Marmolata, are examples of the first ; the Rosengarten, 
Latemar, and Campo Ziegelan, of the second, form. An- 
other feature is the excessively narrow area within which 
it is found, and its sudden oppearance and disappearance 
within this area. It is not seen west of the Schlern or 
‘Latemar, and it disappears beyond the Tre Sassi pass before 
reaching Cortina. But in the Schlerm its thickness is 
‘already upwards of 3,500 feet, and it is probably as much in 
the Rosengarten, At the Fedaia pass the upper limit of 
the Mendola Dolomite being met with at 7,000 feet above 
the sea, a thickness of about 4,500 feet remains for the 
Schiorn Dolomite in the upper mass of the Marmolata. 
It possesses a similar thickness in the Lang Kofel; but at 
the Sella plateau it is already less than 2,000 feet, Farther 
east, in Monte Nuvulau, Set Saas, and Monte Tofana, its 
thickness does not exeeed a few hundred feet, 

Another way of grouping the ‘Schlern Dolomite’ may 
‘be made dependent upon the presence or absence of later 
beds lying upon the Dolomite. The variety in the scenery 
is closely related to this difference. Hence the contrast 
between the pinnacles and hatchet-like blades of the 
Lang Kofel and the level plateau surface of the summit of 
the Seblern. The pinnacles of the Schlern, fringing its 
northern border, however, recall the Lang Kofol charsctor. 
In the group characterised by the presence of later 








260 THE DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS. 


are to be found the Schlern, Sella, Guerdenare, Set Sass, 

Navulau, and Tofana; all the others falling into the other 
ip. 

# On. tha Schleen, tho, preeanob Jt tint sad eet 

has protected the Dolomite beneath to some extent from 

the denuding action of the sea while slowly elewated 

out of it, and from the later action of weather; but they 

do not contribute to any landscape effect. But farther to 

the east they hold a moro important place. In the Sells 

plateau we have a wide outspread massive of unbedded 

crystalline ‘Schlern Dolomite’ resting upon the Taff, and 

rising up from its surface on all sides in perpendicular walle 

Above these precipiees, appears a narrow sloping ledge, 

jbl beds, and upon this is planted a series of 

ents, terminating in the background in a 

ted cones, with rocky winding, gorges 

ined with débris, the whole formed of lower 

The Guerdenazza bas somewhat similar 


Monte Nuvulau, a much smaller 

dominates the ascent of the pass from Santa 
a, to Cortina. Looking up at it 
Tufl-land, it strikingly resembles, 

, 


| Dolomite, a mighty Tower of Babel. 
the Dolomites of Primicro—a line 
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‘posod to consider them as belonging to the Lias Formation. 
If this be correct, it would appear as if the *Schlern Dolo- 
mite’ were all but limited to the volcanic area of South 


‘Whut thea is the origin of this strictly <fanily group’ 
of mountain masses? It has formed the subject of dis 
euision among French and German geologists for more 
than a generation past, and much ink bas been shed 
“during the process, without a satisfactory solution having 
been arrived at. Richthofen is one of the Intest con- 
tributors to its literature, and he propounds a theory 
that requires a separation of the question into two parts, 
‘We ‘have to ask—First, What is the origin of these 
mountains, as such? and then, What is the origin of the 
Dolomite rock of which they mainly consist ? 

Leopold Vou Buch—in 1822—was one of the first whe 
attracted acientific attention towards the peculiar appear- 
ange of the South Tyrol Dolomites. The frequent neigh- 
Dourhood of augite porphyry; the numerous veins of that 
rock to be seen penetrating the Dolomite Massives; the 
aspect some of them possess of having been suddenly 
elevated from below to their present position; their 
ehemical character, entire absence of bedding, and erystal- 
line, often cellular, stracture, were the points that led him 
to the theory that these mountains had boon upheaved by 
volcanic foree and converted from carbonate of lime into 
dolomite by the vapour of magnesia, evolved from the 
molten volcanic rocks below, and penetrating the limestone 
above. The publication of Von Buch’s lotters was the 
#ignal for the commencement of a long scrics of discus 
sions, and led to many scientific visits to the district, The 
chemist, however, gave tho death-blow to this theory, in 
the proof, besides other difficulties, of the all but impos- 
sibility of the production of magnesia in a state of vapour, 

oo > 








nd other deposits shows that, during this period 
‘the district was undergoing a gradual slow depression, and 
thet no violent catastrophe occurred. Now the Raibl 
bede—containing fauna of a shallow sea—are found, not 
only on the summit of the Schlern, and of the lower line of 
precipices of the Sella and Guerdenazza plateaus, but also 
in two patches upon the Tuff at the foot of these Massives, 
thousands of feet below. These great differences of eleva~ 
tion in an undisturbed bed at very short distances would, 
Richthofen argues, be difficult to explain without the sup- 
position of reef-building corals. 

Richthofen institutes a comparison between the growth 
and conditions of existence of the reef-building corals 
in the tropical seas of the present day, as observed by 
Darwin, Dana, and Jukes, and those of the assumod Trias 

~ com reefs of South Tyrol. The coral animals find an 
especially favourable ground, without, however, being 
limited to it, in districts of former sub-aqueous volcanic 
activity, when a period of slow depression often takes the 
place of the previous period of elevation. South Tyrol 
was, during the latter portion of the Trias period in a 
similar condition, and the sca was filled with the products 
af the decomposition of roleanic material, ‘They are 
limited in their growth to a depth of about 120 feet under 
the sea surface; and yet, favoured by the continual slow 
depression of the ocean bed, reefs of enormous depth are 
formed. From soundings made, it is evident that there 
are reefs in the Pacific Ocean, of a depth equal to the 
height of the South Tyrol Dolomite Massive. If the 
Pacific were laid bare, or the reefs in it, with their base, 
were now elevated above the sea level, would not their 
nepect, seated upon mountain ridges, and many of them in 
the immediate neighlourhood of extinet voloanoes, present 
a similarity to the existing Orography of South Tyrol? 
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favour of the coral-recf hypothesis, in the peculiarities 
presented by certain sedimentary deposits, which, in some 
instances, are found at the base of the Dolomite Massives, 
and in others not fur from them. 

On the deseent between the Fedaia pass and the narrow 
gorge that inues out at Sottoguda, on the way to Caprile, 
there may be seen in the steep and lofty face of eruptive 
ash —that stands out in such strong contrast to the Dolomite 
walla of the Marmolata opposite—banks, sometimes of 
conglomerate cemented together with Lime; in other cases, 
of limestone with fmgments of voleanic ash; or of pure 
lime or Dolomite. None of them continue for any distance ; 
they begin and end abruptly, and are found at various 
levels, but all in a horizontal position. This phenomenon 
of short rocky limestone or Dolomite banks imbedded in a 
mass of volcanic ash, is to be met with eleewhere in the 
‘Taff district, but nowhere do they present so singular an 
appearance as on the Fedain pass, where the erosive action 
of water bas laid bare an enormous face of tuff. Richt 
bofen compares these banks with those formed at the 
present day near the Island of Bourbon by certain species 
of coral animals,* The banks of conglomerate, consisting 
of angular fragments of limestone imbedded in volcanic ash, 
he compares to the fragments of coral, which are continually 
being torn off by the breakers from the windward side of 
a reef, and ina state of division, more or less complete, 
are buried in the sediments that may be forming at its 
base, or in its neighbourhood, 

It cannot be denied that this hypothesis of Richthofen's 
is fascinating, and offers ample ‘room and verge enough’ 
to the flights of imagination ; it brings together also to its 

© Seo H. de ba Bocke's ' Geological Observer’ for extracts from Mf Biau's 


deacription of tbe formation of detached coral Loses ( pldie de coranz) on 
the bed of tbe sea, at the Ishund of Bourbon. 
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support numerous facts of various orders. But while al 
mitting its plausibility, we decline to put full faith in it 
until some competent geologist shall lave visited the 
ground, with the express object of testing the accuracy of 
the observations made by Richthofen, taking care not to 
overlook any facts that would tell against the hypothesis 
If it were right to be guided by appearances only, in thes 
matters, we might refer the reader to a woodcut, af 
page 622 of Dana’s Manual of Geology,” 1863, ropresent- 
ing a section of a high island encased in coral reefs, where 
‘the similarity in external form to that which would be the 
result of a section of the Sella plateau, is 20 close and 
striking, that the one might be substituted for the other, 
Fossil corals, well preserved, are frequently met with in 
beds of coralline limestone in England, Europe, and North 
America, Dana (page 272 of his ‘Geology ") mentions an 
instance occurring at the Ohio Falls, near Louisville, where 
they (‘Favosites") are to be met with five or six feet im 
diameter, ‘nearly as perfect as when they were covered 
with their flower-like polyps.’ But the reef to which these 
specimens belonged does not seem to be a feature in the 
landscape scenery, If Richthofen’s hypothesis be verified, 
we have in South Tyrol the converse of this insignificant 
fragments of individual coral, but magnificent specimens 
of Reefs, which take on a mountain character and become 
the feature in the landscape. Giant carcases they are, in- 
decently left unburied by Nature for men to wonder at!* 
The second part of the general question, or, Whut is the 
origin of Dolomite rock ? has, as we have mid, long been 
a ‘io verata, It takes rank with other great questions 
of a similar kind, such as the origin and conditions of 
formation of coal, gypsum, and rock salt; where the aid of 


* On the rare occurrence of fossil upraied reefs, sop the nemarks of Sie 
Charies Lyell, in the 9th edition of his * Principles of Gealogy, pp. 792-8, 
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‘the sister science of chemistry becomes necessary for the 
solution of the questiona raised by goology. And as it ix 
but within a recent period, comparatively, that this aid has 
been effectively rendered, so it is just this section of the 
science that hax been left somewhat in the rear of the 
others. It is impossible, therefore, in the present position 
‘of these questions to obtain more than a statement of a 
very genoral character of the possible circumstances under 
which Dolomite is formed. 

‘The composition of Dolomite will be better understood 
by comparing it with that of its two components, 

‘The first, calcite, or carbonate of lime, has the following 
composition :— 


Ter-contnge 
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Thie mineral—so well known—occurs most abundantly in 
nature, and is to bo mot with in nearly all parts of the 
globe from the oldest to the latest formations. 

The second, magnesite, or carbonate of magnesia, has 
the following composition :— 
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‘This mineral is not an important one, nor does it frequently 
opour, 

Dolomite, or magnesian limestone, ia the result of the 
chemical union of carbonate of lime and carbonate of 
magnesia. Its normal composition bas in 100 parte— 


Of eartonate of lime. 
And of cartomate of magnesia. 
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In hardness and specific gravity it does not differ much 
from caleite, but may be distinguished from it by the 
comparative difficulty and slowness with which it effervesces 
in acide, 

Dolomite is met with in a variety of states, and ander 
different conditions The proportion of the magnesiaa 
carbonate, too, varies almost indefinitely. When « small 
per-contage only is present—ay, los: than ten or twelve per 
cent., the rock is called Dolomitic limestone. Sometimes 
it bas a sugar-like, crystalline structure, at others it i* 
compact, with a conchoidal fracture, To these two states 
the term Dolomite is often restricted. Again, it is either 
cellular, echistose, or slaty; or, lastly, earthy. It oseurs in 
a distinctly stratified condition, and, aa on the Seisger Alp, 
without any evidence of stratification. Instances have been 
met with of masses of Dolomite alternating in the same 
series with beds of ordinary carbonate of lime, Dana men- 
tions an instance * where certain fossils (Orthoceras), on che~ 
mical analysis provod to be dolomitio—containing, indeed, 
nearly thirty-eight per cent. of carbonate of magnesia— 
were found imbedded in a rock of ordinary limestone 

Although this rock is most strikingly displayed im the 
mountain forms of the south-eastern limestone zone, it it 
by no means exclusively confined to that region. It is te 
be met with to the west of the Adige trough along the base 
of the Adamello and Oertler ‘Groups ;’ and in Lombardy a 
broken band runs westward ax far as Lake Lugano, where 
the Dolomite Monte Salvadore offers easy accesa to & 
noble and varied Alpine panorama. In the North-essterm 
limestone zone, too, the beds of the middle Keuper belong 
ing to a higher stage of the Trias formation, and consisting 
almost entirely of Dolomite (“Haupt Dolomit"), rum in long, 


aa 


* Page 84 of his * Geology.’ 
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narrow, parallel, east-west lines from the valley of the 
Rhine eastwards into the Salzburg territory, and beyond. 
But it is only in the Vorarlberg and in the valleys of the 
Lech and Ill, where the bold pyramidal forms of the 
Hochvogel and Bieber's Kopf, and the preeipices of the 
Madclergabel and Wild Miinnel rise above their neigh- 
bours, and farther east, in the Kaiser Gebirge, clase to 
Kufstein, that the traveller is likely to be reminded of the 
more celebrated mountains of the South. Even in the 
patches of limestone that skirt. the western border of the 
Brenner Pam, Dolomite exists. Finally, in the mases of 
sedimentary rock that fill up the iuterval between the 
Groups of the Selvretta and Oertler, that is to sy, in the 
‘Trias deposits of the lower Engadine, characteristic Dolo~ 
mite scenery is to be found, 

Fragments of Dolomite, indeed, may be met with as far 
west ax the St, Gothard Pass and even in the Maritime and 
Dauphiné Alps ; yet it remains true that this rock, and the 
‘Trias formation to which in the Alps it pre-eminently, 
though not exclusively, belongs, are almost entirely re- 
stricted to the Eastern Alps. 

Of the numerous hypotheses that have been put forth 
upon the origin of Dolomite, several, however otherwise 
differing, may be classed together by the possession of a 
condition common to them all, which requires that the 
ses should, at the time of formation of the Dolomite, 
be at the boiling point. To complete these hypothoscs, 
the authors of them should have explained how #0 high a 
temperature was possible.” 

Without requiring such a state of things, Mr. T. Sterry 
Hont, of the Canadian Geological Survey, has shown in # 


© The ‘Chemical Newn’ foe Februnry 6, 1806, may bo comwalted Sor = 
report of one of Dv, Perey’s Lectzres on Chemical Geulogy, setiverst at the 
Jermyn Steeet Mewesm, in the present your, is which thew aad ether 
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series of experiments upon this subject, contained in a! 
paper which appeared in the ‘American Journal of 
Science’ for 1859, that the action of solutions of bicarbo~ 
nate of soda upon sea-water would separate from it, im the 
first place, the carbonate of lime dissolved in it, and then 
the magnesia in the shape of a bicarbonate; and that 
finally, as the result of intermediate changes, hydrous 
carbonate of magnesia, heated and under pressure, wold, 
if carbonate of lime be present, slowly form Dolomite, 
* The union of the mingled carbonate of lime and magnesia 
to form dolomite is attended with contraction, which, im 
case the sediment were already somewhat consolidated, 
would give rise to fissures and cavities in the mass. Should 
the dolomite strata be afterwards exposed to the action 
of infiltrating carbonated waters, the excess of carbonate 
of lime and any caleareous fossils would be removed, 
Leaving the mass still more porowa, with only the mould 
of the fossils? 

The lowest temperature at which hydrous maguesiia 
sediments may be transformed into magnesite and dolo- 
mite, has yet to be determined? 

‘These experiments of Mr. Hunt show the poustbility of 
the formation of Dolomite by original deposition from 
the sea~water, but we are not aware that he has yet com= 
pleted the circle of proof by the artificial production of 
Dolomite in the way he indicates, at moderate tem< 
peratures, 

But, in some of the circumstances under which Dolomite 
occurs in ‘pature, we are almost compelled to’ believe im 
the posibility of its formation, not only by way of 
original deposition, but also as the result of subsequent 
action, through sea-water, upon the ordinary earbonate 
of lime—in other words, through mefamorphio action. 
And if Richthofen’s hypothesis as to the animal origin of 
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the *Schlern dolomite’ be true, some form of mota- 
morphic action must be resorted to, to explain the change 
which these so-called coral reefs have undergone.* 

From the analyses of Forchhammer and of Professor 
Silliman, junior, it appears that recent corals possess but a 
very limited quantity of magnesia—varying in different 
species—in their composition, Specimens, however, of 
coral rock brought home by Dana from the elevated coral 
island of Matea or Aurora, to the north of Tabiti, were 
analysed by Hunt, and by Professor Silliman, junior, and 
found to contain, in one case 5 per cent., and in another 
as much as 38 per cent., of carbonate of magnesia. Dana 
did not observe any evidence, in this instance, that the 
original coral had been subjected to the action of heat, 
Such facts as these imply an action of the sea-water upon 
the carbonate of lime of the fresh corals, by which a 
portion of the carbonate of lime in them is removed, and 
replaced by an equivalent amount of carbonate of mag- 
nesia that bad been beld in solution by the sea-wuter, 
And they also afford some indication that the formation of 
Dolomite may be going on in coral reefs at the present 
day. If specimens of the rock from the lower and older 
parts of the reef could be obtained and analysed, and 
compared with analyses of other specimens brought from 
the upper and newer portions of the same Reef, it ix 
posible that some light might be thrown upon the 
question. 

Let us apply this to the case of the ‘Schlern Dolomite” 
Richthofen points out that the Ammonites globosus is to 


# See m paper by Sic RL. Murchison and Profemor Harken in the 
‘Journal cf the Geological Society of Leadon,’ for May 1864, 0 the Feeniinar 
rocks of the north-west of England, where a series of bevecins is described, 
the lower of ondimary limestoor, ad the uppet, magnenian end the infeeenes 
ia drawn that the dolumitising agent sat hve acted from aloes, sue 
geenity to the deposition of the upper breccien 
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‘be seen embedded in the Schlern in the form of a regular 
spiral, containing the usual hollow shell-chambers, lined 
with crystals of Dolomite; while the division walls of the 
chambers are a prolongation of the general rock mas. 
The original substance of the shell—formed of carbonate 
of lime—bas disappeared, and a mould of that abell 
formed of Dolomite has taken its place! Ts not this some 
indication of what has been going on in the entire mass of 
the mountain ? 

Darwin found upon Keeling Atoll, in the Indian Ocons, 
evidences of changes going on in the structure of the 
coral. Upon the lee side of the Atoll, fragments of corals 
were heaped up in great quantity, and cemented together 
into a firm mass by the trickling of the limestone dis 
solved by the soa-water, In some parts of this mass the 
altered coral passed over by degrees into a crystalline 
parry limestone—so gradually, indeed, that even with a 
lens Darwin was unable to distinguish the boundary 
between the changed coral and the sparry limestone. The 
cemented maas was very hard, and rang under the hammer. 
It does not appear that any analysis was made of this sparry 
limestone. But its great hardness and its clinking cha- 
racter are properties which remind one of the crystalline, 
cellular *Schlorn Dolomite.” And if it be possible to 
observe so much change os thig in a rock mass now 
in process of formation, how much more must have 
been effected in the older and lower parts of the Reef? 
And to what an extent would it have progressed if we 
could again examine such a Roof, after a period ax long 
as that which has elapeed between the deposit of the Trias 
and our time ? 

‘The Dolomites of the Future will probably have to be 
sought for in the varied coral regions of the Pacifie 
Indian Oceans, and on the north-east const of 
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Tat us indulge a hope that the elevating action may be 
rapid enough to save their roofs from the fierce ordeal 
‘they must pass through on their way upwards to light and 
air. Leaving the breakers to dash themselves vainly at 
their fect, they will then display to m distant postority 
‘their manifold bossea, walls, plateaus, and pinnacles of 
Jagged rock ; probably ax far exceeding in weird grandour 
the Dolomites of South Tyrol as these already excel in 
that charactoristic their Alpine neighbours. 

At last the ‘Coral reef Formation’—if it were mch— 
came to an end, and a period of slow tepheaval took the 
place of the preceding period of slow depression. An area 
of upheaval gradually advanced from the south-west to the 
north-cast, eo that the Mendola rose above the waves earlier 
than the Schlorn, and the Schlern earlier than the Sella 
plateau; while in the Ampeazo the depression atill increased. 
‘This is indicated by the comparative thickness of the Lins 
beds. On the Schlern they are Jess than a hundred feet 
thick; on the Sella plateau they possess ten times that 
thickness; while at the Civita, Pelmo, and Antelao, they 
reach « moximum of several thousand feet, 

With this fragmentary and local duposit of lower Lins 
beds the geological histary of the Western Dolomite District 
elosen, ‘The subsequent depressions which, in surrounding 
districts, gave rise to rocks of later formations, were without 
influence upon it, except so far as it might bo affected by 
general changes of level that did not bring in the waters of 
the sca. Henceforth, ‘skiey influences’ were left to work 
uninterruptedly towards the wearing down of its surface.” 


* The Mivcene pecid may portly prove wn exception ‘There are two 
emal) faiches of what appear to be Mincene conglomerate ta the Travignslo 
‘Thal and in the middle (laden: Richthafon, howeree, does not regan! it ax 
mBicleatly proved, 
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‘There still remains one point of interest related to the 
subject-matter of our book—the history of the Frenchinas, 
Monsieur Dolomicu—whose name, slightly modified, we 
have been compelled to make use of so frequently in these 
pager Our readers have already been made aware that 
it was his name that has been employed to designate 
the mincral—the rock consisting of that mineral— 
and the mountains which are made up of that rock. A 
few particulars respecting him will fitly conclude the 
chapter. 

Decdaius Guy Silvanus Tanored de Gralet de Delo- 
mieu—for our mineralogical friend appears to hare had 
almost as many names as a Spanish princess—was born 
June 24, 1750, in Dauphiné. Very early in life be 
hecame a member of the order of the Knights of St 
John at Malta. Having been condemned to death for 
fighting © duel, tho intercession of his friends procured 
for him, with some difficulty, » pardon from the Pope 
He then entered the army, and devoted his leisure to the 
study of chemistry and geology. 

In 1775 he was made « correspondent of the Academy 
of Sciences, which induced him to relinquish the army, 
and devote himself thenceforward exclusively to science. 

While in Malta, in 1791, he addressed a letter to = 
friend, M. Picot de la Peyrouse, President of the district 
ef Toulouse, which contains the first allusion to the 
mineral that was afterwards to bear his mame. The letter 
is dated January 30, 1791, and begins with the observation 
that he had ‘long recognised that effervescence with acide 
was not always an csscntial cbarncter of limestone, elthongh 
this property was given by all naturalists as the most ear 
tain ign by which limestone might be distinguished.” 

He also tells his friend he had noticed that some of t 
statues of ancient Rome were made of a fine: 
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wery hard and heavy, which would only slightly effervesee 
with acids after some minutes. 

Rocks possessing this character he had discovered during 
the last eighteen months of his travels in South Tyrol, 
with bis friend M. Fleurian de Belleyue, He had met 
with them on the road between Botzen and Trent, to 


ferous, whitish im colour, 
hombic crystals, 
ted in the thirty-ninth 
ue,’ published at Paris. 
ool of Mines, in 1795, 


lines, and soon after was included among 
the original members of the National Tnstitute of Sciences 


and Arts, then organised by the French Gorerament, 
He alao formed one of that band of savants who accom- 
it. Boing nearly wrecked off 


the sea to fall into the clutehes of the reactionary party in 
Naples. He was not lost sight of, however, either by his 
friends or the Government. While a prisoner, he was ap- 
pointed Daubenton’s successor at the Museum of Natural 
History; and in the treaty made by the French Govern- 
ment with the King of Naples, after the victory at Marengo, 
it was expressly stipulated that Dolomien should: be re- 
‘stored to his country. 

He died universally regretted, at the family residence at 
Drée, near MaGon, on November 27, 1801. His collections 
became the property of his brother, the Marquis de Drée. 

In the year following his denth, there was published in 
Paris a thin 12mo. volume, entitled ‘Journal du dernier 
Voyage du Citoyen Dolomiet dans les Alpes, par T.C, Braun 
Nocrgard.’ The author was 5 Dane, who had very recently 
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travelled with the geologist in wéstern Switzerland, and 
both sides of the Simplon and St, Gothard. 

On descending the south ‘side of the St. Gothard, 
author observes (p. 42)—* is very prettily situated. 
From this point we made an excursion to the Val Canaris, 
a leagne distant. In examining its walls we found gypsum 
in great masses, mixed with mica, but for the most y 








affected by the atn The Dolomite was 

pure.’ 
Dolomite is incid tioned in two or three — 

other instances in this hout any reference to the | 

tetm as a novelty. 11 te probable that the name 

had already been in us fears before—perhape not 

much later than the 7 of the letter of 1791. 


‘The mincralogist We vas on intimate terms with 
Dolomien, and active correspondence was carried on be- 
tween them. It is possible that the name was first em- 
ployed by Werner. 

Mons. Fournet, in his ‘ Histoire de la Dolomié,’ says 
distinctly,that Dolomieu’s name was given to the mineral 
through the observations that he had made upon its occur- 
rence among the Dolomitic rocks of ‘Tyrol, and that the 
new designation soon displaced all the old ones which bad 
hitherto been in but partial use, such as ‘bitter spar,” in- 
troduced by Emmerling; ‘rhombic spar,’ by Werner; 
« muricalcite,’ by Kirwan ; ‘magnesian spar,’ by Bergman; 
and ‘magnesian carbonate of lime,’ by Haiiy. 
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